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JOHN HALIFAX, GENTLEMAN. 



CHAPTER I. 



" Get out o' Mr. Fletcher's road, ye idle, lounging, little — ** 

"Vagabond," I think the woman, (Sally Watkins, once 
my nurse,) was going to say, but she changed her mind. 

My father and I both glanced round, surprised at her 
unusual reticence of epithets : but when the lad addressed 
turned, fixed his eyes on each of us for a moment, and made 
way for us, we ceased to wonder. Ragged, muddy, and 
miserable as he was, the poor boy looked anything but a 
* vagabond.' 

" Thee need not go into the wet, my lad. Keep close to 
the wall, and there will be shelter enough both for us and 
thee," said my father, as he pulled my little hand-carriage 
into the alley, under cover, from the pelting rain. The lad, 
with a grateful look, put out a hand likewise, and pushed me 
fiirther in, A strong hand it was — ^roughened and browned 
with labour— though he was scarcely as old as I. What 
would I not have given to have been so stalwart and so tall I 

Sally called from her house-door, "Wouldn't Master 
Phineas come in and sit by the fire a bit I" — But it was 
always a trouble to me to move, or walk ; and I liked staying 
at the mouth of the alley, watching the autumnal shower 
come sweeping down the street ; besides, I wanted to look 
again at the stranger-lad. 

He had scarcely stirred, but remained leaning against the 
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2 JOHN HALIFAX 

wall— either through weariness, or in order to be out of our 
way. He took little or no notice of us, but kept his eyes 
fixed on the pavement — ^for we actually boasted pavement in 
the High Street of our town of Norton Bury — ^watching the 
eddying rain-drops, which, each as it fell, threw up a littlt 
mist of spray. It was a serious, haggard face for a boy oi 
only fourteen or so. Let me call it up before me — I can, 
easily, even after more than 6£tj years. 

Brown eyes, deep-sunken, with strongly-marked brows, a 
nose like most other Saxon noses, nothing particular ; lips 
well-shaped, lying one upon the other, firm and close ; a 
square, sharply outlined, resolute chin, of that type which 
gives character and determination to the whole physiognomy, 
and without which in the fairest features, as in the best 
dispositions, one is always conscious of a certain want. 

As I have stated, in person the lad was tall, and strongly- 
built; and I, poor puny wretch I so reverenced physical 
strength. Everything in him seemed to indicate that which 
I had not : his muscular limbs, his square, broad shoulders, 
his healthy cheek, though it was sharp and thin— even to 
his crisp curls of bright thick hair. 

Thus he stood, principal figure in a picture which is even 
yet as clear to me as yestei'day — ^the narrow, dirty alley 
leading out of the High Street, yet showing a glimmer of 
green field at the farther end ; the open house-doors on either 
side, through which came the drowsy burr of many a stock- 
ing-loom, the prattle of children paddling in the gutter, and 
sailing thereon a fleet of potato parings. In front, the High 
Street, with the mayor's house opposite, porticoed and grand; 
and beyond, just where the rain-clouds were breaking, rose 
up out of a nest of trees, the square tower of our ancient 
abbey — ^Norton Bury's boast and pride. On it, from a break 
in the clouds, came a sudden stream of light. The stranger- 
lad lifted up his head to look at it 

" The rain will be over soon," I said, but doubted if he 
heard me. What could he be thinking of so intently ? — a 
poor working lad, whom few would have given credit for 
thinking at sdl. 

I do not suppose my &ther cast a second glance or thought 
on the boy, whom, from a sense of common justice, he had 
made take shelter beside us. In truth, worthy man, he had 
no lack of matter to occupy his mind, being sole architect of 

b2 
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JOHN HALIFAX 3 

a l6ng up-hill but now thriving trade. I saw, by the harden- 
ing of his features, and the restless way in wluch he poked 
his stick into the little waterpools, that he was longing to be 
in his tan-yard close by. 

He pulled out his great silver watch — ^the dread of our 
house, for it was a watch which seemed to have imbibed 
something of its master's character ; remorseless as justice or 
fate, it never erred a moment. 

" Twenty-three minutes lost by this shower. Phineas, my 
son, how am I to get thee safe home ? unless thee wilt go 
with me to the tan-yard — ^* 

I shook my head. It was very hard for Abel Fletcher to 
have for his only child such a sickly creature as I, now, at 
sixteen, as helpless and useless to him as a baby. 

^' WeU, well, I must find some one to go home with thee." 
For though, my father had got me a sort of carriage, in which, 
with a little external aid, I could propel myself, so as to be 
his companion occasionally in his walks between our house, 
the tan-yard, and the Friends' meeting-house — still, he never 
trusted me anywhere alone. " Here, Sally — Sally Watkins ! 
do any o' thy lads want to earn an honest penny! " 

Sally was out of earshot ; but I noticed that as the lad 
near us heard my father's words, the colour rushed over his 
face, and he started forward involuntarily. I had not before 
perceived how wasted and hungry-looking he was. 

" Father ! " I whispered. But here the boy had mustered 
up his courage and voice. 

" Sir, I want work ; may I earn a penny ? 

He spoke in tolerably good English — different from 

our coarse, broad, G shire drawl ; and taking off his 

tattered old cap, looked right up into my father's feice. The 
old man scanned him closely. 

" What is thy name, lad 1 " 

« John Halifax." 

** Where dost thee come from ? " 

« Cornwall." 

" Hast thee any parents living 1 " 

"No." 

I wished my father would not question thus ; but possibly 
he had his own motives, which were rarely harsh, though his 
actions often appeared so. 

" How old might thee be, John Halifax f " 
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4 JOHN HALIFAX. 

" Fourteen, sir.'' 

" Thee art used to work ? " 

"Yes." 

"What sort of work I ** 

" Anythiug that I can get to do." 

I listened nervously to this catechism, which went on 
behind my back. 

" "WeU," said my father, after a pause, " thee shall take 
my son home, and I'll give thee a groat. Let me see ; — art 
thee a lad to be trusted 1 " And holding him at arm's length, 
regarding him meanwhile with eyes that were the terror of 
all the rogues in Norton Bury, Abel Fletcher jingled tempt- 
ingly the silver money in the pockets of his long-flapped 
brown waistcoat. " I say, art thee a lad to be trusted ? " 

John Halifax neither answered nor declined his eyes. He 
seemed to feel that this was a critical moment, and to have 
gathered all his mental forces into a serried square, to meet 
the attack. He met it, and conquered in silence. 

" Lad, shall I give thee the groat now ?" 

" Not till I've earned it, sir." 

So, drawing his hand back, my father slipped the money 
into mine, and left us» 

I followed him with my eyes, as he went sturdily plashing 
down the street ; his broad, comfortable back, which owned 
a coat of true Quaker cut, but spotless, warm, and fine ; his 
ribbed hose and leathern gaiters, and the wide-brimmed hat, 
set over a fringe of grey hairs, that crowned the whole with 
respectable dignity. He looked precisely what he was, — an 
honest, honourable, prosperous tradesman. I watched him 
down the street — ^my good father, whom I respected perhaps 
even more than I loved him. The Cornish lad watched hun 
likewise. 

It still rained slightly, so we remained under cover. John 
Hallux leaned in his old place, and did not attempt to talk. 
Once only, when the draught through the alley made me 
shiver, he pulled my cloak round me careftdly. 

"You are not very strong, I'm afraid?" 

"No," 

Then he stood idly looking up at the opposite — ^the mayor's 
house, — ^with its steps and portico, and its fourteen windows, 
one of which was open, and a cluster of little heads visible 
theie. 
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JOHN HALIFAX. 5 

The mayor's children — ^I knew them all by sight, though 
nothing more ; for their father was a lawyer, and mine a 
tanner ; they belonged to Abbey folk and orthodoxy, I to 
the Society of Friends — the mayor's rosy children seemed 
greatly amused by watching us shivering shelterers from the 
rain. Doubtless our position made their own appear all the 
pleasanter. For myself, it mattered little ; but for this poor, 
desolate, homeless way-fering lad to stand in sight of their 
merry nursery- window, and hear the clatter of voices, and of 
not unwelcome dinner-sounds — ^I wondered how he felt it. 

Just at this minute another head came to the window, a 
somewhat older child ; I had met her with the rest ; she was 
only a visitor. She looked at us, then disappeared. Soon 
after, we saw the front door half opened, and an evident 
struggle taking place behind it ; we even heard loud words 
across the narrow street. 

« I will— I say I wiU." 

" You shan't. Miss Ursula." 

"But I will!" 

And there stood the little girl, with a loaf in one hand, 
and a carving-knife in the other. She succeeded in cutting 
off a large slice, and holding it out. 

" Take it, poor boy ! — ^you look so hungry. Do take it." 
But the servant forced her in, and the door was shut upon a 
sharp cry. 

It made John Halifax start, and look up at the nursery 
window, which was likewise closed. We heard nothing 
more. After a minute, he crossed the street, and picked up 
the slice of bread. Now, in those days bread was precious, 
exceedingly. The poor folk rarely got it ; they lived on rye 
or meal. John Halifax had probably not tasted wheaten 
bread like this for months ; it appeared not, he eyed it so 
ravenously ; — ^then, glancing towards the shut door, his mind 
seemed to change. He was a long time before he ate a 
morsel ; when he did so, it was quietly and slowly ; looking 
very thoughtful all the while. 

As soon as the rain ceased, we took our way home, down 
the High Street, toward the Abbey-church — he guiding my 
carriage along in silence. I wished he would talk, and let 
me hear again his pleasant Cornish accent. 

" How strong you are !" said I, sighing, when, with a 
sudden pull, he had saved me from being overturned by a 
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6 JOHN HALIFAX. 

horseman riding past — ^young Mr. Brithwood of the Mythe 
House, who never cared where he galloped or whom he 
hurt — " So tall and so strong." 

«« Am I f Well, I shall want my strength." 

"How?" 

" To earn my living." 

He drew up his broad shoulders, and planted on the 
pavement a firmer foot, as if he knew he had the world before 
him — would meet it single-handed, and without fear. 

" What have you worked at lately ?" 

" Anything I could get, for I have never learned a trade." 

" Would you like to learn one f 

He hesitated a minute, as if weighing his speech. " Once, 
I thought I should like to be what my fiither was." 

"What was he?" 

" A scholar and a gentleman." 

This was news, though it did not much surprise me. My 
father, -tanner as he was, and pertinaciously jealous of the 
dignity of trade, yet held strongly the common-sense doctrine 
of the advantages of good descent ; at least, in degree. For 
since it is a law of nature, admitting only rare exceptions, 
that the qualities of the ancestors should be transmitted to 
the race, — the fact seems patent enough, that even allowing 
equal advantages, a gentleman's son has more chances of 
growing up a gentleman than the son of a working man. 
And though he himself, and his father before him, had both 
been working men, still, I think, Abel Fletcher never forgot 
that we originally came of a good stock, and that it pleased 
him to call me, his only son, after one of our forefathers, 
not unknown — ^Phineas Fletcher, who wrote the * Purple 
Island.' 

Thus it seemed to me, and I doubted not it would to my 
father, much more reasonable and natural, that a boy like 
John Halifax — in whom from every word he said I detected 
a mind and breeding above his outward condition — should 
come of gentle rather than of boorish blood. 

" Then, perhaps," I said, resuming the conversation, "you 
would not like to follow a trade f " 

"Yes, I should. What would it matter to me? My 
father was a gentleman." 

" And your mother ? " 

And he turned suddenly round ; his cheeks hot, his lips 
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quivering : " She is dead, I do not like to hear strangers 
speak about my mother/* 

I asked his pardon. It was plain he had loved and 
mourned her ; and that circumstances had smothered down 
his quick boyish feelings into a man's tenacity of betraying 
where he had loved and mourned. — ^I, only a few minutes 
after, said something about wishing we were not * strangers.' 

"Do you?" The lad's half-amazed, half-grateful smile 
went right to my heart. 

" Have you been up and down the country much ?*, 

" A great deal — ^these last three years ; doing a hand's 
turn, as best I could, in hop-picking, apple-gathering, har- 
vesting ; only this summer I had typhus fever, and could not 
work." 

" What did you do then T 

" I lay in a barn till I got well. — ^I'm quite well now ; you 
need not be afiraid." 

" No, indeed ; I had never thought of that." 

We soon became quite sociable together. He guided me 
carefully out of the town, into the abbey walk, flecked with 
sunshine through overhanging trees. Once he stopped to 
pick up for me the large brown fan of a horse-chestnut leaf. 

" It's pretty, isn't it? — only it shows that autumn is come." 

" And how shall you live in the winter, when there is no 
out-of-door work to be had I 

"I don't know." 

The lad's countenance fell, and that hungry, weary look, 
which had vanished while we talked, returned more painfully 
than ever. I reproached myself for having, under the in* 
fluence of his merry talk, temporarily forgotten it. 

" Ah !" I cried eagerly, when we left the shade of the 
abbey trees, and crossed the street ; " here we are, at home!" 

*^Are you?" The homeless lad just glanced at it — ^the 
flight of spotless stone-steps, guarded by ponderous railings, 
which led to my father's respectable and handsome door. 
" Good day, then — which means good bye." 

I started. The word pained me. On my sad, lonely life 
— ^brief indeed, though ill health seemed to have doubled and 
trebled my sixteen years into a mournful maturity — this lad's 
face had come like a flash of sunshine ; a reflection of the 
merry boyhood, the youth and strength that never were, 
never could be mine. To let it go from me was like going 
back into the dark. 
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" Not good-bje just yet !" said I, trying painfully to dis 
engage myself from my little carriage, and mount the steps. 
John Halifax came to my aid. 

"Suppose you let me carry you. I could — ^and — and — 
it would be great fun, you know." 

He tried to turn it into a jest, so as not to hurt me ; but 
the tremble in his voice was as tender as any woman's — ten- 
derer than any woman's I ever was used to hear. I put my 
arms round his neck ; he lifted me safely and carefully, and 
set me at my own door. Then, with another good-bye, he 
again turned to go. 

My heart cried after him with an irrepressible cry. What 
I said I do not remember, but it caused him to return, 

" Is there anything more I can do for you, sir?" 

" Don't call me ♦ sir ;' I am only a boy like yourself. I 
want you ; don't go yet. Ah ! here comes my father !" 

John Halifax stood aside, and touched his cap with a 
respectful deference, as the old man passed. 

" So here thee be — hast thou taken care of my son ? Did 
he give thee thy groat, my lad ?" 

We had neither of us once thought of the money. 

When I acknowledged this, my father laughed, called John 
an honest lad, and began searching in his pocket for some 
larger coin. I ventured to draw his ear down and whisper 
something — but I got no answer ; meanwhile, John Halifax, 
for the third time was going away. 

" Stop, lad — I forgot thy name — here is thy groat, and a 
shilling added, for being kind to my son." 

"Thank you, but I don't want payment for kindness." 

He kept the groat, and put back the shilling into my 
Cither's hand. 

" Eh !" said the old man, much astonished, " thee'rt an 
odd lad; but I can't stay talking with thee. Come in to 
dinner, Phineas. — I say," turning back to John Hali£stx with 
a sudden thought, "art thee hungry?" 

" Very hungry." Nature gave way at last, and great tears 
came into the poor lad's eyes. " Nearly starving." 

" Bless me I then get in, and have thy dinner. But first 
— " and my inexorable father held him by the shoulder ; 
" thee art a decent lad, come of decent parents ?" 

" Yes," almost indignantly. 

" Thee works for thy living ?" 
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" I do, whenever I can get it." 

" Thee hast never been in gaoll" 

" No 1" thundered out the lad, with a furious look. " I 
don't want your dinner, sir ; I would have stayed, because 
your son asked me, and he was civil to me, and I liked him. 
Now, I think I had better go. Good day, sir." 

There is a verse in a very old Book— even in its human 
histories the most pathetic of all books — ^wbich runs thus : 

' And it came to pass, when he had made an end of speaking 
unto Saul^ thctt the soul of Jonathan was knit unto the soul of 
David; and Jonathan loved him as his own soul* 

And this day, I, a poorer and more helpless Jonathan, had 
found my David. 

I caught him by the hand, and would not let him go. 

"There, get in, lads — ^make no more ado," said Abel 
Fletcher, sharply, as he disappeared. 

So, still holduig my David fast, I brought him into my 
Other's house. 



CHAPTER n. 



Dinner was over ; my father and I took ours in the large 
parlour, where the stiff, high-backed chairs eyed one another 
in opposite rows a<fro8s the wide oaken floor, shiny and hard 
as marble, and slippery as glass. Except the table, the side* 
board, and the cuckoo clock, there was no other furniture. 

I dared not bring the poor wandering lad into this, my 
father's especial domain ; but as soon as he was away in the 
tan-yard, I sent for John. 

Jael brought him in 5 Jael, the only womankind we ever 
had about us, and who, save to me when I happened to be 
very ill, certainly gave no indication of her sex in its softness 
and tenderness. There had evidently been wrath in the 
kitchen. 

" Phineas, the lad ha' got his dinner, and you mustn't keep 
*un long. I bean't going to let you knock yourself up with 
looking after a beggar-boy." 

A beggar-boy I The idea seemed so ludicrous, that I could 
not help smiling at it as I regarded him. He had washed 
his face and combed out his fair curls ; though his clothes 
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were threadbare, all but ragged, thej were not unclean ; and 
there was a rosy, healthy freshness in his tanned skin, which 
showed he loved and delighted in what poor folk generally 
abominate — ^water. And now the sickness of hunger had 
gone from his fece, the lad, if not actually what our scriptural 
Saxon terms * well-favoured,' was certainly ' well-liking.' A 
beggar-boy, indeed ! 1 hoped he had not heard Jael's remark. 
But he had. 

" Madam," said he, with a boW of perfect good-humour, 
and even some sly drollery, " you mistake ; I never begged 
in my life : I'm a person of independent property, which 
consists of my head and my two hands, out of which I hope 
to realize a large capital some day." 

I laughed. Jael retired, abundantly mystified, and rather 
cross. John Halifax came to my easy chair, and in an 
altered tone asked me how I felt, and if he could do anything 
for me before he went away. 

" You'll not go away ; not till my father comes home, at 
least ? " For I had been revolving many plans, which had 
one sole aim and object, to keep near me this lad, whose 
companionship and help seemed to me, brotherless, sisterless, 
and friendless as I was, the very thing that would give me 
an interest in life, or, at least, make it drag on less wearily. 
To say that what I projected was done out of charity or 
pity, would not be true ; it was simple selfishness, if that be 
selfishness which makes one leap towards, and cling to, a 
possiUe strength and good, which I conclude to be the secret 
of all those sudden likings that spring more from instinct 
than reason. I do not attempt to account for mine : I know 
not why ' the soul of Jonathan clave to the soul of David.' 
I only knew that it was so, and that the first day I beheld 
the lad John Hali£%x, 1, Phineas Fletcher, * loved him as my 
own soul.' 

Thus, my entreaty,'* you'll not go away V was so earnest, 
that it apparently touched the friendless boy to the core. 

" Thank you," he said, in an unsteady voice, as leaning 
against the fire-place, he drew his hand backwards and 
forwards across his face ; •' you are very kind ; I'll staj an 
hour or so, if you wish it." 

" Then come and sit down here, and let us have a talk." 

What this talk was, I cannot now recal, save that it 
ranged over many and wide themes, such as boys delight in 
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—chiefly of life and adventure. He knew nothing of my 
only world — ^books. 

" Can you read?" he asked me at last, suddenly. 

" I should rather think so." And I could not help smiling, 
being somewhat proud of my erudition. 

"And write?" 

" Oh, yes ; certainly." 

He thought a minute, and then said, in a low tone, " I 
can't write, and I don't know when I shall be able to learn ; 
I wish you would put down something in a book for me." 

"That I will." 

He took out of his pocket a little case of leather, with an 
under-one of black silk ; within this, again, was a book. 
He would not let it go out of his hands, but held it so that 
I could see the leaves. It was a Greek Testament. 

" Look here." 

He pointed to the fly leaf, and I read — 

" Guy Halifax, his Book. 

" Guy Halifax, gentleman, married Muriel Joyce, spinster. 
May 17, in the year of our Lord 1779. 

^^ John Halifax, their son, bom June ISth, 1780. 

There was one more entry, in a feeble, illiterate female 
hand : 

" Guy Halifax, died January 4, 1781." 

" What shall I write, John ?" said I, after a minute or so 
of silence. 

" 111 tell you presently. Can I get you a pen ?" 

He leaned on my shoulder with his left hand, but his right 
never once let go of the precious book. 

"Write — ^Muriel Halifax, died January 1st, 1791.'" 

" Nothing more ?" 

" Nothing more." 

He looked at the writing for a minute or two, dried it 
carefully by the fire, replaced the book in its two cases, and 
put it into his pocket. He said no other word but " Thank 
you," and I asked him no questions. 

This was all I ever heard of the boy's parentage : nor do 
I believe he knew more himself. He was indebted to no 
forefathers for a family history : the chronicle commenced 
with himself, and was altogether his own making. No ro- 
mantic antecedents ever turned up : his lineage remained un- 
investigated, and his pedigree began and ended with his own 
honest name — John Halifiix. 
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Jael kept coming in and out of the parlour on divers ex- 
cuses, eyeing very suspiciously John Halifax and me ; 
especially when she heard me laughing — a rare and notable fact 
— ^for mirth was not the fashion in our house, nor the ten- 
dency of my own nature. Now this young lad, hardly as the 
world had knocked him about even already, had an over- 
flowing spirit of quiet drollery and healthy humour, which 
was to me an inexpressible relief. It gave me something I 
did not possess — ^something entirely new. I could not look 
at -the dancing brown eyes, at the quaint dimples of lurking 
fun that played hide-and-seek under the firm set mouth, 
without feeling my heart cheered and delighted, like one 
brought out of a murky chamber into the open day. 

But all this was highly objectionable to Jael. 

*' Phineas I" — and she planted herself before me at the end 
of the table — '* it's a fine, sunshiny day : thee ought to be out." 

" I have been out, thank you, Jael." And John and I 
went on talking. 

<' Phineas I " — a second and more determined attack — " too 
much laughing bean't good for thee ; and it's time this lad 
were going about his own business." 

" Hush ! — nonsense, Jael." 

" No — ^she's right," said John Halifax, rising, while that 
look of premature gravity, learned doubtless out of hard ex- 
perience, chased all the boyish fun from his face. " I've had 
a merry day — thank you kindly for it 1 and now I'll be gone." 

Gone ! It was not to be thought of — ^at least, not till my 
father came home. For now, more determinedly than ever, 
the plan which I had just ventured to hint at to my father, 
fixed itself on my mind. Surely, he would not refuse me — 
me, his sickly boy, whose life had in it so little pleasure. 

" Why do you want to go ? You have no work I" 

« No ; I wish I had. But Pll get some." 

«How?" 

" Just by trying everytliing that comes to hand. That's 
the only way. I never wanted bread, nor begged it, yet — 
though I've often been rather hungry. And as for clothes " 
— ^he looked down on his own, light and threadbare, here and 
there almost burst into holes by the stout muscles of the big, 
growing boy — ^looked rather disconsolately. " I'm afraid she 
would be sorrow — that's all ! She always kept me so tidy." 

By the way he spoke, " she " must have meant his mother. 
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There the orphan lad had an advantage over me ; alas I I 
did not remember mine. 

" Come," I said, for now I had quite made up my mind to 
take no denial, and fear no rebuff from mj father ; *^ cheer 
up. Who knows what may turn up ? " 

" Oh yes, something always does ; Fm not afraid ! " He 
tossed back his curls, and looked smiling out through the 
window at the blue sky ; that steady, brave, honest smile, 
which will meet '^Fate in every turn, and fairly coax the 
jade into good humour. 

*' John, do you know you're uncommonly like a childish 
hero of mine — ^Dick Whittington ? Did you ever hear of 
him?" 

"No." 

"Coma intd the garden then" — ^for I caught another 
ominous vision of Jael in the doorway, and I did not want to 
vex my good old nurse ; besides, unlike John, I was anything 
but brave. "You'll hear the Abbey bells chime presently — 
not unlike Bow bells, I used to fancy sometimes ; and we'll 
lie on the grass, and I'll tell you the whole true and particular 
story of Sir Richard Whittington." 

I lifted myself, and began looking for my crutches. John 
^found and put them into my hand, with a grave, pitiM look. 

"You don't need those sort of things," I said, making 
pretence to laugh, for I had not grown used to them, and 
felt often ashamed. 

" I hope you will not need them always." 

"Perhaps not — Dr. Jessop isn't sure. But it doesn't 
matter much ; most likely I shan't live long." For this was, 
God forgive me, always the last and greatest comfort I had. 

John looked at me — surprised, troubled, compassionate — 
but he did not say. a word. I hobbled past him; he follow- 
ing through the long passage to the garden door. There I 
paused — ^tired ^ut. John Halifax took gentle hold of my 
t^oulder. 

" I think, if you did not mind, Fm sure I could carry you. 
I carried a meal-sack once, weighing eight stone." 

I burst out laughing, which may be was what he wanted, 
and forthwith consented to assume the place of the meal-sack. 
He took me on his back — ^what a strong fellow he was I — 
and fairly trotted with me down the garden-walk. We were 
both very merry ; and though I was his senior, I seemed 
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with him, out of my great weakness and infirmity, to feel 
almost like a child. 

" Please take me to that clematis arbour ; it looks over 
the Avon. Now, how do like our garden!" 

" It's a nice place." 

He did not go into ecstacies, as I had half expected; but 
gazed about him observantly, while a quiet, intense satisfac- 
tion grew and diffused itself over his whole countenance. 

*• It's a very nice place." 

Certainly it was. A large square, chiefly grass, level as a 
bowling-green, with borders round. Beyond, divided by a 
low hedge, was the kitchen and fruit garden — my father's 
pride, as this old-fashioned pleasaunce was mine. When, 
years ago, I was too weak to walk, I knew, by crawling, 
every inch of the soft, green, mossy, daisy-patterned carpet, 
bounded by its broad gravel walk ; and above that, apparently 
shut in as with an impassable barrier firom the outer world, 
by a three-sided fence, the high wall, the yew-hedge, and the 
river. 

John Halifax's comprehensive gaze seemed to take in all. 

" Have you lived here long ?" he asked me. 

" Ever since I was bom." 

"Ah! — well, it's a nice place," he repeated, somewhat 
sadly. " This grass-plot is very even — ^thirty yards square, 
I should guess. I'd get up and pace it, only I'm rather 
tired." 

" Are you ? Yet you would carry " 

" Oh — that's nothing. I've often walked farther than to- 
day. But still it's a good step across the country since 
morning." 

" How fer have you come ?" 

" From the foot of those hills — ^I forget what they call 
them — over there. I have seen bigger ones-^but they're 
steep enough — ^bleak and cold, too, especially when one is 
lying out among the sheep. At a distance they look plea- 
sant. This is a very pretty view." 

Ay, so I had always thought it ; more so than ever now, 
when I had some one to say to how * very pretty' it was. 
Let me describe it — this first landscape, the sole picture of 
my boyish days, and vivid as all such pictures are. 

At the end of the arbour the wall which enclosed us on 
the riverward side was cut down — ^my father had done it at 
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mj asking — so as to make a seat, something after the fiishion 
of Qtteen Mary's seat at Stirling, of which I had read. 
Thence, one could see a goodly sweep of country. First, 
close below, flowed the Avon— -Shakspeare's Avon — here a 
narrow, sluggish stream, but capable, as we at Norton Bury 
sometimes knew to our cost, of being roused into fierceness 
and foam. Now it slipped on, quietly enough, contenting 
itself with turning a flour-mill hard by, the laxy whirr of 
which made a sleepy, incessant monotone which I was fond 
of hearing. 

From the opposite bank stretched a wide green level, called 
the Ham— dotted with pasturing cattle of fdl sorts. Beyond 
it was a second river, forming an arc of a circle round the 
verdant flat. But the stream itself lay so low as to be in- 
visible from where we sat 5 you could only trace the line of ' 
its course by the small white sails that glided in and out, 
oddly enough, from behind clumps of trees, and across 
meadow-lands. 

They attracted John's attention. "Those can't be boats, 
surely. Is there water there t" 

" To be sure — or you would not see the sails. It is the 
Severn — ^though at this distance you can't perceive it ; yet it 
is deep enough too, as you may see by the boats it carries. 
You would hardly believe so, to look at it here — but I believe 
it gets broader and broader, and turns out a noble river by 
the time it reaches the King's Roads, and forms the Bristol 
Channel." 

" I've seen that !" cried John, with a bright look. " Ah, 
I like the Severn." 

He stood gazing at it a good while — ^a new expression 
dawning in his eyes. Eyes in which then, for the flrst time, 
1 watched a thought grow, and grow, till out of them was 
shining a beauty absolutely divine. 

AU of a sudden the Abbey chimes burst out, and made the 
lad start 

"What's that!" 

"Turn again, Whittington, Lord Mayor of- London," I 
sang to the bells ; and then it seemed such a common-place 
history, and such a very low degree of honour to arrive at, 
that I was really glad I had forgotten to tell John the story. 
I merely showed him where, beyond our garden- wall, and in 
the invisible high road that interposed, rose up the grim old 
Abbey tower. 
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" Probably this garden belonged to the Abbey in ancient 
time— our orchard is so fine. The monks may have planted 
it ; they liked fruit, those old fellows." 

" Oh I did they !" He evidently did not quite compre- 
hend, but was trying — without asking — ^to find out what I 
referred to. I was almost ashamed, lest he might think I 
wanted to show off my superior knowledge. 

"The monks y^ere parsons, John, you know. Very good 
jnen, I dare say, but rather idle." 

" Oh, indeed. Do you think they placnted that yew 
hedge f " And he went to examine it. 

Now, far and near, our yew -hedge was noted. There was 
not its like in the whole country. It was about fifteen feet 
high, and as many thick. Century after century of growth, 
with careful clipping and training, had compacted it into a 
massive green barrier, as close and impervious as a wall. 

John poked in and about it — peering through every inter- 
stice — Cleaning his breast against the solid dep^ of branches ; 
but their close shield resisted all his strength. 

At length he came back to me, his face glowing with the 
vain efforts he had made. 

** What were you about I Did you want to get through ? " 

" I wanted just to see if it were possible." 

I shook my head. " What would you do, John, if you 
were shut up here, and had to get over the yew-hedge? 
You could not climb it I " 

" I know that, and, therefore, should not waste time in 
trying." 

" Would you give up, then?" 

He smiled — ^there was no * giving up,' in that smile of his. 
" m tell you what I'd do — ^I'd begin and break it, twig by 
twig, till I forced my way through, and got out safe at the 
other side. 

" Well done, lad ! — ^but if it's all the same to thee, I would 
rather thee did not try that experiment upon my hedge at 
present." 

My father had come behind, and overheard us, unobserved. 
We were both somewhat confounded, though a grim kind- 
liness of aspect showed that he was not displeased — ^nay, 
even amused. 

" Is that thy usual fashion of getting over a difficulty, 
friend — ^what's thy name ?" 
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I supplied the answer. For the minate Abel Fletcher 
appeared, John seemed to lose all his boyish fiin, and go back 
to that premature gravity and hardness of demeanour which 
I supposed his harsh experience of the world of men had 
necessarily taught him, but which was very sad to see in a 
lad so young. 

My fatlier sat down beside me on the bench — ^pushed 
aside an intrusive branch of clematis — finally, because it 
would come back, and tickle his bald pate, broke it off, and 
threw it into the river ; — then leaning on his f«tick with both 
hands, eyed John Halifax sharply, all over, Irom top to toe. 
• ^^ Didn't thee say thee wanted work ? It looks rather 
like it." 

His glance upon the shabby clothes made the boy colour 
violently. 

^^ Oh, thee need'st not be ashamed ; better men than thee 
have been in rags. Hast thee any money f " 

" The groat you gave, that is, paid me ; I never take what 
I don't earn," said the lad, sticking a hand in either poor 
empty pocket. 

" Don't be afraid — ^I was not going to give thee anything 
—except, maybe — ^Would thee like some work t " 

«0, sir!" 

" O, father !" 

I hardly know which was the most gratefiil cry. 

Abel Fletcher looked surprised, but on the whole not ill- 
pleased. Putting on and pulling down his broad-brimmed 
hat, he sat meditatively for a minute or so ; making circles 
in the gravel walk with the end of his stick. — People said — 
nay, Jael herself, once, in a passion, had thrown the fact at 
me, — ^that the wealthy Friend himself had come to Norton 
Bury without a shilling in his pocket. 

" Well, what work canst thee do, lad ?" 

" Anything," was the eager answer. 

"Anything generally means nothing," sharply said my 
father ; " what hast thee been at all this year 1 — The truth, 
mind!" 

John's eyes flashed, but a look from mine seemed to set 
him right again. He said quietly and respectfully, " Let me 
think a minute, and I'll tell you All spring I was at a 
farmer's, riding the plough-horses, hoeing turnips ; then I 
went up the hiUs with some sheep ; in June I tried hay 

C 
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making, and caught a fever — ^you needn't start, sir, Fve been 
well these six weeks, or I wouldn't have come near your son 
—then—" 

"That will do, lad— I'm satisfied." 
"Thank you, sir." 

" Thee need not say ' sir ' — ^it is folly. I am Abel Fletcher." 
For my father retained scrupulously the Friends' mode of 
speech, though he was practically but a lax member of the 
Society, and had married out of its pale. In this announce- 
ment of his plaiii name appeared, I fancy, more pride than 
humility. 

" Very weU, I will remember," answered the boy fear- 
lessly, though with an amused twist of his mouth, speedily 
restrained. " And now, Abel Fletcher, I shall be willing 
and thankful for any work you can give me." 
"We'll see about it." 

I looked gratefully and hopefully at my father — ^but his 
next words rather modified my pleasure. 

"Fhineas, one of my men at the tan-yard has gone and 
'listed this day — ^left an honest livelihood to be a paid cut- 
throat. Now if I could get a lad — one too young to be 
caught hold of at every pot-house by that man of blood, the 
recruiting sergeant — Dost thee think this lad is fit to take the 
place?" 

" Whose place, father ? " 
"Bill WatkinsV 

I was dumb-foundered! I had occasionally seen the said 
BiU Watkins, whose business it was to collect the skins which 
my lather had bought from the farmers round about. A 
distinct vision presented itself to me of Bill and his cart, from 
which dangled the sanguinary exuviae of defunct animals, — 
while in front the said Bill sat enthroned, dirty-clad, and 
dirty-handed, with his pipe in his mouth. The idea of John 
Halifax in such a position was not agreeable. 
"But, father—" 

He read deprecation in my looks — ^alas ! he knew too well 
how I disliked the tan-yard and all belonging to it. " Thee'rt 
a fool, and the lad's another. He may go about his business 
for me." 

" But, father, — ^isn't there anything else ? " 
" I have nothing else, or if I had, I wouldn't give it. ' He 
that will not work, neither shall he eat.' " 

"I vnll work," said John, sturdily — ^he had listened, 
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scarcely comprehending, to mj father and me. <* I don't care 
what it is, if only it's honest work." 

Abel Fletcher was mollified. He tamed his back on me 
— ^but that I little minded, — and addressed himself solely to 
John Halifax. 

"Canst thee drive? ** 

" That I can ! " and his eyes brightened with boyish delight. 

*' Tut I it's only a cart — ^the cart with the skins. Dost Uiee 
know anything of tanning ? " 

*' No, but I can learn." 

" Hey, not so fast I still, better be fast than slow. In the 
meantime, thee can drive the cart." 

" Thank you, sir — ^Abel Fletcher, I mean — ^Fll do it well. 
That is, as well as I can." 

" And mind I no stopping on the road. No drinking, to 
Ind the King's cursed shilling at the bottom of the glass, hke 
poor Bill, for thy mother to come crying and pestering. — ^Thee 
hasn't got one, eh ? — So much the better, — all women are 
born fools— especially mothers." 

" Sir ! " The lad's face was all crimson and quivering ; his 
voice choked ; it was with difficulty he smothered down a burst 
of tears. Perhaps this self-control was more moving than if 
he had wept — at least, it answered better with my father. 

After a few minutes more, during which his stick had 
made a little grave in the middle of the walk, and buried 
something there — 1 think something besides the pebble — 
Abel Fletcher said, not unkindly, 

« Well, rU take thee ; though it isn't often I take a lad 
without a character of some sort — ^I suppose thee hast none." 

"None," was the answer, while the straight-forward, 
steady gaze which accompanied it unconsciously contradicted 
the statement ; his own honest face was the lad's best witness 
— at aU events, I thought so. 

" 'Tis done then," said my father, concluding the business 
more quickly than I had ever before known his cautious 
temper settle even such a seemingly trifling matter. I say 
seemingly. How blindly we talk when we talk of * trifles.' 

(.arelessly rising, he, from some kindly impulse, or else to 
mark the closing of the bargain, shook the boy's hand, and 
left in it a shilling. 

"What is this for?" 

^' To show I have hired thee as my servant." 
c2 
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"Servant!" John repeated, bastilj, and rather proudlj. 
" Oh yes, I understand — well, I will try and serve you well." 

My father did not notice that manly, self-dependent smile. 
He was too busy calculating how many more of those 
said shillings would be a fair equivalent for such labour as a 
lad, ever so much the junior of Bill Watkins, could supply. 
After some cogitation, he hit upon the right sum. I forget 
how much — ^be sure it was not over much ; for money was 
scarce enough in this war-time ; and, besides, there waa a 
belief afloat, so widely that it tainted even my worthy father, 
that plenty was not good for the working-classes : they re- 
quired to be kept low. 

Having settled the question of wages, whicb John Halifax 
did not debate at all, my father left us, but turned back when 
half-way across the green-turfed square. 

" Thee said thee had no money ; there's a week in advance, 
my son being witness I pay it thee ; and I can pay thee a 
shilling less every Saturday till we get straight." 

" Very well, sir ; good afternoon, and thank you." 

John took off his cap as he spoke, — Abel Fletcher, invo- 
luntarily almost, touched his bat in return of the salutation. 
Then he walked away, and we had the garden all to ourselves 
— ^we, Jonathan and his new-found David. 

I did not * fall upon his neck,' like the princely Hebrew, to 
whom I have likened myself, but whom, alas I I resembled in 
nothing save my loving. But I grasped his hand, for the 
first time, and looking up at him, as he stood thoughtfully by 
me, whispered, " that I was very glad." 

" Thank you — so am I," said he, in a low tone. Then all 
his old manner returned ; he threw his battered cap high up 
in the air, and shouted out, * Hurrah!" — a thorough boy. 

And I, in my poor, quavering voice, shouted too. 



CHAPTER in. 

When I was young, and long after then, at intervals, I had 
the very useless, sometimes harmful, and invariably foolish 
habit of keeping a diary. To me, at least, it has been less 
foolish and harmful than to most ; and out of it, together 
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with much drawn out of the stores of a memory, made pre- 
tematuraUy vivid by a long introverted life, which, colourless 
itself, had nothing to do but to reflect and retain clear images 
of the lives around it— out of these two sources I have com- 
piled the present history. 

Therein, necessarily, may blank epochs occur. These I 
shall not try to fill up, but merely resume the thread of nar- 
ration as recollection serves. 

Thus, after this first day, many days came and went before 
I again saw John Halifax — almost before I again thought of 
him. For it was one of my seasons of excessive pain ; when 
I found it diflicult to think of anything beyond those four 
grey-painted walls ; where morning, noon, and night slipped 
wearily away, marked by no changes, save firom daylight to 
candlelight, from candlelight to dawn. 

Afterwards, as my pain abated, I began to be haunted by 
occasional memories of something pleasant that had crossed 
my dreary life ; visions of a brave, bright young face, ready 
alike to battle with and enjoy the world. I could hear the 
voice, that, speaking to me, was always tender with pity — 
yet not pity enough to wound : I could see the peculiar smile 
just creeping round his grave mouth — that irrepressible 
smile, indicating the atmosphere of thorough heart-cheerftil- 
ness, which ripens all the fruits of a noble nature, and without 
which the very noblest has about it something unwholesome, 
blank, and cold. 

I wondered if John had ever asked for me. At length I 
put the question, 

Jael " thought he had — ^but wasn't sure. Didn't bother 
her head about such folk." 

*• If he asked again, might he come upstairs t " 

"No." 

1 was too weak to combat, and Jael was too strong an ad- 
versary ; so I lay for days and days in my sick room, often 
thinking, but never speaking, about the lad. Never once 
. asking for him to come to me. Not though it would have 
been life to me to see his merry face — ^I longed after him so. 

At last I broke the bonds of sickness — ^which Jael always 
riveted as long and as tightly as she could — and plunged into 
the outer world again. 

It was one market-day — Jael being absent — that I came 
down stairs. A soft, bright, autumn morning, mild as spring, 
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coaxing a wandering robin to come and sing to me, loud as a 
quire of birds, out of the thinned trees of the Abbey-yard. I 
opened the window to hear him, though all the while in 
mortal fear of Jael. I listened, but caught no tone of her 
sharp voice, which usually came painfully from the back 
regions of the house ; it would ill have harmonised with the 
sweet autumn day and the robin's song, I sat, idly thinking 
so, and wondering whether it were a necessary and universal 
hjct that human beings, unlike the year, should become harsh 
and unlovely as they grow old. - 

My robin had done singing, and I amused myself with 
watching a spot of scarlet winding down the rural road, our 
house being on the verge where Norton Bury melted into 
' the country.' It turned out to be the cloak of a well-to-do 
young farmer's wife riding to market in her cart beside her 
jolly-looking spouse. Very spruce and self-satisfied she ap- 
peared, and the market-people turned to stare after her, for 
her costume was a novelty then. Doubtless, many thought 
as I did, how much prettier was scarlet than duffie grey. 

Behind the farmer's cart came another, which at first I 
scarcely noticed, being engrossed by the ruddy face under 
the red cloak. The farmer himself nodded good humouredly, 
but Mrs. Scarlet-cloak turned up her nose. " Oh, pride, 
pride!" I thought, amused, and watched the two carts, the 
second of which was with difficulty passing the farmer's, on 
the opposite side of the narrow road. At last, it succeeded 
in getting in advance, to the young woman's evident annoy- 
ance, until the driver, turning, lifted his hat to her with such 
a merry, frank, pleasant smile. 

Surely, I knew that smile, and the well-set head with its 
light curly hair. Also, alas! I knew the cart with relics of 
departed sheep dangling out behind. It was our cart of 
skins, and John Halifax was driving it. 

" John ! John ! " I called out, but he did not hear, for his 
horse had taken fright at the red cloak, and required a steady 
hand. Very steady the boy's hand was, so that the farmer 
clapped his two great fists, and shouted " Bray-vo !" 

But John — ^my John Halifax — ^he sat in his cart, and 
drove. His appearance was much as when I first saw him 
— shabbier, perhaps, as if through repeated drenchings ; this 
had been a wet autumn, Jael had told me. Poor John ! — 
well might he look gratefully up at the clear blue sky to- 
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daj ; Bj, and the skj never looked down on a brighter, 
cheerier face — the same face, which, whatever rags it sur- 
mounted, would, I believe, have ennobled them all. 

I leaned out, watching him approach oar house ; watching 
him with so great pleasure, that I forgot to wonder whether 
or no he would notice me. He did not at first, being busy 
over his horse ; until, just as the notion flashed across my 
mind that he was passing by our house— also, how keenly 
his doing so would pain me — ^the lad looked np. 

A beaming smile of surprise and pleasure, a friendly nod, 
then all at once his manner changed ; he took off his cap, 
and bowed ceremoniously to his master's son. 

For the moment, I was hurt ; then I could not but respect 
the honest pride which thus intimated that he knew his own 
position, and wished neither to ignore nor to alter it; all 
advances between us must evidently come from my side. So, 
having made his salutation, he was driving on, when I called 
after him — 

"John! Johnr 

" Yes, sir. I am so glad you're better again." 

" Stop one minute till I come out to you." And I crawled 
on my crutches to the front door, forgetting everything but 
the pleasure of meeting him — ^forgetting even my terror of 
Jael. What could she say t even though she held nominally 
the Friends' doctrine — obeyed in the letter at least, * Call no 
man your master " — what would Jael say if she found me, 
Fhineas Fletcher, talking in front of my father's respectable 
mansion with the vagabond lad who drove my father's cart 
of skins ? 

But I braved her, and opened the door. '^ John, where 
are you t" 

*' Here " (he stood at the foot of the steps, with the reins 
on his arm) ; " did you want me ?" . 

" Yes. Come up here ; never mind the cart." 

But that was not John's way. He led the refractory horse, 
settled him comfortably under a tree, and gave him in charge 
to a small boy. Then he bounded back across the road, and 
was up the steps to my side in a single leap. 

" I had no notion of seeing you. They said you were in 
bed yesterday." (Then he had been enquiring for me!) 
" Ought you to be standing at the door this cold day ?" 

" It's quite warm," I said, looking up at the sunshine, and 
shivering. 
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" Please, go in." 

"Ifyou'U come too." 

He nodded, then put his arm around mine, and helped me 
in, as if he had been a big elder brother, and I a little ailing 
child. WeH nursed and cai'efully guarded as I had always 
been, it was the first time in my life I ever knew the meaning 
of that rare thing — ^tenderness. A quality different from kind- 
liness, affectionateness, or benevolence ; a quality which can 
exist only in strong, deep, and undemonstrative natures, and 
therefore in its perfection is oftenest found in men. John 
Halifax had it more than anyone, woman or man, that I 
ever knew. 

" I'm glad you're better," he said, and said no more. But 
one look of his expressed as much as half-a-dozen sym- 
pathetic sentences of other people. 

"And how have you been, John? How do you like the 
tan-yard ? Tell me, frankly," 

He pulled a wry face, though comical withal, and said, 
cheerily — "Everybody must like what brings them their 
daily bread. It's a grand thing for me not to have been 
hungry for nearly thirty days." 

"Poor John !" I put my hand on his wrist — ^his strong, 
brawny wrist. Perhaps the contrast involuntarUy struck us 
both with the truth— good for both to learn — that Heaven's 
ways are not .so unequal as we sometimes fancy they seem. 

4' I have so often wanted to see you, John, Couldn't you 
come in now?" 

He shook his head, and pointed to the cart. That minute, 
through the open hall-door, I perceived Jael sauntering 
leisurely home from market. 

Now, if I was a coward, it was not for myself this time'. 
The avalanche of ill words I knew must fall — but it should 
not fall on him, if I could help it, 

" Jump up on your cart, John, Let me see how well you 
can drive. There — good-bye, for the present. Are you 
going to the tan-yard?" 

" Yes — ^for the rest of the day." And he made a face as 
if he did not quite revel in that delightful prospect — ^No 
wonder I 

" I'll come and see you there this afternoon." 

"No?" — with a look of delighted surprise. "But you 
must not — ^you ought not." 
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^'But I taill!^ — ^And I laughed to hear myself acttuJIj 
using that phrase. What would Jael have said T 

What — as she arrived just in time to receive a half- 
malicious, half-ceremonious bow from John, as he drove off 
— ^what that excellent woman did say, I have not the slight- 
est recollection. I only remember that it did not frighten 
and grieve me as such attacks used to do ; that, in her own 
vernacular, it all ^ went in at one ear, and out at t'other ;' 
that I persisted in looking out until the last glimmer of the 
bright curls had disappeiu^ down the sunshiny road — ^then 
shut the firont door, and crept in, content. 

Between that time and dinner, I sat quiet enough even to 
please Jael. I was thinking over the beautiful old Bible 
story, which latterly had so vividly impressed itself on my 
mind ; thinking of Jonathan, as he walked ^ by the stone 
Ezel,' with the shepherd-lad, who was to be king of Israel. 
I wondered whether he would have loved him, and seen the 
same future perfection in him, had Jonathan, the king's son, 
met the poor David keeping his sheep among the folds of 
Bethlehem. 

When my father came home, he found me waiting in my 
place at table. He only said, '^ Thee art better then, my 
son t" — ^But I knew how glad he was to see me. He gave 
token of this by being remarkably conversible over our meal 
— though, as usual, his conversation had a sternly moral 
tone, adapted to the improvement of what he persisted in 
considering my 'infant' mind. It had reference to an 
anecdote Dr. Jessop had just been telling him — ^about a little 
girl, one of our doctor's patients, who, in some passionate 
struggle, had hurt herself very much with a knife. 

" Let this be a warning to thee, my son, not to give way 
to violent passions."-— (My good father, thought I, there is 
little fear.) — " For, this child — ^I remember her father well, 
for he lived at Kingswell here ; he was violent too, and much 
given to evil ways before he went abroad — ^Phineas, this 
diild, this miserable child, will bear the mark of the wound 
aU her life." 

" Poor thing !" said I, absently. 

'' No need to pity her ; her spirit is not half broken yet. 
Thomas Jessop said to me, * That little Ursula — ' " 

" Is her name Ursula ?" And I called to mind the little 
girl who had tried to give some bread to the hungry John 
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Halifax, and whose cry of pain we heard as the door shut 
upon her. Poor little lady ! — ^how sorry I was. I knew 
John would be so infinitely sorry too— and all to no purpose, 
— that I determined not to tell him anything about it. The 
next time I saw Dr. Jessop, I asked him after the child, and 
learned she had been taken away somewhere, — ^I forget 
where ; and then the whole affair slipped from my memory. 

*' Father," said I, when he ceased talking — and Jael, who 
always ate her dinner at the same time and table as ourselves, 
but ^ below the salt,' had ceased nodding a respectful 
running comment on aU he said — " Father I" 

"Well, my son." 

"I should like to go with thee to the tan-yard this 
afternoon." 

Here Jael, who had been busy pulling back the table, 
re-placing the long row of chairs, and re-sanding the broad 
centre Sahara of the room to its dreary, pristine aridness, 
stopped, fairly aghast with amazement. 

"Abel — ^Abel Fletcher 1 the lad's just out of his bed ; he 
' IS no more fit to——" 

" Pshaw, woman ! " was the sharp answer. — " So, Phineas, 
thee art really strong enough to go out ? " 

" If thou wilt take me, ftither." 

He looked pleased, as he always did when I used the 
Friends' mode of phraseology, — for I had not been 
brought up in the Society ; this having been the last request 
of my mother, rigidly observed by her husband. The more 
so, people said, as while she lived they had not been quite 
happy together. But whatever he was to her, in their brief 
union, he was a good father to me, and for Ws sake I have 
always loved and honoured the Society of Friends. 

" Phineas," said he (after having stopped a voUey of poor 
Jael's indignations, beseechings, threats, and prognostica- 
tions, by a resolute *^ G^t the lad ready to go") — " Phineas, 
my son, I rejoice to see thy mind turning towards business. 
i trust, should better health be vouchsafed thee, that some 
day soon *' 

"Not just yet, father," said I, sadly — for I knew what he 
referred to, and that it would never be. Mentally and 
physically, I alike revolted from my father's trade. I held 
the tan-yard in abhorrence — to enter it made me ill for days ; 
sometimes for months and months I never went near it. 
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That I should ever be, what was mj poor lather's one desire, 
his assistant and successor in his business, was, I knew, a 
thing totally impossible. 

It hurt me a Httle, that my project of going with him to-day 
should in any way have deceived him ; and rather silently and 
drearily we set out together ; progressing through Norton 
Bury streets, in our old way, my father marching along in his 
grave &shion, I steering my little carriage, and keeping as close 
as I could beside him. Many a person looked at us as we 
passed ; almost everybody knew us, but few, even of our own 
neighbours, saluted us ; we were Nonconformists and Quakers. 

I had never been in the town since the day I came through 
it with John Halifax. The season was much later now, but it 
was quite warm still in the sunshine, and very pleasant looked 
the streets, even the close, narrow streets of Norton Bury. — I 
beg its pardon ; antiquaries hold it a most 'interesting and re- 
markable' place: and I myself have sometimes admired its 
quaint, overhanging, ornamented, house-fronts — ^blackened, 
and wonderMly old. But one rarely notices what has been 
^miliar throughoutlife ; and nowl wasless struck by the beauty 
of the picturesque old toMTi, than by the muddiness of its path- 
ways, and the mingled noises of murmuring looms, scolding 
women, and squabbling children, that came up from the alleys 
which lay between the High Street and the Avon. In those 
alleys hundreds of our poor folk living, huddled together in 
misery, rags, and dirt. Was John H^fax living there too T 

My father's tan-yard was in an alley a little frirther on. 
Already I perceived the familiar odour; sometimes a not 
unpleasant barky smell ; at other times borne in horrible 
wafts, as if from a lately-forsaken battle-field. I wondered 
how anybody coidd endure it — ^yet some did ; and among the 
workmen, as we entered, I looked round for the lad I knew. 

He was sitting in a comer of one of the sheds, helping 
two or three women to split bark, very busy at work ; yet 
he found time to stop now and then, and administer a wisp 
of sweet hay to the old blind mare, as she went slowly round 
and round, turning the bark-mill. Nobody seemed to notice 
him, and he did not speak to anybody. 

As we passed, John did not even see us. I asked my 
father, in a whisper, how he liked the boy. 

"What boy? — ^Eh, him? — Oh, well enough — there's no 
harm in him that I know of. Dost thee want him to wheel 
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thee about the yard 1 Here, I saj, lad — ^bless me ! I've for- 
got thy name." 

John Halifax started up at the sharp tone of command ; 
but when he saw me, he smiled. My father walked on to 
some pits where he told me he was trying an important expe- 
riment, how a hide might be tanned completely in five months 
instead of eight. I stayed behind. 

" John, I want you." 

John shook himself free of the bark-heap, and came, rather 
hesitatingly at first. 

" Anything I can do for you, sir ?" 

" Don't call me * sir ;' if I say * John,' why don't you say 
'Phineas?'" 

And I held out my hand — ^his was all grimed with bark- 
dust. 0. 

" Are you not ashamed to shake hands with me ?" 

"Nonsense, John," 

So we settled that point entirely. And though he never 
failed to maintain externally a certain gentle respectfulness 
of demeanour towards me, yet it was more the natural 
deference of the younger to the elder, of the strong to the 
weak, than the duty paid by a serving-lad to his master's 
son. And this was how I best liked it to be. 

He guided me carefully among the tan-pits — those deep 
fosses of abomination, with a slender network of pathways 
thrown between — until we reached the lower end of the yard. 
It was bounded by the Avon only, and by a great heap of 
refuse bark. 

" This is not a bad place to rest in ; if you liked to get 
out of the carriage, I'd make you comfortable here in no 
time." 

• 1 was quite willing; so he ran off and fetched an old 
horse-rug, which he laid upon the sofl, dry mass. Then he 
helped me thither, and covered me with my cloak. Lying 
thus, with my hat over my eyes, just distinguishing the shiny 
glimmer of the Avon running below, and beyond that the 
green, level Ham, dotted with cows, my position was any- 
thing but unpleasant. In fact, positively agreeable — ay, 
even though the tan-yard was close belund; but here it 
would ofiend none of my senses. 

" Are you comfortable, Phineas V* 

" Very, if you would come and sit down too." 
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« That I wiU.** 

And then we began to talk. I asked him if he often 
patronized the bark-heap, he seemed so very much at home 
there. 

'• So I am," he answered,8miling ; *• it is my castle — ^my 
house." 

" And not unpleasant to live at, either." 
-*' Except when it rains. Does it always rain at Norton 
Bury?" 

''For shame, John!" and I pointed to the bluest of 
autumn skies, though in the distance an afternoon mist was 
slowly creeping on. 

** AH very fine now, but there's a fog coming over Severn ; 
and it is sure to nun at nightfall. I shall not get my nice 
little bit of October evening." 

'' You must spend it within doors then." John shook his 
head. "You ought; it must be dreadfully cold on this 
bark -heap after sunset." 

" Rather, sometimes. Are you cold now 1 Shall I 

fetch but I haven't anything fit to wrap you in, 

except this rug." 

He muffled it closer round me ; infinitely light and tender 
was his rough-looking boy's hand. 

" I never saw anybody so thin as you ; thinner much 
since I saw you. Have you been very, very ill, Phineas ? 
What ailed you?" - 

His anxiety was so earnest, that I explained to him what 
I may as well explain here, and dismiss, once for all, the 
useless topic, that from my birth I had been puny and dis- 
eased, that my life had been a succession of sicknesses, and 
that I could hope for little else until th^ end. 

" But don't think I mind it, John," for I was grieved to 
see his shocked and troubled look. " I am very content ; I 
have a quiet home, a good father, and now I think and 
believe I have found the one thing I wanted — a good 
friend." 

He smiled, but only because I did. I saw he did not 
understand me. In him, as in most strong and self-contained 
temperaments, was a certain slowness to receive impressions, 
which, however, being once received, are indelible. Though 
I, being in so many things his opposite, had none of this 
peculiarity, but felt at once quickly and keenly, yet I rather 
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liked the contrary in him, as I think we almost always do 
like in another those peculiarities which are most different 
from our own. Therefore I was neither vexed nor hurt be- 
cause the lad was slow to perceive all that he had so soon 
become, and all that I meant him to become, to me. I knew 
from every tone of his voice, every chance expression of his 
honest eyes, that he was one of those characters in which we 
may be sure that for each feeling they express, lies a count- 
less wealth of the same, unexpressed, below ; a character, 
the keystone of which was that whereon is built all liking 
and all love — dependableness. He was one whom you may 
be long in knowing, but whom the more you know, the more 
you trust ; and once trusting, you trust for ever. 

Perhaps I may be supposed imaginative, or, at least, 
premature in discovering all these characteristics in a boy of 
fourteen ; and possibly in thus writing to him, I may unwit- 
tingly be drawing a little from after-experience ; — ^however, 
being the truth, let it stand. 

"Come," said I, changing the conversation, "we have 
had enough of me ; how goes the world with you ? Have 
you taken kindly to the tan-yard ? Answer frankly." 

He looked at roe hard, put both his hands in his pockety 
and began to whistle a tune. 

"Don't shirk- the question, please, John. I want to kno^. 
the real truth." 

" Well, then, I hate the tan-yard." 

Having relieved his mind by this ebullition and by kicking 
a small heap of tan right down into the river, he became 
composed. 

" But, Phineas, don't imagine I intend to hate it always ; 
I intend to get used to it, as many a better fellow than I 
has got used to many a worse thing. It's wicked to hate 
what wins one's bread, and is the only thing one is likely to 
get on in the world with, merely because it's disagreeable." 

" You are a wise lad of your age, John." 

" Now don't you be laughing at me." (But I was not, I 
was in solemn earnest.) " And don't think I'm worse than 
I am ; and especially that I'm not thankful to your good 
£Etther for giving me a lift in the world — ^the first I ever 
really had. If I get one foot on the ladder, perhaps I may 
dimb." 

" I should rather believe so," answered I, very confidently. 
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<< But you seem to have thought a good deal about these sort 
of things." 

*' Oh, yes I I have plenty of time for thinking, and one's 
thoughts travel fast enough, lying on this bark-heap — fiister 
than in-doors. I often wish I could read — ^that is, read 
easily. As it is, I have nothing to do but to think, and 
nothing to think of but myself and what I should like 
to be." 

'^Suppose, after Dick WhitUngton's &shion, you suc- 
ceeded to your master's business, should you like t« be a 
tanner ?" 

He paused — ^his truthful face betraying him. Then he 
said, resolutely, ''I would like to be anything that wa& 
honest and honourable. It's a notion of mine, that what- 
ever a man may be, his trade does not make him — ^he makes 
his trade. That is — ^but I know I can't put the subject dear, 
for I have not got it clear in my own head yet — ^I'm only a 
lad. However, it all comes to this — ^tbat whether I like it 
or not, 111 stick to the tanning as long as I can." 

"That's right; I'm so glad. Nevertheless" — ^and I 
watched him as he stood, his foot planted firmly, no easy 
feat on the shifting bark-heap, his head erect, and his mouth 
close, but smiling — ^'Nevertheless, John, it's my opinion 
that you might be anything you liked." 

He laughed. "Questionable that — at least at present. 
Whatever I may be, I am just now the lad that drives your 
father's cart, and works in your father's tan-yard — John 
Halifax, and very much at your service, Mr. Phineas 
Fletcher." 

Half in fun, half in earnest, he uncovered his fair locks, with 
a bow so contradictory to the rest of his appearance, that I 
involuntarily recalled the Greek testament and ' Guy Hali- 
fax, Gentleman.' However, that could be no matter to me, 
or to him either, now. The lad, like many another, owed 
nothing to his father but his mere existence— 4ieaven knows 
whether that gift is ofienest a curse or a boon. 

The afternoon had waned during our talk ; but I was very 
loth to part with my Mend. Suddenly, I thought of asking 
where his home was. 

" How do you mean ?" 

" Where do you live ? where do you take your meals and 
sleep?" 
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" Why, as to that, I have not much time for eating and 
drinking. Generally, I eat my dinner as I go along the 
road, where there's lots of blackberries by way of pudding 
— which is grand ! Supper, when I do get it, 1 like best on 
this bark-heap, after the men are away, and the tan-yard's 
clear. Your father lets me stay." 

" And where is your lodging, then ? Where do you sleep ?" 

He hesitated — coloured a little. " To tell the truth — any- 
where I can. Generally, here." 

"What, out-of-doors?" 

"Just so." 

I was much shocked. To sleep out-of- doors seemed to roe 
the very lowest ebb of human misery : so degrading, too — 
like a common tramp or vagabond, instead of a decent lad. 

" John — ^how can you — why do you — do such a thing! " 

" I'll tell you," said he, sitting down beside me in a dog- 
ged way, as if he had read my thoughts, guessed at my sus- 
picions, and was determined to show that he feared neither 
— ^that he would, use his own judgment, and follow his own 
will, in spite of anybody. "Look here. I get three shil- 
lings a week, which is about fivepence a day ; out of that, I 
eat threepence — I'm a big, growing lad, and it's hard to be 
hungry. There's twopence left to pay for lodging. I tried 
it once — twice — at the decentest place I could find, but — " 
here an expression of intolerable disgust came over the boy's 
face — " I don't intend to try that again. I was never used 
to it. Better keep my own company and the open air. 
Now, you see." 

" Oh, John !" 

" Nay — ^there's no need to be sorry. You don't know how 
comfortable it is to sleep out of doors ; and so nice to wake 
in the middle of tha night, and see the stars shining over 
your head." 

" But isn't it very cold f " 

" No — ^not often. I scoop out a snug little nest in the 
bark, and curl up in it like a dormouse, wrapped in this rug, 
which one of the men gave me. Besides, every morning 
early I take ^ plunge and a swim in the stream, and that 
makes me warm all day." 

I shivered — ^I who feared the touch of cold water. Yet 
there, with all his hardships, he stood before me, the model 
of healthy boyhood. Alas ! I envied him. 
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But this trying life, which he made so light of, could not 
go on. " What shall you do when winter comes ?** 

John looked grave. " I don't know : I suppose I shall 
manage somehow — like the sparrows,** he answered, perceiv- 
ing not how apposite his illustration was. For truly he 
seemed as destitute as the birds of the air, whom One feedeth, 
when they cry to Him. 

My question had evidently made him thoughtful ; he re- 
mained silent a good while. 

At last I said — " John, do you remember the woman who 
spoke so sharply to you in the alley that day ?** 

" Yes. I shall never forget anything which happened that 
day," he answered, softly. 

** She was my nurse once. She is not such a bad woman, 
though trouble has sharpened her temper. Her biggest boy, 
Bill, who is gone off for a soldier, used to drive your cart, 
you know." 

" Yesf'said John, interrogatively ; for I was slow in putting 
forth my plans — that is, as much of them as it was needful he 
should know. 

" Sally is poor — ^not so very poor, though. Your twopence 
a night would help her ; and I dare say, if youll let me 
speak to her, you might have Bill's attic all to yourself. She 
has but one other lad at home : it's worth trying for." 

" It is indeed. You are very kind, Phineas." He said no 
more words than these — ^but their tone spoke volumes. 

I got into my little carriage again, for I was most anxious 
not to lose a day in this matter. I persuaded John to go at 
once with me to Sally Watkins. My father was not to be 
seen ; but I ventured to leave word for him that I was gone 
home, and had taken John Halifax with me : it was astonish- 
ing how bold I felt myself growing, now that there was 
another beside myself to think and act for. 

We reached Widow Watkins' door. It was a poor place 
— ^poorer than I had imagined ; but I remembered what 
agonies of cleanliness had been inflicted on me in nursery 
days, and took hope for John. 

Sally sat in her kitchen, tidy and subdued, mending an old 
jacket that had once been Bill's, until, being supplanted by 
the grand red coat, it descended upon Jem, the second lad. 
But Bill still engi'ossed the poor mother's heart — she could 
do nothing but weep over him, and curse * Bonyparty.' Her 
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mind was so full of this, that she apparently £sdled to recog- 
nize in the decent young workman, John Halifax, the half* 
starred lad she had belaboured with her tongue in the 
alley. She consented at once to Ids lodging with her — 
though she looked up with an odd stare 'when I said he was 
' a Mend ' of mine. 

So we settled our business, first all together, then Sally 
and I alone, while John went up to look at his room. I knew 
I could trust Sally, whom I was glad enough to help, poor 
woman I She promised to make him extra-comfortable, and 
keep my secret too. When John came down, she was quite 
civil to him — even friendly. 

She said it would really be a comfort to her, that another 
fine, strapping lad ^ould sleep in Bill's bed, and be coming 
in and out oflbier house just like her poor dear boy. 

I felt rather doubtful of the resemblance, and indeed half- 
angry, but John only smiled. 

*^ And if, maybe, he'd do a hand's turn now and then 
about the kitchen — ^I s'pose he bean't above it?" 

" Not a bit !" said John Halifax, pleasantly. 

Before we left, I wanted to see his room ; he carried me 
up, and we both sat down on the bed that had been poor 
Bill's. It was nothing to boast of, being a mere sacking 
stuffed with hay — a blanket below, and another at top ; I 
had to beg from Jael the only pair of sheets John owned for 
a long time. The attic was very low and small, hardly big 
enough * to whip a cat round,' or even a kitten — yet John 
gazed about it with an air of proud possession. 

'^ I declare I shall be as happy as a king. Only look out 
of the window I" 

Ay, the window was the grand advantage ; out of it one 
could crawl on to the roof, and from the roof was the finest 
view in all Norton Bury. On one side, — the town, the 
Abbey, and beyond it a wide stretch of meadow and wood- 
land as far as you could see ; on the other, the broad Ham, 
the glittering cm*ve of Severn, and the . distant country, 
sloping up into ' the blue hills far away.' A picture, which 
in its incessant variety, its quiet beauty, and its inexpressibly 
soothing charm, was likely to make the simple, every-day 
act of * looking out o' window,' unconsciously influence the 
mind as much as a world of books. - 

" Do you like your ' castle,' John t" said I, when I had 
silently watched his beaming face ; " will it suit you f " 
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" I rather think it will !" he cried in hearty delight And 
my heart likewise was very glad. 

Dear little attic room! close against the sky— ^so dose, 
that many a time the rain came pattering in, or the sun 
beating down upon the roof made it like a furnace, or the 
snow on the leads drifted so high as to obscure the window 
— ^yet how merry, how happy, we have been there ! How 
often have we both looked back upon it in after-days! 



CHAPTER IV. 

WiiiTER came early and sudden that yeait. 

It was to me a long, dreary season, worse even than my 
winters inevitably were. I never stirred from my room, and 
never saw anybody but my father. Dr. Jessop, and Jael. 
At last I took courage to say to the former, that I wished 
he would send John Halifhx up some day. 

« What dost thee want the lad forf 

" Only to see him." 

^ Pshaw 1 a lad out o' the tan-yard is not fit company for 
thee. Let him alone ; hell do well enough, if thee doesn't 
try to lift him out of his place. " 

Lift John Halifax out of his ^ place I' I agreed with my 
father that that was impossible ; but then we evidently dif- 
fered' widely in our definition of what the 'phice ' might be. 
So, afraid of doing him harm, and feeling how much bis 
future depended on his favour with his master, I did not dis^ 
cuss the matter. Only at every possible opportunity — ^and 
they were rare — ^I managed to send John a litUe note, written 
carefully in printed letters, for I knew he could read that ; 
also a bo<^ or two, out of which he might teach himself a 
little more. 

Then I waited, eagerly but patiently, until spring came, 
when, without making any more fruitless efibrts, I should be 
sure to see him. I knew enough of himself, and was too 
jealous over his dignity, to wish either to force him by en- 
treaties, or bring him by stratagem, into a house where he was 
not welcome, even though it were the house of my own father. 

One February day, when the frost had at last broken up, 
and soft, plentiful rain had half melted the great snow-drifts, 

d2 
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which, Jael told me, lay about the country everywhere — ^I 
thought I would just put my head out of doors, to see how 
long the blessed spirit would be in coming. So I crawled 
down into the parlour, and out of the parlour into the 
garden ; Jael scolding, my father roughly encouraging. My 
poor father! he always had the belief that people need not be 
iH unless they chose, and that I could do a great deal if I would. 

I felt very strong to-day. It was delicious to see again 
the green grass, which had been hidden for weeks ; delicious 
to walk up and down in the sunshine, under the shelter of 
the yew hedge. I amused myself by watching a pale line of 
snow-drops which had come up one by one, like prisoners of 
war to their execution. 

But the next minute I felt ashamed of the heartless simile, 
for it reminded me of poor BiU Watkins, who, taken after 
the battle of Mentz, last December, had been shot by the 
French as a spy. Poor, rosy, burly Bill! better had he 
still been ingloriously driving our cart of skins. 

" Have you been to see Sally lately ?" said I, to Jael, who 
was cutting winter cabbages hard by; "is she getting over 
her trouble I" 

"She bean't rich, to afford fretting. There's Jem and 
three little 'uns yet to feed, to say nought of another big lad 
as lives there, and eats a deal more than he pays, I'm sure." 

I took the insinuation quietly, for I knew that my father 
had lately raised John's wages, and he his rent to Sally. 
This, together with a few other facts which lay between 
Sally and me, made me quite easy in the mind as to his 
being no burthen, but rather a help to the widow — so I let 
Jael have her say ; it did no harm to me or anybody. 

" What bold little things snowdrops are — stop, Jael, you 
are setting your foot on them." 

But I was too late; she had crushed them under the 
high-heeled shoe. She was even near pulling me down, as 
she stepped back in great hurry and consternation. 

" Look at that young gentleman coming down the garden ; 
and here I be in my dirty gown, and my apron fuU o' 
cabbages." 

And she dropped the vegetables all over the path, as the 
' gentleman ' came towards us. 

I smiled — ^for, in spite of his transformation, I, at least, 
had no difficulty in recognizing John Halifax, 
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He had on new clothes — ^let me give thd credit due to that 
wonderful civilizer, the tailor— clothes neat, decent, and plain, 
such as any 'prentice lad might wear. They fitted well his 
figure, which had increased both in height, compactness, and 
grjice. Bound his neck was a coarse but white shirt frill ; 
and over it fell, carefully arranged, the bright curls of his 
bonny hair. Easily might Jael or anyone else have * mis- 
taken ' him, as she cuttingly said, for a young gentleman. 

She looked very indignant, though, when she found out 
the aforesaid 'mistake.* 

" What may be thy business here V* she said, roughly, 

" Abel Fletcher sent me on a message." 

" Out with it then— don't be stopping with Phineas here. 
Thee bean't company for him, and his father don't choose it." 

** Jael !" I cried, indignantly. John never spoke, but his 
cheek burnt furiously. I took his hand, and told him how 
glad I was to see him — but, for a minute, 1 doubt if he 
heard me. 

"Abel Fletcher sent me here," he repeated, in a well-con- 
troUed voice, " that I might go out with Phineas ; if ^ ob* 
jects to my company, it's easy to say so." 

And he turned to me. — ^I think he must have been satis- 
fied then. 

Jael retired discomfited, and in her wrath again dropped 
half of her cabbages. John picked them up and restored 
them ; but got for thanks only a parting thrust. 

" Thee art mighty civil in thy new clothes — ^Be off, and be 
back again sharp ; and, I say, don't thee be leaving the cart 
o' skins again under the parlour windows." 

" I don't drive the cart now," was all he replied. 

"jNot drive the cart ?" I asked, eagerly, when Jael had 
disappeared, for I waa afraid some ill chance had happened. 

" Only, that this winter I've managed to teach myself to 
read and add up, out of your books, you know ; and your 
&ther found it out, and he says I shall go round collecting 
money instead of skins, and it's much better wages, and — I 
like it better, that's all." 

But, little as he said, his whole face beamed with pride 
and pleasure. It was, in truth, a great step forward. 

" He must trust you very much, John," said I, at last, 
knowing how exceedingly particular my father was in his 
collectors. 
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" That's it — ^that's what pleases me so. He is very good 
to me, Phineas, and he gave me a special holiday, that I 
might go out with you. Isn't that grand f " 

" Grand, indeed. What fun we'll have ! I almost think I 
could take a walk myself." 

For the lad's company invariably gave me new life, and 
strength, and hope. The very sight of him was as good as 
the coming of spring. 

" Where shall we got" said he, when we were fairly off, 
and he was guiding my carriage down Norton Bury streets. 

•« I think to the Mythe." The Mythe was a little hill on 
the outskirts of the town, breezy and fresh, where 'Squire 
Brithwood had built himself a fine house, ten years ago. 

'^ Ay, that will do ; and as we go, you will see the floods 
out — ^a wonderful sight, isn't it ? The river is rising still, I 
hear ; at the tan-yard they are busy making a dam against it. 
How high are the floods here, generally, Phineas ?" 

" Pm sure I can't remember. But don't look so serious. 
Let us enjoy ourselves." 

And I (fid enjoy, intensely, that pleasant stroll. The 
mere sunshine was delicious ; delicious, too, to pause on the 
bridge at the other end of the town, and feel the breeze 
brought in by the rising waters, and hear the loud sound of 
them, as they poured in a cataract over the flood-gates 
hard by. 

"Your lazy, muddy Avon looks splendid now. What 
masses of white foam it makes, and what wreaths of spray ; 
and see ! ever so much of the Ham is under water. How it 
sparkles in the sun." 

" John, you like looking at anything pretty." 

" Ah ! don't I !" cried he, with his whole heart. My heart 
leaped too, to see him so happy. • 

" You can't think how fine this is from my window ; I 
have watched it for a week. Every morning the water seems 
to have made itself a fresh channel. Look at that one, by 
the wUlow-tree — ^how savagely it pours !" 

" Oh, we at Norton Bury are used to floods." 

" Are they ever very serious?" 

" Have been — but not in my time. Now, John, tell me 
what you have been doing all winter." 

It was a brief and simple chronicle— of hard work, all 
dfty over, and fix)m the Monday to the Saturday — ^too hard 
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work to do anything of nights, save to drop into the soand, 
dreamless sleep of youth and labour. 

"But how did you teach yourself to read and add-up, then ?** 

" Crenendly, at odd minutes going along the rcmd. It's 
astonishing what a lot of odd minutes one can catch during 
the day, if one really sets about it. And then I had Sun- 
day afternoons besides. — ^l did not think it wrong — ** 

" No," said I, decisively. " What books have you got 
through?" 

"All you sent — ^Pilgrim's Progress, Kobinson Crusoe, 
and the Arabian Nights. That's fine, isn't it ?" and his 
eyes sparkled. 

" Any more t" 

<^ Also the one you gave me at Christmas. I have read it 
a good deal." 

I liked the tone of quiet reverence in which he spoke. 
I liked to hear him own, nor be ashamed to own — that he 
read * a good deal ' in that rare book for a boy to read — 
the Bible. 

But on this subject I did not ask him any more questions; 
indeed, it seemed to me, and seems still, that no more were 
needed. 

" And you can read quite easily now, John ?" 

"Pretty well, considering. Then, turning suddenly to 
me : " You read a great deal, don't you 1 I overheard your 
father say you were very clever. How much do you know?" 

" Oh — nonsense 1" But he pressed me, and I told him. 
The list was short enough ; I almost wished it were shorter, 
when I saw John's face. 

" For me — ^I can only just read, and I shall be fifteen 
directly!" 

The accent of shame, despondency, even despair, went to 
my very heart. 

" Don't mind," I said, laying my feeble, useless hand upon 
that which guided me on, so steady and so strong ; "how 
could you l^tve had time, working as hard as you do ?" 

" But I ought to learn ; I must learn." 

" You shall. It's little I can teach ; but, if you like, Fll 
teach you all I know." 

" O Phineas !" One flash of those bright, moist eyes, and 
he walked hastily across the road. Thence he came back, 
in a minute or two, armed with the tallest, straightest of 
briar-rose shoots. 
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" You like a rose-switch, don't you ? — ^I do. Nay, stop 
till I've cut off the thorns." And he walked on beside me, 
working at it with his knife, in silence. 

I was silent, too, but I stole a glance at his mouth, as seen 
in profile. I could almost always guess at his thoughts by 
that mouth, so flexible, sensitive, and, at times, so infinitely 
sweet. It wore that expression now. I was satisfied, for I 
knew the lad was happy. 

We reached the Mythe. " David," 1 said (I had got into 
a habit of calling him 'David;' and now he had read a 
certain history in that Book, I supposed he had guessed why, 
for he liked the name), *' I don't think 1 can go any further 
up the hill." 

" Oh ! but you shall ! — ^I'U push behind ; and when we 
come to the stile, I'll carry you. It's lovely on the top of the 
Mythe, — look at the sunset. You cannot have seen a sunset 
for ever so long." 

No — that was true. I let John do as he would with me 
— ^he who brought into my pale life the only brightness it 
had ever known. 

Ere long, we stood on the top of the steep mound. I know 
not if it be a natural hill, or one of those old Roman or 
British remains, plentiM enough hereabouts, but it was 
always called the Mythe. Close below it, at the foot of a 
precipitous slope, ran the Severn, there broad and deep 
enough, and gradually growing broader and deeper ,as it 
flowed on, through a wide plain of level country, towards 
the line of hills that bounded the horizon. Severn looked beau- 
tiful here ; neither grand nor striking, but certainly beau« 
tiful ; a calm, gracious, generous river, bearing strength in 
its tide and plenty in its bosom, rolling on through the land 
slowly and surely, like a good man's Kfe, and fertilizing 
wherever it flows. 

" Do you like Severn still, John !'* 

'a love it." 

I wondered if his thoughts had been anything like mine. 

" What is that ?" he cried, suddenly, pointing to a new 
sight, which even I had not often seen on our river. It was 
a mass of water, three or four feet high, which came surging 
along the mid-stream, upright as a wall. 

"It is the g^er; I've often seen it on Severn, where the 
swift seaward current meets the spring-tide. Look what a 
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crest of foam it has, like a wild boar's mane. We often call 
it the river-boar." 

" But it is only a big wave." 

'< Big enough to swamp a boat, though." 

And while I spoke, I saw, to my horror, that there 
actually was a boat, with two men in it, trying to get out of 
the way of the eger. 

"They never can ! they'll assuredly be drowned ! O, John!" 

But he had already slipped from my side, and swung him- 
self by furze-bushes and grass down the steep slope to the 
water's edge. 

It was a breathless moment. The eger travelled slowly 
in its passage, changing the smooth, sparkling river to a 
whirl of conflicting currents, in which no boat could live — 
least of all, that light pleasure-boat, with its toppling sail. 
In it was a youth I knew by sight, Mr. Brithwood of the 
Mythe House, and another gentleman. 

They both pulled hard — ^they got out of the mid-stream, 
but not close enough to land ; and already there was but two 
oars' length between them and the "boar." 

" Swim for it 1" I heard one cry to the other : but swim- 
ming would not have saved them. 

" Hold there !" shouted John at the top of his voice ; 
" throw that rope out, and I will pull you in !" 

It was a hard tug : I shuddered to see him wade, knee- 
deep, in the stream — ^but he succeeded. Both gentlemen 
leaped safe on shore. The younger tried desperately to save 
his boat, but it was too late. Already the 'water-boar' 
had clutched it — ^the^rope broke like K gossamer- thread — ^the 
trim, while' sail was dragged down — ^rose up once, broken 
and torn, like a butterfy caught in a mill-stream — ^then 
disappeared. 

" So it's all over with her, poor thing !" 

" Who cares 1 — ^We might have lost our lives," sharply 
said the other, an older and sickly-looking gentleman, dressed 
in mourning, to whom life did not seem a particularly pleasant 
thing, though he appeared to value it so highly. 

They both scrambled up the Mythe, without noticing John 
Halifax : then the elder turned. 

"But who pulled us ashore? Was it you, my young friend ?" 

John Halifex, emptying his soaked boots, answered, " I 
suppose so." 
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" Indeed, we owe you much.** 

" Not more than a crown will pay,** said young Birth- 
wood, gruffly ; " I know him. Cousin March. He works in 
Fletcher the Quaker's tan-yard.** 

" Nonsense T* cried Mr. March, who had stood looking at 
the boy with a kindly, even half-sad air. " Impossible ! 
Young man, will you tell me to whom I am so much obliged ?" 

" My name is John Halifax.** 

" Yes ; but what are you I** 

" What he said. Mr. Brithwood knows me well enough : 
I work in the tan-yard.*' 

" Oh r* Mr. March turned away with a resumption of 
dignity, though evidently both surprised and disappointed. 
Young Brithwood laughed. 

" I told you so, cousin. Hey, lad I'* eyeing John over, 
" you*ve been out at grass, and changed your coat for the 
better : but you*re certainly the same lad that my curricle 
nearly ran over one day ; you were driving a cart of skins — 
pah ! I remember.** 

"So do I,** fiaid John, fiercely; but when the youth*s 
insolent laughter broke out again, he controlled himself. 
The laughter ceased. 

" Well, you've done me a good turn for an ill one, young 
— ^what*s-your-name, so here*s a guinea for you.** He threw 
it towards him ; it fell on the ground, and lay there. 

" Nay, nay, Richard,** expostulated the sickly gentleman, 
who, after all, was a gentleman. He stood, apparently strug- 
gling with conflicting intentions, and not very easy in his 
mind. " My good fellow,** he said, at last, in a constrained 
voice, "I won*t forget your bravery. If I could do anything 
for you — ^and, meanwhile, if a trifle like this ** — ^and he slipped 
something into John*s hand. 

John returned it with a bow, merely saying, **that he 
would rather not take any money.** 

The gentleman looked very much astonished. There was 
a little more of persistence on one side, and resistance on the 
other ; and then Mr. March put the guineas irresolutely back 
into his pocket, looking the while lingerii^y at the boy — ^at 
his tall figure, and flushed, proud &ce. 

" How old are you t** 

<< Fifteen, nearly.** ^ 

" Ah !** it was almost a sigh. He turned away, and 
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turned back again. ** My name is March — Henrj March ; 

if you should ever " 

« Thank you, sir. Grood-day." 

^'Good-day." I fimcied he was half-inclined to shake 
hands — ^but John did not, or would not, see it. Mr. March 
walked on, following young Brithwood ; but at the stile he 
turned round once more, and ^anced at John. Then they 
disappeared. 

" I'm glad they're gone : now we can be comfortable.^ He 
flung himself down, wrung out his wet stockings, laughed at 
me for being so afiraid he would take cold, and so angry at 
yoimg Bri^ wood's insults. ' I sat wrapped in my cloak, 
and watched him making idle circles in the sandy path with 
the rose-switch he had cut. 

A thought struck me. ''John, hand me the stick, and 
rU give you your first writing lesson." 

So there, on the smooth gravel, and with the rose-stem 
for a pen, 1 taught him how to form the letters of the alpha- 
bet and join them together. He learned them Y&ry quickly 
— so quickly, that in a little while the simple copy-book 
that Mother Earth obliged us with, was covered in all 
directions with " J, O, H, N — John." 

'' Bravo 1" he cried, as we turned homeward, he flourish- 
ing his gigantic pen, which had done such good service ; 
" bravtf I I have gained something to-day !** 

Crossing the bridge over the Avon, we stood once more 
to look at the waters that were ' out' They had risen con- 
siderably, even in that short time, and were now pouring in 
several new channels, one of which was alongside of the 
high-road ; we stopped a good while, watching it. The 
current was harmless enough, merely flooding a part of the 
Ham ; but it awed us to see the fierce power of waters let 
loose. An old willow-tree, about whose roots I had often 
watched the king-cups growing, was now in the centre of 
a stream as broad as the Avon by our tan-yard, and thrice as 
rapid. The torrent rushed round it — ^impatient of the divi- 
sions its great roots caused — eager to undermine and tear it 
up. Inevitably, if the flood did not abate, within a few 
hours more there would be nothing leflt of the fine old tree. 

'' I don't quite like this," said John, meditatively, as his 
quick eye swept down the course of the river, with the 
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houses and wharves that abutted on it, all along one bank. 
"Did you see the waters thus high before?" 

*< Yes, I believe I have ; nobody minds it at Norton Bury: 
it is only the sudden thaw, my father says, and he ought to 
know, for he has had plenty of experience, the tan-yard 
being so close to the river." 

" I was thinking of that ; but come, it's getting cold." 

He took me safe home, and we parted cordially — ^nay, 
affectionately- — at my own door. 

" When will you come again, David?" 

<* When your father sends me." 

And I felt that he felt that bur intercourse was always to 
be limited to this. Nothing clandestine, nothing obtrusive, 
was possible, even for friendship's sake, to John Halifax., 

My father came in late that evening ; he looked tired and 
uneasy, an^ instead of going to bed, though it was after nine 
o'clock, sat down to his pipe in the chimney-comer. 

" Is the river rising still, father ? Will it do any harm to 
the tan-yard?" 

" What dost thee know about the tan-yard ?" 

" Only, John Halifax was saying ^" 

" John Halifax had better hold his tongue." 

I held mine. 

My father puffed away in silence till I came to bid him 
good-night. I think the sound of my crutches on the floor 
stirred him out of a long meditation, in which his ill-humour 
had ebbed away. 

" Where didst thee go out to-day, Phineas ? — thee and 
the lad I sent." 

" To the My the :" and I told him the incident that had 
happened there. He listened without reply. 

'< Wasn't it a brave thing to do, father ?" 

" Um !" — and a few meditative puffs. " Phineas, the lad 
thee hast such a hankering after, is a good lad — a very 
decent lad — ^if thee doesn't make too much of him. Remem- 
ber, he is but my servant ; thee'rt my son — ^my only sou." 

Alas ! ray poor father, it was hard enough for him to have 
such an ' only son ' as I. 

In the middle of the night — or else to me, lying awake, it 
seemed so — ^there was a knocking at our hall-door. I slept 
on the ground-flat, in a little room opposite the parlour. 
Ere I could well collect my thoughts, I saw ^^my father 
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pass, fully dressed, with a light in his hand. And, man 
of peace though he was, I was very sure I saw in the 
other — something which always lay near his strong box, at 
his bed*s-head at night. Because, ten years ago, a large sum 
had been stolen from him, and the burglar had gone free of 
punishment. The law refused to receive Abel Fetcher's tes- 
timony — he was * only a Quaker.' 

The knocking grew louder, as if the person had no time 
to hesitate at making a noise. 

" Who's there t" called out my father ; and at the answer 
he opened the front door, first shutting mine. 

A minute afterwards, I heard some one in my room. 
" Phineas, are you here ?— don't be frightened." 

I was not — as soon as his voice reached me, John's own 
&miliar voice. ^^ It's something about the tan-yard ?" 

" Yes ; the waters are rising, and I have come to fetch 
your ^Either ; he may save a good deal yet — I'm ready, sir," 
— in answer to a loud calL — " Now, Phineas, lie you down 
again — ^the night's bitter cold. Don't stir — ^you'll promise T — 
I'll see after your father." 

They went out of tlie house together, and did not return 
the whole night. 

That night, February 5, 1795, was one long remembered 
at Norton Bury. Bridges were destroyed — ^boats carried 
away — ^houses inundated, or sapped at their foundations. 
The loss of life was small, but that of property was very 
great. Six hours did the work of ruin, and then the flood 
began to turn. 

It was a long waiting until they came home — ^my father 
and John. At daybreak, I saw them standing on the door- 
step. A blessed sight ! 

" O father ! my dear father !" and I drew him in, holding 
fast his hands — ^faster and closer than I had done since I was 
a child. He did not repel me. 

" Thee'rt up early, and it's a cold morning for thee, my 
son. Go back to the fire." 

His voice was gentle ; his ruddy countenance pale ; two 
strange things in Abel Fletcher. 

" Father, tell me what has befallen thee ?" 

"Nothing, my son, save that the Giver of all worldly 
goods has seen fit to take back a portion of mine. I, like 
many another in this town, am poorer by some thousands 
than I went to bed last night." 
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He sat down, I knew he loved his money, for it had 
been hardly earned. I had not thought he would have borne 
its loss so quietly. 

" Father, never mind ; it might have been worse." 

'^ Of a surety. I should have lost everything I had in the 
world — save for — ^Where is the lad ? What art thee stand* 
ing outside for ? Come in, John, and shut the door." 

John obeyed, though without advancing. He was cold 
and wet. I wanted him to sit down by the fireside. 

" Ay ! do, lad," said my father, kindly. 

John came. 

I stood between the two — ^afraid to ask what they had un- 

• dergone ; but sure, from the old man's grave face, and the 

lad's bright one — ^flushed all over with that excitement of 

danger so delicious to the young— that the peril had not 

been smalL 

^^ Jael," cried my father, rousing himself, ^' give us some 
breakfast, the lad and me — ^we have had a hard night's work 
together." 

Jael brought the mug of ale and the bread and cheese ; 
but either did not or could not notice that the meal had been 
ordered for more than one. 

" Another plate," said my father, sharply. 

^' The lad can go into the kitchen, Abel Fletcher : his 
breakfast is waiting there." 

My Either winced— even her master was sometimes 
rather afraid of JaeL But conscience, or his will conqu^^d. 

"Woman, do as I desired. Bring another plate, and 
another mug of ale." 

And so, to Jael's great wrath, and to my great joy, John 
Halifax was bidden, and sat down to the same board as his 
master. The fact made an ineffaceable impression on our 
household. 

After breakfast, as we sat by the fire, in the pale haze of 
that February morning, my father, contrary to his wont, ex- 
plained to me all his losses ; and how, but for the timely 
warning he had received, the flood might have nearly ruined 
him. 

" So it was well John came," I said, half afraid to say 
more. 

" Ay, and the lad has been useful, too : it is an old head 
on young shoulders." 
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John looked very proud of this praite, though it was 
gfimlj giTen. But directly after it, some ill or suspicious 
thought seemed to come into Abel Fletcher's mind. 

^' Lad," suddenlj turning round on John Halifax, '^ tht% 
told me thee saw the riyer rising, bj the Hght of the moon. 
What wast thee doing then, out o' thj honest bed and thy 
quiet sleep, at eleyen o'clock at night ?" 

John coloured violently ; the quick young blood was 
always ready enou^ to rise in his face. It spoke ill for 
him with my father. 

^^ Answer. I will not be hard upon thee — to-night, at 
least." 

" As you like, Abel Fletcher," answered the boy, sturdily. 
<' I was doing no harm. I was in the tan*yard«" 

" Thy business there f" 

<< None at all. I was with the men — ihej were watching, 
and had a candle ; and I wanted to sit up, and had no Ughu'' 

'' What didst thee want to sit up for ?" pursued my father, 
ke^i and sharp as a ferret at a field-rat's hole, or a barrister 
hunting a witness, in those courts of law that were neyer 
used by, though oflen used against, us Quakers. 

John hesitated, and again his painful, falsely*accusing 
blushes tried him sore. ^' Sir, I'll tdl you ; it's no disgrace. 
Though I'm such a big fellow, I can't write ; and your son 
was good enough to try and teach me. I was afraid of for- 
getting the letters ; so I tried to make them all over again, 
with a bit of chalk, on the bark-shed walL It did nobody 
any harm, that I know of." 

The boy's tone, even though it was rather quick and 
angry, won no reproof. At last, my father said, gently 
enough, — 

''Is that all, lad?" 

"Yes." 

Again Abel Fletcher fell into a brown study. We two 
lads talked softly to educh other — afraid to interrupt. He 
smoked through a whole pipe — his great and almost his only 
luxury, and then again csJled out — 

« John Halifax." 

"I'm here." 

" It's time thee went away to thy work." 

"I'm going this minute. Good bye, Phineas. Good 
day, sir-i-is there anything you want done V 
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He stood before his master, cap in hand, with an honest 
manliness pleasant to see. Any master might have been 
proud of such a servant — ^any father of such a son. My 
poor father — ^no, he did not once look from John Halifax to 
me. He would not have owned for the world that half- 
smothered sigh, or murmured because heaven had kept back 
from him — ^as, heaven knows why, it often does from us all ! 
—the one desire of the heart. 

*' John Halifax, thee hast been of great service to me, this 
night. What reward shall I give thee ?" 

And instinctively his hand dived down into his pocket. 
John turned away. 

" Thank you — Fd rather not. It is quite enough reward 
that I have been useful to my master, and that he acknow- 
ledges it." 

My father thought a minute, and then offered his hand. 
" Thee'rt in the right, lad. I am very much obliged to thee, 
and I will not forget it." 

And John — ^blushing brightly once more — ^went away, 
looking as proud as an emperor, and as happy as a poor man 
with a bag of gold. 

"Is there nothing thou canst think of, Phineas, that would 
pleasure the lad ?" said my father, after we had been talking 
some time — ^though not about John. 

I had thought of something — something I had long de- 
sired, but which seemed then all but an impossibility. Even 
now, it was with some doubt and hesitation that I made the 
suggestion that he should spend every Sunday at our house. 

" Nonsense ! — ^thee know'st nought of Norton Bury lads. 
He would not care. He had rather lounge about all First- 
day at street-corners with his acquaintance." 

"John has none, father. He knows nobody — cares for 
nobody — ^but me. Do let him come." 

<<We'll see about it." 

My father never broke or retracted his word. So after 
that, John Halifax came to us every Sunday : and for one 
day of the week, at least, was received in his master's house- 
hold as our equal, and my friend. 
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CHAPTEB V. 

Summers and winters slipped bj, lazily enongb, as the jears 
seemed always to crawl round at Norton Bury. How things 
went in the outside world, I little knew or ea^. My father 
lived his life, mechanical and steady as clock-work, and we 
two, John Hali&x and Phineas Fletcher, lived our lives — 
the one so active and busy, the other so useless and dulL 
Neither of us counted the days, nor looked backwards or 
forwards. 

One June morning, I woke to the consciousness that I 
was twenty years old, and that John Halifax was^ — a man : the 
<££P(»'ence between us being precisely as I have expressed it. 

Our birthdays felj witMn a week of each other, and it 
was in remembering his — ^the one which advanced him to 
the dignity of eighteen — ^that I called to mind my own, I 
say, * advanced him to the dignity* — ^but in truth that is an 
idle speech ; for any dignity which the maturity of eighteen 
may be supposed' to confer, he had already in possession. 
Manhood had come to him, both in character and demeanour, 
not as it comes to most young lads, an eagerly-desired and 
presumptuously-asserted claim, but as a rightful inheritance, 
to be received humbly^, and worn simply and naturally. So 
naturally, that I never seemed to think of him as anything 
but a boy, until this one June Sunday, when, as before 
stated, J myself became twenty years old. 

I was talking over that last feet, in a rather dreamy moodj 
as he and 1 sat in our long-femiliar summer seat, the clematis 
arbour by the garden wall. 

" It seems very strange, John, but^ so it is^-^I i^ actually 
twenty." 

" Well, and what of that ?" 

I sat looking down into the river, which flowed dn^ as" my 
years were flowing, monotonous, dark, and slow ; — as' they 
must flow on for ever. John asked me what I was think- 
ing of. 

E 
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" Of myself: what a fine specimen of the noble genua homo 
I am/' 

I spoke bitterly, but John knew how to meet that mood. 
Very patient he was, with it and with every ill mood of 
mine. And I was grateful, with that deep gratitude we feel 
to those who bear with us, and forgive us, and laugh at us, 
and correct us ; — ^all alike for love. 

" Self*-investigation is good on birthdays. Phineas, here 
goes for a catalogue of your qualities, internal and extemaL" 

" JohUj don't be foolish." 

'^ I will, if I like ; though perhaps not quite so foolish as 
some other people ; so listen : — * Imprimis^ as saith Shakspeare 
— Imprimia^ height, full five feet four ; a stature historically 
appertaining to great men, including Alexander of Macedon 
and the First Consul." 

"Oh, oh I" said I, reproachfully; for this was our chief 
bone of contention — ^I hating, he rather admiring, the great 
ogre of the day. Napoleon Bonaparte. 

" Imprimis^ of a slight, delicate person, but not lame, as 
once was." 

"No, thank God!" 

"Thin, rather— " 

" Very — a mere skeleton I" 

" Face elongated and pale — " 

" Sallow, John, decidedly sallow." 

" Be it so, sallow. Big eyes, much given to observation, 
which means hard staring — ^Take them off me, Phineas, or 
I'll not lie on the grass a minute longer. — ^Thank you. To 
return : Imprimis ejid Jinis (Pm grand at Latin now, you see) 
— ^long hair, which, since the powder tax, has resumed its 
original blackness, and is — any young damsel would say, 
only we count not a single one among our acquaintance — 
exceedingly bewitching." 

I smiled, feeling myself colour a little too, weak invalid as 
I was. I was, nevertheless, twenty years old ; and although 
Jael and Sally were the only specimens of the other sex which 
had risen on my horizon, yet once or twice, since I had read 
Shakspeare, I had had a boy's lovely dreams of the divinity 
of womanhood. They began, and ended — mere dreams. 
Soon davmed the bare, hard truth, that my character was 
too feeble and womanish to be likely to win any woman's 
reverence or love. Or, even had this been possible, one 
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sickly as I was, stricken with hereditary disease, ought never 
seek to perpetuate it by marriage* I therefore put firom me, 
at once and for ever, every feelmg of that kind ; and during 
my whole life — ^I thank God!— -Wve never faltered in my 
resolution. Friendship was given me for love— duty for hap- 
piness. So best, and I was satisfied. 

This conviction, and the struggle succeeding it — for, though 
brie^ it was but natural that it should have been a hard 
struggle — ^was the only secret that I had kept from John. It 
had happened some months now, and was quite over and 
gone, so that I could smile at his fun, and shake at him my 
^ bewitching ' black locks, calling him a foolish boy. And 
while I said it, the notion slowly dawning during the long 
gaze he had complained of, forced itself upon me clear as 
daylight, that he was not a ^ boy ' any longer. 

^^ Now let me turn the tables. How old are i/auy John t*' 

" You know. Eighteen next week." 

"And how tall?" 

" Five feet eleven inches and a half." And, rising, he ex- 
hibited to its full advantage that very creditable altitude, 
more tall perhaps than graceful, at present ; since, like most 
youths, he did not as yet quite know what to do with his 
legs and arms. But he was — 

I cannot describe what he was. I could not then. I only 
remember that when I looked at him, and began jocularly 
^ ImprimiSj' my heart came up into my throat and choaked me. 

It was almost with sadness that I said, " Ah ! David, you 
are quite a young man now." 

He smiled, of course only wi^ pleasure, looking forward 
to the new world into which he was going forth ; the world 
into which, as I knew well, I could never follow him. 

" I am ^ad I look rather old for my years," said he, when, 
after a pause, he had again flung himsdf down on the grass. 
"It tells well in the tan-yard. People would be slow to 
trust a clerk who looked a mere boy. Still, your father 
trusts me." 

" He does, indeed. You need never have any doubt of 
that. It was only yesterday he said to me that now he was 
no longer dissatisfied with your working at all sorts of 
studies, in leisure hours, since it made you none the worse 
man of business." 

"No, I hope not, or I should be much ashamed. It 
e2 
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would not be doing ray duty to myeelf any more tkan to my 
master, if I shirked bis work for ray own^ I am gkd he ^&e9 
not complain now, Phineas*'* 

" On the ccmtrary ; I iMidc be int^ids te give ywi a rise 
this Midsummer. But oh V* I cried, recurring to » thought 
which would oflen come- when I looked at the lad^ ibou^ be 
always combated it so strongly, that I often owned my pre- 
jucUces^ were unjust : " bow I wish you were scmietbing better 
than a clerk in a tan-yard. I have a plan, John." 

But what that plan was, was fated to remain unrerealed. 
Jael came to us in the garden, looking very serious. She. 
bad been summoned, I knew, to a long conference with her 
master the day before — ^tbe subject of which she would not 
tell me^ though she acknowledged it concerned myself. £Yer 
since she had followed me about^ v^y soMy, for her, and 
called me more than once, aa when I was* a child, * my dear.' 
She now came with hs^nlolorous, bidf-angry looks, to sum- 
mon me to an interview with my father and Doctor Jessop. 

I caught her parting mutterings, as she marched behind 
me : " KiM or cure^ indeed" — " No more fit than a baby," — 
"Abel Fletcher be clean mad," — "Hope Tbomaa Jessc^ 
will speak out plain, and- tell- him so," and the Hke. From 
these, and from her strange fit of tenderness, I guessed what 
was looming in the distance — a fiiture which my father con- 
stantly held in terrorem over me, though succesinve illnesses 
bad kept it in abeyance. Alas 1 1 knew that my poor father'^ 
hopes and plans were vain I I went into ld» presence with 
a heavy heart. 

There is no need to detail that interview. Enough, that 
after it he set aside for ever his last lingering hope of having 
a son able to assist, and finally succeed him in bis business, 
and that I set aside every dream of growing up to be a help 
and comfort to my father. It cost something on both our 
parts ; but after that day'& discussion, we tacitly covered 
over the pain, and referred to it no more. 

I came back into the garden, and told John Halifax all. 
He listened, with his hand on my shoulder, and bis grave, 
sweet look— dearer sympathy than any words ! Though be 
added thereto a few, in his own wise way, then he and I, 
also, drew the curtain over an inevitable grief, and laid it in 
the peaceful chamber of silence. 

When my father. Dr. Jessop, John HalifiEtx, and I,^ met at 
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dmner, the salject bad pased into seemiiig oUiWon, and was 
never afterwards rerived. 

Bat dinner being ow, and the chatty little doctor gone^ 
while Abel Fletcher eat mutelj smoking his pipe, ami we 
two at the window maintained that Tespectful and decorous 
silence which in my young days was rigidly exacted by 
elders and superiors, I noUced mj Other's eyes frequently 
resting, with keen observance, upon John HalifisLX. Could it 
be that there had recurred to him a faint of mine, given 
£Ekintly that morning, as £untiy as if it had only just entered 
my mind, instead of having for months continually dwelt 
there, until a fitting moment should arrive? — Could it be 
that this hint, which he had indignantly scouted at the time, 
was germinating in his acute brain, and might bear fruit in 
fature days ? I hoped so— I earnestly prayed so. And to 
that end I took no notice, but let it silently grow. 

The June evening came and went The service-bell rang 
out and ceased. First, deep shadows, and then a bright star, 
appeared over the Abbey-tower. We watched it from the 
garden, where, Sunday after Sunday, in fine weather, we 
used toMounge, and talk over all manner of things in heaven 
and in earth, chiefly ending with the former, as on Sunday 
nights, with stars over our head, was natural and fit we 
should do. 

** Phineas," said John, sitdng on the grass with his hands 
upon his knees, and the one star, £ think it was Ju^ater^ 
shining down into his eyes, deepening them into that pecu- 
liar lode, worth any so-called ^ handsome eyes ;' — ^* Phineas^ 
I wonder how soon we shall have to rise up from this quiet, 
e&By life, and fight our battles in the w<»M. Also, I wonder 
if we are ready fiwr it." 

" I think you are.'* 

^'I don't know. Tm not clear how fiu* I coiidd resist 
doing anything wrong, if it were pleasant. So many wrong 
things are pleasant — just now, instead of rising to-morrow, ctnd 
going into the little dark counting-house, and scratching paper 
from eight liU six, shouldn't I like to break away ! — dash out 
into the world, take to all sorts of wild freaks, do all sorts 
of grand things, and p^haps never come back to the tanning 
Any more" 

" Never any more." 

" No I no ! I spoke hastily. I did not mean 1 ever should 
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do such a wrong thing ; but merely that I sometimes feel the 
wish to do it. I can't help it ; it's my ApoUyon that I have 
to fight with — everybody keeps a private Apollyon, I fancy. 
Now, Phineas, be content ; Apollyon is beaten down." 

He rose up, but I thought that, in the red glow of the 
twilight, he looked rather pale. He stretched his hand to 
help me up from the grass. We went into the house together, 
silently. 

After supper, when the chimes struck half-past nine, John 
prepared to leave as usual. He went to bid good-night to 
my father, who was sitting meditatively over the fireless 
hearth-place, sometimes poking the great bow-pot of fennel 
and asparagus, as in winter he did the coals : an instance of 
obliviousness, which, in my sensible and acute father, argued 
very deep cogitation on some subject or other. 

" Good-night," said John, twice over, before his master 
heard him. 

" Eh ? — Oh, good-night, good-night, lad. — Stay ! Halifax, 
what hast thee got to do to-morrow?" 

<' Not much, unless the Russian hides should come in ; I 
cleared off the week's accounts last night, as usual." 

" Ay, to-morrow I shall look over all thy books, and see 
how thee stand'st, and what further work thou art fit for. 
Therefore, take a day's holiday, if thee likes." 

We thanked him warmly. " There, John," whispered I, 
" you may have your wish, and run wild to-morrow." 

He said, " the wish had gone out of him." So we planned 
a sweet lazy day under the Midsummer sky, in some fields 
about a mile of, called the Vineyards. 

The morning came, and we took our way thither, under 
the Abbey walls, and along a lane, shaded on one side by 
the ' willows in the water-courses.' We came out in those 
quiet hay-fields, which, tradition says, had once grown wine 
for the rosy monks close by, and history avers, were after- 
wards watered by a darker stream than the blood of grapes. 
The Vineyards had been a battle-field ; and under the long 
wavy grass, and the roots of the wild apple trees, slept many 
a Yorkist and Lancastrian. Sometimes an unususdly deep 
furrow turned out a white bone — ^but more often the relics 
were undisturbed, and the meadows used as pastures or hay- 
fields. 

John and I lay down on some wind-rows, and sunned our- 



Digitized 



by Google 



JOHN HALIFAX. 65 

selves in the warm and delicious air. How beautiful every- 
tliing was ! so very still ! with the Abbey-tower — ^always the 
most picturesque point in our Norton Bury views — showing 
so near, that it almost seemed to rise up out of the fields 
and hedge-rows. 

" Well, David," and I turned to the long, lazy figure be- 
side me, which had considerably flattened the hay ; '^ are you 
satisfied?" 

"Ay." 

Thus we lounged out all the summer morning, recurring 
to a few of the infinitude of subjects we used to compare 
notes upon ; though we were neither of us given to wordi- 
ness, and never talked but when we had something to say. 
Often — as on this day — ^we sat for hours in a pleasant 
dreaminess, scarcely exchanging a word; nevertheless I 
could generally track John's thoughts, as they went wander- 
ing on, ay, as clearly as one might track a stream through a 
wood ; sometimes — like to-day — I failed. 

In the afternoon, when we had finished our bread and 
cheese— eaten slowly and with graceful dignity, in order to 
make dinner a more important and lengthy affair — ^he said 
abruptly — 

" Phineas, don't you think this field is rather dull ? Shall 
we go somewhere else ? not if it tires you, though." 

I protested the contrary, my health being much above the 
average this summer. But just as we were quitting the 
field, we met two rather odd-looking persons entering it, 
young-old persons they seemed, who might own to any age 
or any occupation. Their dress, especially that of the 
younger, amused us by its queer mixture of fashionableness 
and homeliness, such as grey ribbed stockings and shining 
paste shoe-buckles, rusty velvet small-clothes and a coatee of 
blue cloth. But the wearer carried off this anomalous costume 
vrith an easy, condescending air, full of pleasantness, humour 
and grace. 

" Sir," said he, approaching John Halifax with a bow that 
I feel sure the * first gentleman of his day,' as loyal folk 
then entitled the Prince Regent, could not have surpassed — 
** Sir, will you favour me by informing us how fisu: it is to 
Coltham r 

" Ten miles, and the stage will pass here in three hours." 
. ** Thank you ; at present I have little to do with the — at 
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least witk that stage. Toung gentlemen, excuse our continu- 
ing our desert, in fact, I may say our dinner. Are you con- 
noisseurs in turnips ?" 

He offered us — ^with a polite gesture — one of the * swedes ' 
he was munching. I declined ; but John, out of a deeper 
delicacy than I could boast, accepted it. 

" One might dine worse," he said ; " I have done, 3ome- 
times." 

" It was a whim of mine, sir. But I am not the first 
remarkable person who has eaten turnips in your Norton 
Bury fields — ^ay^ and turned field-^preacher afterwards — the 
celebrated John Philip — ^" 

Here the elder and less agreeable of the two wayfiirers in- 
terposed with a nudge, indicating silejKse. 

" My companion is right, sir," he continued. " I will not 
betray our illustrious friend by mentioning his surname ; he 
is a great man now, and might not wish it generally known 
that he had dined off turnips. May I give you instead my 
own humble name. 

He gave it me ; but T^ Phineas Fletcher, shall copy his 
reticence, and not indulge the world therewith. It was a 
name wholly out of my sphere, both then and now ; but I 
know it has since ris^i into note among the people of the 
world. I believe, too, its owner has carried up to the top- 
most height of celebrity, always the gay, gentlemanly spirit, 
and kindly heart, which he showed when sitting with us 
and eating swedes. Still, I will not mention his suniame — ^I 
will only call him * Mr. Charles.' 

" Now, having satisfactorily * munched and munched, and 
munched,' like the sailor's wife who had chesnuts in her 
lap — are you acquainte4 with my friend, Mr. William Shak- 
speare, young gentleman ? — ^I must try to fulfil the other duties 
of existence. You said the Coltham mail passed here in 
three hours ? Very well. J have the honour of wishing you 
a very good day, Mr. — ^* 

« Halifax.-' 

"And yours?" 

"Fletcher." 

" Any connection with him who went partnership with 
the worthy Beaumont ?" 

" My fether has no paj^er, sir," said I. But J<An, .whose 
reading had latterly surpassed mine, and whom nothing 
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ever puzzled, explained that I came from the same old stock 
as the brothers Phineas and Giles Fletcher. Upon which 
Hr. Charles, who till now had somewhat overlooked me, 
took off his liat, and congratulated me on mj illustrious 
descent. 

" That man has evidently seen a good deal of the world," 
said John, smiling ; " I wonder what the world is like!* 
<' Did 70U not s&e something of it as a child V* 
'^ Onlj the worst and lowest side ; not the one I want to 
see now. What budness do you think that Mr. Charles is f 
A clever man, anyhow ; I should like to see him again.** 
"So should L" 

Thus talking at intervals and speculating upon our new 
acquaintance, we strolled along till we came to a spot called 
by the country people * the Bloody Meadow,' from being, 
like several other places in the neighbourhood, the scene of 
one of those terrible slaughters chronicled in the wars of the 
Hoses. It was a sloping field, through the middle of which 
ran a little stream down to the meadow's end, where, 
fringed and hidden by a plantation of trees, the Avon flowed. 
Here, too, in all directions, the hay-fields lay, either in green 
swathes, or tedded, or in the luxuriously-scented quiles. ITie 
lane was quite populous with waggons and hay-makers — the 
men in their corduroys and blue hose — the women in their 
trim jackets and brigbt calamanco petticoats. There were 
more women than men, by far, for the flower of the peasant 
youth of England had been drafted off to fight against 
' Bonyparty.' Still hay-time was a glorious season, when half 
our little town tinned out, and made holiday in the sunshine. 
"I think we will go to a quieter place, John. There 
seems a crowd down in the meadow ; and who is that man 
standing on the hay-cart, on the other side the stream ? ** 

" Don't you remember the bright blue coat ? lis Mr. 
Charles. Hpw be is talking and gesticulating ! What can he 
be at?" 

Without more ado, John leaped the low bedge, and ran 
down the slope of the Bloody Meadow. I followed less 
quickly. 

There, of a surety, stood our new friend, on one of the 
simple-:S^bioned hay-carts that we used about Norton Bury, 
a low frame-work on wheels, with a pole stuck at either of 
tbe four corners. H^ was bare-headed, and his hair hung in 
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graceful curls, well powdered. I onlj hope he had honestly 
paid the tax, which we were all then exclaiming against — ^so 
fondly does custom cling to deformity. Despite the powder, 
the blue coat, and the shabby velvet breeches, Mr. Charles 
was a very handsome and striking-looking man. No wonder 
the poor hay-makers had collected from idl parts to hear him 
harangue. 

What was he haranguing upon ? Could it be, that like his 
friend, * John Philip,' whoever that personage might be, 
his vocation was that of a field preacher 1 It seemed like it, 
especially judging from the sanctified demeanour of the elder 
and inferior person, who accompanied him ; and who sat in 
the front of the cart, and folded his hands and groaned, after 
the most approved fashion of a methodistical * revival.' 

We listened, expecting every minute to be disgusted and 
shocked : but no ! I must say this for Mr. Charles, that in no 
way did he trespass the bounds of reverence and decorum. 
His harangue, though given as a sermon, was strictly and 
simply a moral essay, such as might have emanated from any 
professor's chair. In fact, as I afterwards learnt, he had 
given for his text one which the simple rustics received in all 
respect, as coming from a higher and holier volume than 
Shakspeare — 

" Mercy is twice blessed : 
It blesseth him that gives, and him that takes. 
'Tis mightiest in the mightiest.*' 

And on that text did he dilate ; gradually warming with 
his subject, till his gestures — ^which at first had seemed 
burthened with a queer constraint, that now and then re- 
sulted in an irrepressible twitch of the comers of his flexible 
mouth — ^became those of a man beguiled into real earnestness. 
We of Norton Bury had never heard such eloquence. 

" Who can he be, John ? Isn't it wonderful? " 

But John never heard me. His whole attention was 
riveted on the speaker. Such oratory — a compound of 
graceful action, polished language, and brilliant imagination, 
came to him as a positive revelation — a revelation from the 
world of intellect, the world which he longed after with all 
the ardour of youth. 

What that harangue would have seemed like, could we 
have heard it with maturer ears, I know not ; but at 
eighi;een and twenty, it literally dazzled us. No wonder it 
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affected the rest of the audience. Feeble men, leaning on 
forks and rakes, '^shook their old heads sagely, as if thej 
understood it all. And when the speaker alluded to the 
horrors of war — a subject which then came so bitterly home 
to every heart in Britain — ^many women melted into sobs and 
tears. At last, when the orator himself, moved by the 
pictures he had conjured up, paused suddenly, quite ex- 
hausted, and asked for a slight contribution < to help a deed 
of charity,' there was a general rush towards him. 

" No — no, my good people," said Mr. Charles, recovering 
his natural manner, though a little clouded, I thought, by a 
faint shade of remorse. — " No, I will not take from any one 
more than a penny ; and then only if they are quite sure they 
can spare it. Thank you, my worthy man. Thanks, my 
bonny young lass — ^I hope your sweetheart wiU soon be back 
from the wars. Thank you all, my * very worthy and ap- 
proved good masters,' and a fair harvest to you ! " 

He bowed them away, in a dignified and graceful manner, 
still standing on the hay-cart. The honest folk trooped off, 
having no more time to waste, and left the field in possession 
of Mr. Charles, his co-mate, and ourselves ; whom I do not 
think he had as yet noticed. 

He descended from the cart. His companion burst into 
roars of laughter ; but Mr. Charles looked grave. 

" Poor, honest souls I" said he^, ^wiping his brows — ^I am 
not sure that it was only his lH'0W8-^"-Hang me if 111 be at 
this trick again, Yates." 

" It was a trick then, sir," said John, advancing. " I am 
sorry for it." 

" So am I, young man," returned the other, no way dis- 
concerted ; indeed, he seemed a person whose frank temper 
nothing could disconcert. " But starvation is — excuse me — 
unpleasant : and necessity has no law. It is of vital conse- 
quence that I should reach Colthain to-night; and after 
walking twenty miles, one cannot easily walk ten more, and 
afterwards appear as Macbeth to an admiring audience." 

" You are an actor ?" 

" I am, please your worship— 

" A poor player, 
That stmts and frets his hour upon the stage. 
And then is seen no more." 

There was'inexpressible pathos in his tone, and his fine 
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face looked thm and worn — it did net take much to soften 
both John's feelings and mine towards the ' poor player.' Be- 
sides, we had lately been studying Shakspeare, who, £dr the 
iG^t time of reacUAg, gcoieially sends all young people 
tragedy-mad. 

'^ You acted well to-day," said John ; <^ all the folk here 
took you for a methodist preadier." 

<^Yet I neyer meddled with thecdogy — only ocHnmon 
morality. You oannot say I did." 

John thought a moment, and then answered — 

^^ No. But what put the scheme into your head ?" 

<^ The fact, that, v^er a like necessity, the same amu»ng 
play was played out here years ago, as I told you, by John 
Philip — ^no, I will not c<mceal his name, the greatest actmr 
and ^e truest g^itleman our £kiglish stage has ever seen*-* 
John PhiUp Kemble." 

And he raised his hat, with sincere reverence. We too had 
heard — ^at least Johli had — of this wonderful man. 

X saw the fascination o£ Mr. Charles' society was strongly 
upon him. It was no wonder. More brilliant, nH>re ver- 
satile talent, I never saw. He turned ' from grave to ^y, 
from lively to severe' — ^appearing in all phases like the 
gencdeman, the scholar, and the man of the wcnid. And 
neither John nor I had ev^ met any one of these characters, 
all so irresistibly alluring at our age. 

I say our, because though I followed where he led, I idways 
did it of my own will likewise. 

The afternoon began to wane, while we, with <Hxt two 
companions, yet sat talking by the brook-side. . Mr. Charles 
had washed his face, and his travelnsore, blistei^d feet, and 
we had induced him, and the man he called Yates, to share 
our remnants of bread and cheese. 

<' Now," he said, starting up, '^ I am ready to do battle 
again, even with the Thane of Fife — ^who, to-night, is one 
Johnson, a fellow <^six feet and twelve stone. What is the 
hour,Mr.Halifexf" 

'' Mr. Halifax " — (I felt pleased to hear him, £or the first 
time, so entitled^ — ^had, unfortunately, no watch among his 
worldly possessions, and candidly owned the fact. But he 
made a near guess, by calculating the position of his unfailing 
time-piece, the sun. — ^It was four o'clock. 

^ Then I must go. Will you not retract, young gentlemen ? 
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Surelyyon woiddnot lose meh a mre treat as ^MMtheOi^*' 
with— I will not mj m j humble sel^— hat with thai dirin^ 
Siddons. Such a woman ! Shakspeare himself might lea» 
•Qt of Etyaiam to watch her; Yoo will join us t " 

John made a silent^ doloroot negative ; aa he had done 
once or twice before, when the actor urg^ ns to accompanj 
him to Coltham, for a &W honra oidj^-wa might be hack by 
midnight, easilj. 

" What do you th^k, Phineas ? " said John, when we stood 
in the high road, waiting for the coach ; '^ I have money — 
and — ^we have so little pleasure — ^we would send word to your 
fi9tther. Do you think it would be wrong ? ** 

I could not say ; and to this minute, viewing the question 
nakedly in a strict and moral sense, I cannot saty eitiier, 
whether or no it was an absolute crima ; dierefore, being 
accustomed to read my wrong or right in ^ David's ' eyes, I 
remained perfectly^ passire. 

We waited by the hedge-side for several annates — ^Mr; 
Charles ceased his urging, half in dudgeon, save that he was 
too pleasant a man really to take ofibnce at anything. His 
conversation was chiefly^ directed ta me. John took no part 
therdn, but strolled about plucking at the hedge- 
When the stage appeared down the winding of the voad, 
I was utteiiy ignorant of what he meant ur to do,, or if he 
had any definite purpose at all. 

It came — the coachmaawas hailed. Mr. COiaiies shook 
hands with us and mounted — ^pi^ing his own far» and that 
of Yates, with their handM of charity-pennies, which 
caused a few minutes' delay in counting, and a great deal of 
good-humoured joking,, as good-humouredly borne* 

Meanwhile, John put his two hands on my shoulders, and 
looked hard into my face< — ^his was slightly flushed and ex- 
cited, I thought. 

" Phineas, are you tired f " 

** Not at alL" 

" Do you feel strong enough to go to Goltham ? Would 
it do you no harm ? Would you fiifc« to go ?" 

To all these hurried questions I answered with as hurried 
an affirmative. It was sufficient to me that he evidently 
liked to go. 

" It is only for once — ^your father would not grudge us 
the pleasure, and he is too busy to be out of the tan-yard 
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before midnight. We will be home soon after then, if I 
carry you on my back all the ten miles. Come, mount, 
we'll go." 

"Bravo!" cried Mr. Charles, and leaned over, to help 
me up the coach's side. John followed, and the crisis was 
past. 

But I noticed that for several miles he hardly spoke one 
word. 



CHAPTER VI. 



Near as we lived to Coltham, I had only been there once 
in my life ; but John Halifax knew the town pretty weU, 
having latterly, in addition to his clerkship, been employed 
by my father in going about the neighbourhood buying bark. 
I was amused when the coach stopped at an inn, which bore 
the ominous sign of the " Fleece," to see how well accus- 
tomed he seemed to be to the ways of the place. He deported 
himsdf with perfect self-possession ; the waiter served him 
respectfully. He had evidently tiien his position in the 
world — at least, our little world — he was no longer a boy, 
but a man. I was glad to see it ; leaving every thnig in his 
hands, I lay down where he placed me in the inn parlour, 
and watched him giving his orders and walking about. 
Sometimes I thought his eyes were restless and unquiet^ 
but his manner was as composed as usual. 

Mr. Charles had left us, appointing a meeting at Coffee- 
house Yard, where the theatre then was. 

" A poor bam-like place, I believe," said John, stopping 
in his walk up and down the room, to place my cushions 
more easy ; " they should build a new one, now Coltham is 
growing up into such a fashionable town. I wish I could 
take you to see the ' Well- walk,' with all the fine people 
promenading. But you must rest, Phineas." 

I consented, being indeed rather weary. 

" You wiQ like to see Mrs. Siddons, whom we have so 
often talked about? — She is not young now, Mr. Charles 
says, but magnificent still. She first came out in this same 
theatre, more than twenty years ago. Yates saw her. I 
wonder, Phineas, if your father ever did'l" 
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'^ Oh, DO ! my father would not enter a plajhoose for the 
world." 

"Whatr 

" Nay, John, yoa need not look so troubled. You know 
he did not bring me up in the Society, and its restrictions 
are not binding upon me." 

'* True, true." And he resumed his walk, but not his 
cheerfulness. ^'If it were myself alone now, of course, 
what I myself hold to be a lawful pleasure, I have a right 
to enjoy ; or, if not, being yet a lad and under a master — 
well, I will bear the consequences," added he, rather 
proudly ; " but to share them — ^Phineas," turning suddenly 
to me, '* would you like to go home 1 — ^I'll take you'" 

I protested earnestly against any such thing ; told him I 
was sure we were doing nothing wrong — which was, indeed, 
my belief; entreated him to be merry and enjoy himself, 
and succeeded so well, that in a few minutes we had started 
in a flutter of gaiety and excitement for Coffee-house Yard. 

It was a poor place-^litde better than a bam, as Mr. 
Charles had said — built in a lane leading out of the principal 
street. This lane ws^ almost blocked up with play-goers of 
all ranks and in all sorts of equipages, from the coach-and- 
six to the sedan-chair, mingled with a motley crowd on foot, 
all jostling, fighting, and screaming, till the place became a 
complete bear-garden. 

" Oh, John ! take care I " and I clung to his arm. 
* " Never mind ! Fm big enough and strong enough for 
any crowd. Hold on, Phieas.** If I had been a woman, 
and the woman tbat be loved, he could not have been more 
tender over my weakness. The physical weakness — which, 
however humiliating to myself^ and doubtless contemptible 
in most men's eyes — was yet dealt by the hand of Heaven, 
and, as such, regarded by John only with compassion. 

The crowd grew denser 'and more formidable. I looked 
beyond it, up towards the low hills that rose in various 
directions round the town ; how green and quiet they were, 
in the still June evening I I only wished we were safe back 
again at Norton Bury. 

But now there came a slight swaying in the crowd, as a 
sedan-chair was borne through — or attempted to be — ^for the 
effort failed. There was a scuffle, and one of the bearers 
was knocked down and hurt. Some cried ' shame !' others 
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seemed to think this incident onlj added to thefroHc. At last, 
in the midst of the confusion, a lady put her head out of the 
sedan, and gazed around her. ' 

It was a remarkable countenance ; once seen, you could 
never forget it. Pale, rather large and hard in outline, an 
aquiline noise — ^full, passionate yet sensitive lips — and very 
dark eyes. She spoke^ and the voice belonged natundly to 
such a fsLce. '^ Grood people, let me pass^^I am Sarah 
Siddons," 

The crowd divided instantaneously, and in moving, set up 
a cheer that must have rang through all the town. There 
was a minute's pause, while she bowed and smiled — such a 
smile I — and then the sedan curtain closed. 

"Now*s the time— only hold fast to me!'* whiispered John, 
as he sprang forward, dragging me after him. In another 
second he had caught up ^e pole dropped by the man who 
was hurt ; and before I well knew what we were about) we 
both stood safe inside the entrance of the theatre. 

Mrs. Siddons stepped out, and turned to pay her bearers 
— ^a most simple action — ^but so elevated in the doing, that 
even it, I thought, could not bring her to the level of com- 
mon humanity. The tall, cloaked, and hooded figure, and 
the tones that issued thence^ made her, even in that narrow 
passage, under the one flaring tallow-candle, a veritable 
Queen of Tragedy — at leasts so she seemed to us two. 

The one man was paid— -over-psdd, apparently, from his 
thankfulness — and she turned to John Halifax. 

'^ I regret, young man, that you should have had so much 
' trouble. Here is some requital." 

He took the money, selected from it one silver coin, and 
returned the rest. 

'^ I will keep this, madam, if you please, as a memento 
that I once had the honour of being useM to Mrs. Siddons." 

She looked at him keenly, out of her wonderful dark eyes, 
then curtsied with grave dignity — " I thank you, sir," she 
said, and passed on. 

A few minutes after, some underling of the theatre found 
us out, and brought us, ' by Mrs. Siddons' desire,' to the 
best places the house could a^ord. 

It was a glorious night. At this distance of time, when 
I look back upon it, my old blood leaps and bums. I re- 
peat, it was a glorious night ! 
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Before the curtain rose, we had time to glance about us 
on that scene, to both entirely new — ^the inside of a theatre. 
Shabby and small as the place was, it was filled with all the 
beau monde of Coltham, which then, patronized by royalty, 
'rivalled even Bath in its fashion and folly. Sach a dazzle 
of diamonds and spangled turbans and Prince-of Wales' 
plumes. Such an odd mingling of costume, which was then 
in a transition state, the old ladies clinging tenaciously to 
the stately silken petticoats and long bodices, surmounted by 
•the prim and decent houffantes^ while the younger belles had 
begun to flaunt in the French &shions of flimsy muslins, 
short-waisted — narrow-skirted. These we had already 
heard Jael furiously inveighing against : for Jael, Quakeress 
as she was, could not quite smother her original propensity 
: towards the decoraUon of ^ the flesh,' and betrayed a sup- 
pressed but profound interest in the same. 

John and I quite agreed with her, that it was painful to 
'see gentle English girls clad, or rather un-clad, after the 
fashion of our enemies across the Channel ; now, unhappy 
nation! sunk to zero, in politics, religion, and morals^ 
where high-bred ladies went about dressed as heathen god- 
desses, with bare arms and bare sandalled feet, gaining none 
•of the pure simplicity of the ancient world, and losing all 
the decorous dignity of our modem times. 

We two— who had all a boy*s mysterious reverence fpr 
womanhood, in its most ideal, most beautiful form, and who, 
I believe, were, in our ignorance, expecting to behold in 
every woman an Imogen, a Juliet, or a Desdemona — felt no 
particular attraction towards the ungracefully attired, flaunt* 
ing, simpering belles of Coltham. 

But — ^the play began. 

I am not going to follow it : all the world has heard of the 
Lady Macbeth of Mrs. Siddons. This, the first and last play 
I ever witnessed, stands out to my memory, after more than 
half a century, as clear as on that night. Still I can see her 
in her first scene, * reading a letter ' — that wondrous woman, 
who, in spite of her modern black velvet and point lace, did 
•not act, but was. Lady Macbeth : still I hear the awe-struck, 
questioning, weird-like tone, that sent an involuntary shudder 
through the house, as if supernatural things were abroad— 
^^They made tkemselues'^^^ir f " And still there quivers 
through the silence that piteous cry of a strong heart brokeii 

F 
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^— <^ All the perfumes of Arabia will never sweeten this Uttle 
handr ' 

Well, she is gone, like the Imef three hours when we hnng 
,on her every hreath, as if it could stay even the wheels of 
time. But they have whirled on — ^whirled her away with 
them into the infinite, and into earthly ohlivion ! People 
tell me that a new generation <mly smiles at the traditional 
.glory of Sarah Siddons. They never saw her. For me, I 
shall go down to the grave^ worshipping her still. 

Of him whom I call Mr. Charles, I have little to say. 
John and I both smiled when we saw lus fine, frank &ce 
and manly bearing subdued into that poor, whining, senti- 
mental craven, the stage Macbeth. Yet I believe he acted it 
well. But we irresistibly associated his idea with that of 
turnip-munching and hay-cart oratory. And when, during 
the first colloquy of Banquo with the witches, Macbeth took 
,tho opp<Hrtunity of winking privately at us over the foot-lights, 
all the paraphernalia of the stage fiuled to make the murderous 
Thane of Cawdor aught else than our humorous and good- 
natured Mr. Charles. I never saw him after that night. He 
is still living — ^may his old age have been as peaceful as his 
youth was kind and gay! 

The play ended. There was some buffoonery still to comoi 
but we would not stay for that. We staggered, half-blin4 
•and dazzled, both in eyes and brain, out into the dark streets, 
John almost carrying me. Then we paused, and leaning 
against a post which was surmounted by one of the half* 
dozen oil lamps which illumined the town, tried to regain 
X)ur mental equilibrium. 

John was the first to dp it. Passing his hand over his 
brow, he bared it to the fresh night-air, and drew a deep, 
hard breath. He was very pale, I saw. 

"John?" 

He turned, and laid a hand on my shoulder. << What did 
you say ? Are you cold ?" 

'< No." He put his arm so as to shield the wind from me, 
nevertheless. 

" Well," said he, after a pause, " we have had our plea- 
sure, and it is over. Now, we must go back to the old ways 
again. I wonder what o'clock it is ? ' 

He was answered by a church clock striking, heard clearly 
over the silent town. I counted the strokes---e/et^i»/ 
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Horrified, we looked at one another bj the light of the 
lamp. Until this minute we had taken no note of time. 
Eleven o'clock I How should we get home to Norton Bury 
that night! 

For, now the excitement was over, I turned sick and 
^&int ; my limbs almost sank und^ me. 

"What must we do, John ?" 

" Do ! Oh ! 'tis quite easy. You cannot walk — you shall 
jioi walk — we must hire a gig, and drive home. I have 
enough money — all my month's wages — see !" He felt in 
his pockets <me after the other ; his countenance grew blank. 
u 'VV'hy I where is my money gone to ?" 

Where, indeed I But that it was gone, and irretrievably 
^-most likely stolen when we were so wedged in the crowd 
— there could be no manner of doubt. And I had not a 
groat. I had little use for money, and rarely carried any. 

" Would not somebody trust us ?" suggested I. 

" I never asked anybody for credit in my life — and for a 
horse and gig — they'd laugh at me. Still — ^yes — stay here a 
jninute, and I'll try." 

He came back, though not immediately, and took my arm 
with a reckless laugh. 

"It's of no use, Phineas — ^I'm not so respectable as I 
thought. What's to be done I" 

Ay I what indeed ! Here we were, two -friendless youths, 
with not a penny in our pockets, and ten miles away from 
home. How to get there, and at midnight too, was a y/ery 
serious question. We consulted a minute, and then John 
«aid firmly : 

" We must make the best of it, and start. Every instant 
is precious. Your fiither will think we have fallen into some 
iarm. Come, Phineas, I'll help you on." 

His strong, cheery voice, added to the necessity of the cir- 
^eumstances, braced up my nerves. I took hold of his arm, 
and we marched on bravely through the shut-up town, and 
,for a mile or two alon^ the high road leading to Norton 
jBury. There was a cow fresh breeze : and I often think 
one can walk so much further by night than by day. For 
^ome time, listening to John's tfUk about the stars — he bad 
lately added astronomy to the many things he tried to learn 
— ^and recalling with him all that we had heard and seen 
this day, I hardly felt my weariness. 

p2 
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But gradually it grew upon me ; mj pace lagged slower 
and slower— even the scented air of the midsummer-night 
imparted no freshness. John wound his young arm, strong 
and firm as iron^ round my waist, and we got on awhile in 
that way. 

" Keep up, PhineaS. There's a hay-rick near. Til wrap 
you in my coat, and you shall rest there ; an hour or two 
will not matter now — ^we shall get home hy day-break." 

I feebly assented; but it seemed to me that we never 
should get home — at least, I never should. For a short way 
more, I dragged myself — or rather, was dragged, along ; then 
the stars, the shadowy fields, and the winding, white high* 
road mingled and faded from me. I lost all^ consciousness. 

When I came to myselfi I was lying by a tiny brook at 
the road-side, my head resting on John's knees. He was 
bathing my forehead ; I could not see him, but I heard hia 
smothered moan. 

" David, don't mind. I shall be well directly." 

" Oh ! Phineas— Phineas ! I thought I had killed you." 

He said no more ; but I fancied that under cover of the 
night he yielded to what his manhood might have been 
^shamed of — ^yet need not — -a few tears. 

I tried to rise. There was a faint streak in the east. 
"Why, it is day-break! How far are we from Norton 
Bury?" 

'* Not very far. Don't stir a step. I shall carry you." 

" Impossible I" 

" Nonsense ; I have done it for half-a-mile already. Come, 
mount! I am not going to have Jonathan's death laid at 
David's door." 

And so, masking command with a jest, he hai his way. 
What strength supported him I cannot tell, but he certainly 
carried me — with many rests between, and pauses, during 
which I walked a quarter of a mile or so— the whole way to 
Norton Bury. 

The light broadened and broadened ; when we reached my 
father's door, haggard and miserable, it was in the pale sun* 
shine of a summer morning. 

" Thank God !" murmured John, as he set me down at the 
foot of the steps. " You are safe at home." 

*^ And you. You will come in — ^you would not leave m^ 
nowT 
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He thought a moment — ^then said <^ No !" 

We looked up doubtfuUy at the bouse; there were no 
watchers there. All the windows were closed, as if the 
whole peacefiU establishment were taking its sleep, prior to 
the earlj stirring of Norton Bury households. Even John's 
loud knocking was some time before it was answered. 

I was too exhausted to feel much ; but I know those five 
awful minutes seemed interminable. I could not have borne 
them, save for John's voice in my ear. 

" Courage I I'll bear all the blame. We have committed 
no absolute sin, and have paid dearly for any foUy. 
Courage !" 

At the five minutes' end, my father opened the door. He 
was dressed as usual, looked as usuaL Whether he had sat 
up watching, or had suffered any anxiety, I never found out. 

He said nothing ; merely opened the door, admitted us, 
and closed it behind us. But we were cei tain, from his face, 
that he knew all. It was so ; some neighbour driving home 
from Coltham, had taken pains to tell Abel Fletcher where 
he had seen his son — at the very last place a Friend's son 
ought to be seen — the play-house. We knew that it was by 
no means to learn the truth, but to confront us with it, that 
my father — reaching the parlour, and opening the shutters, 
that the hard daylight should shame us more and more — 
asked the stem question — 

" Phineas, where hast thee been ? " 

John answered for me. " At the theatre at Coltham. It 
was my fault. He went because I wished to go." 

" And wherefore didst thee wish to go ? " 

"Wherefore?" the answer seemed hard to find. "Oh! 
Mr. Fletcher, were you never young like me ?" 

My father made no reply ; John gathered courage. 

"It was, as I say, all my fault. It might have been 
wrong — I think now that it was — but the temptation was 
hard. My life here is dull; I long sometimes for a little 
amusement — a little change." 

"Thee shall have it." 

That voice, slow and quiet as it was, struck us both 
dumb. 

" And how long hast thee planned this, John Halifax ? " 

"Not a day — ^not an hour! It was a sudden freak of 
mine." (My father shook his head with contemptuous incre- 
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dulity.) "Sir!— Abel Fletcher — did I ever tell you a lie? 
J£ you will not believe me, believe your own son. Ask 
Phineas — ^No, no, ask him nothing!" And he came in great 
distress to the sofe where I had fallen. " Oh, Phineas ! how 
cruel I have been to you !" 

I tried to smile at him, being past speaking — but my 
father put John aside. 

" Young man, / can take care of my son. Thee shalt not 
lead him into harm's way any more. Go — ^I have been 
mistaken in thee !" 

If my father had gone into a passion, had accused us, 
reproached us, and stormed at us with all the ill-language 
that men of the world use ! but that quiet, cold, irrevocable, 
' I have been mistaken in thee ! ' was ten times worse. 

John lifted to him a mute look, from which all pride had 
ebbed away. 

" I repeat, I have been mistaken in thee ! Thee seemed 
a lad to my mind ; I trusted thee. This day, by my son's 
wish, I meant to have bound thee 'prentice to me, and in 
good time to have taken thee into the business. Now — " 

There was silence. At last John muttered^ in a low 
broken-hearted voice, " I deserve it all. I can go away. 1 
might perhaps earn my living elsewhere; shall If" 

Abel Fletcher hesitated, looked at the poor lad before him 
(oh, David I how unlike to thee), then said, " No— I do not' 
wish that. At least, not at present." 

I cried out in the joy and relief of my heart. John came 
over to me, and we clasped hands. 

" John, you will not go t" 

" No, I will stay to redeem my character with your father.. 
Be content, Phineas — ^I won't part with you." 

" Young man, thou must," said my father, turning round. 

"But." 

" I have said it Phineas. I accuse him of no dishonesty, 
no crime, but of weakly yielding, and selfishly causing 
another to yield, to the temptation of the world. Therefore, 
as my clerk I retain him ; as my son^ companion — ^never !" 

We felt that ' never * was irrevocable. 

Yet I tried, blindly and despairingly, to wrestle with it ; I 
might as well have flung myself against a stone wall. 

John stood perfectly silent. 

" Don't, Phineas," he whispered at last ; «* nevw mind me. 
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Tour &ther is right — ^at least so far as he sees» Let me go 
— ^perhaps I may come back to you some time. If not — " 

I moaned out bitter words — ^I hardly knew what I was 
saying. My father took no notice of them, only went to the 
door and called Jael. 

Then, before the woman came, I had strength enough to 
bid John go. 

" Good-bye — don't forget me, don't !** 

" I will not," he said ; " and if I live, we shall be friends 
again. Good-bye, Phineas." He was gone. 

After that day, though he kept his word, and remained in 
the tan-yard, and though from time to time I heard of him, 
always accidentally — afler that day, for two long years I never 
once saw the h/ce of John Halifax, 



CHAPTER Vn. 

It was the year 1 800, long known in English households 
as 'the dear year.' The present generation can have no 
conception of what a terrible time that was — ^War, Famine, 
and Tumult stalking hand-in-hand, and no one to stay them. 
For between the upper and lower classes there was a great 
gulf fixed ; the rich ground the faces of the poor, the poor 
hated, Tyet meanly succumbed to, the rich. Neither had 
Christianity enough boldly to cross the line of demarcation, 
and prove, the humbler, that they were men — ^the higher and 
wiser, that they were gentlemen. 

These troubles, which were everywhere abroad, reached 
us even in our quiet town of Norton Bury. For myself, 
personally, they touched me not, or, at least, only kept 
fluttering like evil birds outside the dear home-tabernacle, 
where I and Patience sat, keeping our solemn counsel to- 
gether — for these two years had with me been very hard. 

Though I had to bear so much bodily suffering, that I was 
seldom told of any worldly cares, still I oflen fancied things 
were going ill both within and without our doors. Jael 
complained in an under-key of stinted housekeeping, or 
boasted aloud of her own ingenuity in making ends meet : 
and my father's brow grew continually heavier, graver, sterner ; 
sometimes so atern that I dared not wage, what was, openly 
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or secretly, tlie quiet but incessant crusade of mj existence' 
— the bringing back of John Halifax. 

He still remained my father's clerk — ^nay, I sometimes 
thought he was even advancing in duties and trusts, for I 
heard of his being sent long journeys up and down England 
to buy grain — ^Abel Fletcher having added to his tanning 
business the flour-mill hard by, whose lazy whirr was so 
familiar to John and me in our boyhood. But of these 
journeys my father never spoke ; indeed he rarely mentioned 
John at all. However he mighi employ and even trust him; 
in business relations, 1 knew that in every other way he waa 
inexorable. 

And John Halifax was as inexorable as he. No under- 
hand or clandestine friendship would he admit — ^no, not even 
for my sake. 1 knew quite well, that until he could walk in 
openly, honourably, proudly, he never would re-enter my 
father's doors. Twice only he had written to me — on my 
two birthdays — ^my father himself giving me in silence the 
unsealed letters. They told me what I already was sure of 
— that I held, and always should hold, my stedfast place in 
his friendship. Nothing more. 

One other fact I noticed : that a little lad, afterward dis^ 
covered to be Jem Watkins, to whom had fallen the hard- 
working lot of the lost Bill, had somehow crept into our 
household as errand-boy, or gardener's boy ; and being ' cute,' 
and a ' scholard,' was greatly patronized by Jael. I noticed, 
too, that the said Jem, whenever he came in my way, in 
house or garden, was the most capital ' little foot-page ' that 
ever invalid had; knowing intuitively all my needs, and 
serving me with an unfailing devotion, which quite sur- 
prised and puzzled me at the time. It did not afterwards. 

Summer was passing. People began to watch with anxious 
looks the thin harvest-fields — as Jael often told me, when she 
came home from her afternoon walks. " It was piteous to 
see them," she said; "only July, and the quartern loaf 
nearly three shillings, and meal four shillings a peck." 

And then she would glance at our flour-mill, where for 
several days a week the water-wheel was as quiet as on 
Sundays ; for my father kept his grain locked up, waiting 
for what, he wisely judged, might be a worse harvest than 
the last. But Jael, though she said nothing, often looked at 
the flour-mill, and shook her head. And after one market-* 
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day — ^wlien slie came in rather * flustered/ saying, thei^ bad 
been a'mob outside the mill, until ^ that young man Halifax ' 
bad gone out and spoken to them — she never once allowed 
me to take my rare walk un^^er the trees in the Abbey-yard; 
nor, if she could help it, would she even let me sit watching 
the lazy Avon from the garden-wall. 

One Sunday — ^it was Uie Ist of August, for my father bad 
just come back from meeting, very much later than usual; 
and Jael said he had gone, as was his annual custom on that 
his wedding-day, to the Friends' burial ground in St. Mary's 
Lane, where, fiir away from her own kindred and people, 
my poor young mother had been laid ;— on this one Sun- 
day, I began to see that things were going wrong. Abel 
Fletcher sat at dinner, wearing the heavy, hard look which 
had grown upon his face not unmingled with the wrinkles 
plant^ by physical pain. For, with all his temperance, he 
could not quite keep down his hereditary enemy, gout ; and 
this week it had clutched him pretty hard. 

Dr. Jessop came in, and I stole away gladly enough, and 
sat for an hour in my old place in the garden, idly watching 
the stretch of meadow, pasture, and harvest land. Noticing, 
too, more as a pretty bit in the landscape, than as a fact of 
vital importance, in how many places the half-ripe corn was 
already cut, and piled in thinly-scattered sheaves over the 
fields. 

After the 'doctor left, my father sent for me and all his 
household : in the which, creeping humbly after the woman- 
kind, was now numbered the lad Jem. That Abel Fletcher 
was not quite himself, was proved by the fact that his un- 
lighted pipe lay on the table, and his afternoon tankard of 
ale sank from foam to flatness, untouched. 

He first addressed Jael. "Woman, was it thee who 
cooked the dinner to-day ?" 

She gave a dignified affirmative. 

" Thee must give us no more such dinners. No cakes, no 
pastry kickshaws, and only wheaten bread enough for abso- 
lute necessity. Our neighbours shall not say that Abel 
Fletcher has flour in his mill, and plenty in his house, while 
there is famine abroad in the land. So take heed." 

" 1 do take heed," answered Jael, staunchly. " Thee canst 
not say I waste a penny of thine. And for myself, do I not 
pity the poor? On First-day a woman cried after me about 
wasting good flour in starch — to-day, behold." 
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And with a spasmodic bridling-up, she pointed to the" 
honffante which used to stand up stiffly round her withered 
old throat, and stick out in front like a pouter pigeon. Alas ! 
its glory and starch were alike departed ; it now appeared 
nothing but a heap of crumpled and yellowish muslin. 
Poor Jael ! I knew this was the most heroic i>ersoual sacri- 
fice she could have made, yet I could not help smiling ; even 
my Neither did the same. 

" Dost thee mock me, Abel Fletcher f " cried she, angrily. 
" Preach not to others, while the sin lies on thy own head." 

And I am sure poor Jael was innocent of any jocular in- 
tention, as, advancing sternly, she pointed to her master's 
pate, where his long- worn powder was scarcely distinguish- 
able from the snows of age. He bore the assault gravely 
and unshrinkingly, merely saying, " Woman, peace !" 

" Nor while " — ^pursued Jael, driven apparently to the last 
and most poisoned arrow in her quiver of wrath — " while 
the poor folk be starving in scores about Norton Bury, and 
the rich folk there will not sell their wheat under famine 
price. Take heed to thyself, Abel Fletcher." 

My) father winced, either from a twinge of gout or con- 
science ; and then Jael suddenly ceased the attack, sent the 
other servants out of the room, and tended her master aa 
carefully as if she h^ not insulted him. In his fits of gout, 
my father, unlike most men, became the quieter and easier 
to manage, the more he suffered. He had a long fit of pain, 
which left him considerably exhausted. When, being at last 
relieved, he and I were sitting in the room alone, he said to 



"Phineas, the tan-yard has thriven iU of late, and I 
thought the mill would make up for it. But if it will 
not, it will not. Wouldst thee mind, my son being left a 
little poorer when I am gone I" 

"Father!" 

•* Well, then, in a few days I will begin selling my wheat, 
as that lad has advised and begged me to do these weeks 
past. He is a sharp lad, and I am getting old. Perhaps he 
is right." 

" Who, father t " I asked, rather hypocritically. 

" Thee knowest well enough — John Halifax." * 

I thought it best to say no more ; but I never let go one 
thread of hope which could draw me nearer to my father's 
desire. 
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On the Monday morning my father went to the tan-yard aa 
usual. I spent the day in my bed-room, which looked over 
the garden, where I saw nothing but the waving of the trees 
and the birds hopping over the smooth grass ; heard nothing 
but the soft chime, hour after hour, of the Abbey bells. What 
was passing in the world, in the town, or even in the next 
street, was to me faint as dreams. 

At dinner-time I rose, went down stairs, and waited for 
my father; waited one, two, three hours. It was very 
strange. He never by any chance^ overstayed his time,' 
without sending a message home. So, after some considera- 
tion as to whether I dared encroach upon his formal habits 
so much, and after much advice from Jael, who betrayed 
more anxiety than was at all warranted by the cause she 
assigned, viz. the spoiled dinner, I despatched Jem Watkins 
to the tan-yard, to see after his master. 

He came back with ill news. The lane leading to the tan* 
yard was blocked up with a wild mob. Even the stolid, 
starved patience of our Norton Bury poor had come to 
an end at last — they had followed the example of many others. 
There was a bread-riot in the town. 

God only knows how terrible those * riots ' were ; when 
the people rose in desperation, not from some delusion 
of crazy, blood-thirsty ' patriotism,' but to get food for them- 
selves, their wives, and children. God only knows what 
madness was in each individual heart of that concourse of 
poor wretches, styled ' the mob,* when every man took up 
arms, certain that there were before him but two alt^natives, 
starving or — ^hanging. 

The riot here was scarcely universal. Norton Bury was 
not a large place, and had always abundance of small-pox and 
fevers to keep the poor down numerically. Jem said it was 
chiefly &bout our mill and our tan-yard that the disturbance 
lay. 

" And where is my father? " 

Jem ' didn't know,' and looked very much as if he didn't 
care. 

" Jael, somebody must go at once, and find my father." 

"I am going," said Jael, who had already put on her 
cloak and hood. Of course, despite all her opposition, I 
went too. 

The tan-yard was deserted; the mob had divided, and 
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gone, one half to our mill, the rest to another that was lower 
down the river. I asked of a poor frightened bark-cutter if 
she knew where my father was ? She thought he was gone 
for the ^ millingtary ;' but Mr. Halifax was at the mill now 
•—she hoped no harm would come to Mr. Halifax. 

Even in that moment of alarm I felt a sense of pleasure. 
I had not been in the tan -yard for nearly three years. I did 
not know John had come already to be called ' Mr. Halifax.' 

There was nothing for me but to wait here till my father 
returned. He could not surely be so insane as to go to the 
mill — and John was there. Terribly was my heart divided, 
but my duty lay with my father. 

Jael sat down in the shed, or marched restlessly b^ween 
the tan-pits. I went to the end of the yard, and looked down 
towards the mill. What a half-hour it was ! 

At last, exhausted, I sat down on the bark-heap where 
John and I had once sat as lads. He must now be more 
than twenty ; I wondered if he were altered. 

" Oh, David ! David !" I thought, as I listened eagerly for 
any sounds abroad in the town ; " what should I do if any 
harm came to thee V* 

This minute I heard a footstep crossing the yard. No, it 
was not my father's — ^it was firmer, quicker, younger. I 
sprang from the bark-heap. 

"Phineasr 

"John!" 

What a grasp that was — ^both hands ! and how fondly and 
proudly I looked up in his face — ^the still boyish face. But 
the figure was quite that of a, man, now. 

For a minute we forgot ourselves in our joy, and then he 
let go my hands, saying hurriedly — 

" Where is your father ?" 

" I wish I knew ! — Gone for the soldiers, they say." 

" No, not that — ^he would never do that. I must go and 
look for him. Good-bye." 

"Nay, dear John!" 

" Can't— can't " — said he, firmly, " not while your father 
forbids. I must go." And he was gone. 

Though my heart rebelled, my conscience defended him ; 
marvelling how it was that he who had never known his 
father, should uphold so sternly the duty of filial obedience. 

think it ought to act as a solemn warning to those who 
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exact 80 much from the mere fact and name of parenthood, 
without having in anj way fulfilled its duties, that orphans 
from birth often revere the ideal of that bond far more than 
those who have known it in reality. Always excepting 
those children to whose blessed lot it has fallen to have the 
ideal realized. 

In a few minutes I saw him and my father enter the tan*^ 
yard together. He was talking earnestly, and my fiatther 
was listening — ay, listening — and to John Halifax I But 
whatever the argument was, it failed to move him. Greatly 
troubled, but staunch as a rock, my old father stood, resting 
his lame foot on a heap of hides. I went to meet him. 

"Phineas," said John, anxiously, "come and help me. 
No, Abel Fletcher," he added, rather proudly, in reply to a 
sharp suspicious glance at us both ; " your son and I only 
met ten minutes ago, and have scarcely exchanged a word. 
But we cannot waste time over that matter now. Phineas, 
help me to persuade your father to save his property. He 
will not call for the aid of the law, because he is a Friend. 
Besides, for the same reason, it might be useless asking." 

" Verily !" said my £sither, with a bitter and meaning 
«mile, 

" But he might get his own men to defend his property, 
tmd need not do what he is bent on doing — go to the mill 
himself." 

" Surely," was all Abel Fletcher said, planting his oaken 
stick firmly, as firmly as his will, and taking his way to the 
river-side, in the direction of the mill. 

I caught his arm — " Father, don't go." 

" My son," said he, turning on me one of his * iron looks,' 
as I used to call them — tokens of a nature that might have 
ran molten once, and had settled into a hard, moulded mass, 
of which nothing could afterwards alter one form, or erase 
one line — "My son, no opposition. Any who try that with 
me, fail. If those fellows had waited two days more, I 
would have sold all my wheat at a hundred shillings the 
quarter ; now, they shaJl have nothing. It wilT teach them 
wisdom another time. Gret thee safe home, Phineas, my 
son ; Jael, go thou likewise." 

But neither went. John held me back as I was following 
my father. 

" He will do it, Phineas, and I suppose he must. Please 
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God, I'll take care no harm touches him — but you go 
iiome." 

That-was not to be thought of. Fortunately, the time 
was too brief for argument, so tbe discussion soon ended. 
He followed my father, and I followed liim, For Jael, she 
disappeared. 

. There was a private path from the tan-yard to the mill, 
along tlie river side ; by this we w^it, in silence. When we 
reached the spol^ it was deserted ; but fiirther down the river 
we heard a scuffling, and saw a number of men breaking 
down our garden walL 

" They think he is gone home,'* whispered John ; " well 
^et in here the safer. Quick, Phineas." 

We crossed the little bridge ; John took a key out of his 
pocket, and let us into the mill by a small door — the only 
entrance, and that was barred and trebly barred within. It 
had goodneed to be, in such times. 

The mill was a queer, musty, silent place, especially the 
machinery room, the sole flooring of which was the dark, 
dangerous stream. We stood there a good while — ^it was the 
safest place, having no windows. Then we followed my 
father to the top story, where he kept his bags of jgrain. 
There were very many ; enoi^h, in these times, to make a 
large fortune by — a cursed fortune, wrung out of human lives. 

" Oh I how could my father — " 

" Hush!" whispered John, "it was for his son's sake, you 
-know." 

But while we stood, and with a meaning, but rather grim 
smile, Abel Fletcher counted his bags, worth almost as mnch 
'as bags of gold — ^we heard a hammering at the door below. 
The rioters were come. 

Miserable ' rioters?* — ^A handful of weak, starved men — 
pelting us with stones and words. One pistol-shot might 
have routed them all — ^but my father's doctrine of non- 
resistance forbade. Small as their force seemed, there was 
something at once formidable and pitiful in th« low howl 
that reached us at times. 

" Bring out the bags! — Us mun have bread!" 

" Throw down thy com, Abel Fletcher 1" 

" Abel Fletcher ivill throw it down to ye, ye knaves," said 
my father, leaning out of the upper window ; while a soun<^ 
half cun^s, half cheers oi triumph, answered him from below. 
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**That 18 weU,** exclaimed John, eagerlj. ''Thank you 
— ^thank 70a, Mr. Fletcher — ^I knew jou would yield at laat." 

'' Didst thee, lad ? " said my fother, stopping short. 

** Not because th^ forced you — ^not to save your life — but 
because it was right." 

" Help me with this bag," was all the reply. 

It was a great weight, but not too great for John's young 
arm, nervous and strong. He hauled it up. 

'' Now, open the widow — dash the panes through — it 
matters not. On to the window, I tell thee." 

'' But if I do, the bag will fall into the river. You cannot 
—oh, no I — ^you cannot mean that! " 

'' Haul it up to the window, John Halifiu^" 

But John remained immoveable. 

^' I must do it myself, then ; " and, in the desperate effort 
he made, somehow the bag of grain fell, and fell on his lame 
foot Tortured into firenzy with the pain — or else, I will still 
believe, my old fiaiher would not have done such a deed — ^his 
failing strength seemed doubled and trebled. In an instant 
more he had got the bag half through the window, and the 
next sound we heard was its heavy splash tn the river below;. 

Flung into the river, the precious wheat, and in the very 
m^t of the £ftmished rioters I A howl of fury and despair 
arose. Some plunged into the water, ere the eddies left by 
the ^ing mass had ceased — ^but it was too late. A sharp 
substance in the river's bed had cut the bag, and we saw 
thrown up to the surface, and whirled down the Avon, thou- 
sands of dancing grains. A few of the men swam, or waded 
after them, clutching a handful here or there — ^but by the 
mill-pool the river ran swifl, and the wheat had all soon dis- 
appeared, except what remained in the bag when it was drawn 
on shore. Over even that they fought like demons. 

We could not look at them — John and L He put his 
hand over his eyes, muttering the Name that, young man as 
.he was, I had never yet heard irreverently and thoughtlessly 
on his lips. It was a sight that would move any one to cry 
for pity unto the Great Father of the human family. 

Abel Fletcher sat on his remaining bags, in an exhausticm 
that I think was not all physical pain. The paroxysm of 
anger past, he, ever a just man, could not fail to be stru^ 
with what he had done. He seemed subdued, even to some- 
-ihinglike remorse. 
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John looked at him, and looked away. For a minnte he 
listened in silence to the shouting outside, and then turned 
to my father. 

" Sir, jou must come now. Not a second to lose — ^they 
will fire the mill next." ^ 

"Lot them." 

" Let them ? — ^and Phineas is here !" 

My poor father ! He rose at once. 

We got him down stairs — ^he was very lame — ^his ruddy 
face all drawn and white with pain ; but he did not speak 
-one word of opposition, or utter a groan of complaint. 

The flour-mill was built on piles, in the centre of the 
narrow river. It was only a few steps of bridge-work to 
either bank. The little door was on the Norton Bury side, 
and was hid from the opposite shore, where the rioters had 
now collected. In a minute, we had crept forth, and dashed 
out of sight, in the narrow path which had been made from 
the mill to the tan-yard." 

" Will you take my arm ? we must get on fast." 

"Home?" said my father, as John led him passively 
along. 

" No, sir, not home : they are there before you. Your 
life's not safe an hour — unless, indeed, you get soldiers to 
guard it." 

Abel Fletcher gave a decided negative. The stem old 
Quaker held to his principles still. 

" Then you must hide for a time — ^both of you. Come to 
my room. You will be secure there. Urge him, Phineas 
— ^for your sake and his own." 

But my poor broken-down father needed no urging. 
Grasping more tightly both John's arm and mine, which, 
for the first time in his life, he leaned upon, he submitted to 
be led whither we chose. So, after this long interval of 
time, I once more stood in Sally Watkins' small attic ; 
where, ever since I first brought him there, John Halifax 
had lived. 

Sally knew not of our entrance ; she was out, watching 
the rioters. No one saw us but Jem, and Jem's honour was 
safe as a rock. I knew that, in the smile with which he 
pulled off^ his cap to ' Mr. Halifax.' 

" Now," said John, hastily smoothing his bed, so that my 
father might lie down, and wrapping his cloak round me-^ 
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"you mu8t both be very stilL You will likely have to 
Bpepd the night here. Jem shall bring you a light and 
supper. You will make yourself easy, Abel Fletcher ?** 

" Ay." It was strange to see how decidedly, yet respect* 
fully, John spoke, and how quietly my father answered. 

" And Phineas " — he put his arm round my shoulder in 
his old way — " you will take care of yourself. Are you any 
stronger than you used to be t" 

I clasped his hand, without reply. My heart melted to 
hear that tender accent, so familiar once. All was happen- 
ing for the best, if it only gave me back David. 

** Now good-bye— I must be off." 

" Whither t" said my father, rousing himself. 

^^ To try and save the house and the tan-yard — ^I fear we 
must give up the mill. No, don't hold me, Phineas. I run 
no risk : everybody knows me. Besides, I am young. There I 
see after your father. I shall come back in good time." 

He grasped my hands warmly — then unloosed them ; and 
J heard his step descending the stair-case. The room seemed 
to darken when he went away. 

The evening passed very slowly. My father, exhausted 
with pain, lay on the bed and dozed. I sat watching the 
sky over the housetops, which met in the old angles, with the 
same blue peeps between. I half forgot all the day's events 
— ^it seemed but two weeks, instead of two years ago, that 
John and I had sat in this attic- window, conning our Shaks- 
peare for the first time. 

Ere twilight, I examined John's room. It was a good deal 
changed ; the furniture was improved ; a score of ingenious 
little contrivances made the tiny attic into a cosy bed- 
chamber. One comer was full of shelves, laden with books, 
chiefiy of a scientific and practical nature. John's taste did 
not lead him into the current literature of the day : Cowper, 
Akenside, and Peter Pindar were alike indifferent to him. I 
found among his books no poet but Shakspeare. 

He evidently still practised his old mechanical arts. There 
was lying in the window a telescope — ^the cylinder made of 
pasteboard — into which the lenses were ingeniously fitted. A 
rough telescope-stand, of common deal, stood on the ledge of 
the roof, from which the field of view must have been satis- 
factory enough to the young astronomer. Other fragments 
of skilful handiwork, chiefiy meant for machineiy on a lilli- 
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putian scale, were strewn about the floor ; and on a chair, 
just as he had left it that morning, stood a loom, very small 
in size, but perfect in its neat workmanship, with a few 
threads already woven, making some fabric not so very unlil:e 
doth. 

I had gone over all these things, without noticing that my 
iather was awake, and that his sharp eye had observed them 
likewise. 

« The lad works hard," said he, half to himself. « He 
has useful hands, and a clear head." I smiled, but took no 
notice whatever. 

Evening began to close in — ^less peacefully than usual- 
over Norton Bury ; for, whenever I ventured to open the 
window, we heard unusual and ,ominous sounds abroad in 
the town. I trembled inwardly. But John was prudent, as 
well as brave : besides, * everybody knew him.* Surely he 
was safe. 

Faithfully, at supper-time, Jem entered. But he could 
tell us no news ; he had kept watch all the time on the 
staircase, by desire of * Mr. Halifax ' — so he informed me. 
My father asked no questions — not even about his mill. 
From his look, sometimes, I fancied he yet beheld in fancy 
these starving men fighting over the precious food, destroyed 
so wilfully — ^nay, wickedly. Heaven forgive me, his son, if 
I too harshly use the word ; for I think, till the day of his 
death, that cruel sight never wholly vanished from the eyes 
of my poor father. 

Jem seemed talkatively inclined. He observed, that 
"master was looking sprack agin; and wam't this a tidy 
room, like ?" 

I praised it ; and supposed his mother was better off now I 

" Ay, she be. Mr. Halifax pays her a good rent ; and she 
sees 'un made comfortable. Not that he wants much, being 
out pretty much all day." 

" What is he busy about of nights ?" 

" Laming," said Jem, with an awed look. " He's terrible 
wise. But for all that, sometimes he'll teach Charley and 
me a bit o' the Readamadeasy." (Reading-made-easy, I 
suppose, John's hopeful pupil meant.) " He's very kind to we, 
and to mother too. Her says, that her do, Mr. Halifax — " 

" Send the fellow away, Phineas," muttered my father, 
turning his face to the wall. 
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I obeyed. But first \ asked, in a whisper, ifj&m had any 
idea when < Mr. Hali£suL/ would be back ? 

^' He said, may be not till morning. Them's bad folk 
about. He was going to stop all night, either at your house 
or at the tan-yard, for fear of a blaze." 

The word made my father start ; for in these times, well 
we knew what poor folk meant by * a blaze.' 

" My house — my tan-yard — I must get up this instant — 
help me. He ought to come back — that lad Halifax. 
There's a score of my men at hand — ^Wilkes, and Johnson, 
and Jacob Baines — ^I say, Phineas — ^But thee know'st 
nothing." 

He tried to dress, and to drag on his heavy shoes ; but 
fell back, sick with exhaustion and pain. I made him lie 
down again on the bed. 

" Phineas, lad," said he, brokenly, " thy old father ia 
getting as helpless as thee." 

So we kept watch together, all the night through ; some- 
times dozing, sometimes waking up at some slight noise 
below, or at the flicker of the long-wicked candle, which 
fear converted into the glare of some incendiary fire— doubt 
less our own home. Now and then, I heard my &ther mut- 
ter something about " the lad being safe," I said nothing. 
I only prayed. 
Thus the night wore away. 



CHAPTER Vni. 

After midnight — ^I know not how long, for I lost count of 
the hours by the Abbey chimes, and our light had gone out 
— after midnight I heard by my father's breathing, that he 
was asleep. I was thankful to see it for his sake, and also 
for another reason. 

I could not sleep — all my faculties were pretematurally 
alive ; my weak body and timid mind became strong and 
active, able to compass anything. For that one night, at 
least, I felt myself a man. 

My father was a very sound sleeper. I knew nothing 
would disturb him till daylight; therefore my divided duty 
was at an end. I left him, and crept down stairs into Sally 
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Watkins* kitclien. It was saleni, only the faithful warder, 
Jem, dozed over the dull fire. I touched him on the shoul- 
der — at which he collared me and nearly knocked mc down. 

" Bec^ pardon, Mr. Phineas — ^hope I didn't hurt 'ee sir V* 
cried he, all but whimpering ; for Jem, a big lad of ^fleen, 
was the most tender-hearted fellow imaginable. '' I thought 
it were some of them folk that Mr. Halifax ha' gone among." 

" Where is Mr. Halifax ?" 

" Doan't know, sir — wish I did ! wouldn't be long a find- 
ing out, though— on'y he says : * Jem, you stop 'ere wi' 
they,' " (pointing his thumb up the staircase). ." So, Master 
Phineas, I stop." 

And Jem settled himself, with a doggedly obedient, but 
most dissatisfied, air, down by the fire-place. It was evident 
nothing would move him thence: so he was as safe as a 
guard over my poor old father's slumber as the mastiff in the 
tan-yard, who was as brave as a lion, and as docile as a 
tshild. My last lingering hesitation ended. 

<' Jem, lend me your coat and hat— I'm going out into the 
town." 

Jem was so astonished, that he stood with open mouth 
while I took the said garments from him, and unbolted the 
door. At last it seemed to occur to him that he ought to in- 
tercept me. 

" But, sir, Mr. Halifax said—" 

" I am going to look for Mr. Halifax." 

And I escaped outside. Anything beyond his literal duty 
did not strike the faithful Jem. He stood on the door-sill, 
and gazed after me with a hopeless expression. 

" I spose you mun have your way, sir ; but Mr. Halifax 
said, * Jem, you stop y'ere,' — and y'ere I stop." 

He went in, and I heard him bolting the door, with a 
sullen determination, as if he would have kept guard against 
it — waiting for John — until doomsday. 

I stole along the dark alley into the street. It was very 
silent — ^I need not have borrowed Jem's exterior, in order to 
creep through a throng of maddened rioters. There was no 
sign of any such, except that under one of the three oil- 
lamps that lit the night-darkness of Norton Bury, lay a few 
smouldering hanks of hemp, well resined. They, then, had 
thought of that dreadful engine of destruction — fire. Had 
my terrors been true? Our house — ^and perhaps John 
within it I 
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On I ran, speeded bj a doll mnrmar, which I fiuicied I 
heard ; but still there was no one in the street — no one ex- 
cept the Abbej-watchman lounging in his box. I roused 
him, and asked if all was safe? — where were the rioters t 

"What rioters?" 

"At Abel Fletcher's mill; thej maj be at his house 
now — ^ 

"Ay, 1 think they be." 

" And will not one man in the town help him ; no con- 
stables — ^no law f " 

" Oh ! he's a Quaker ; the law don't help Quakers." 

That was the truth — the hard, grinding truth — in those 
days. Liberty, justice, were idle names to Nonconformists 
of every kind ; and all they knew of the glorious constitution 
of English law, was when its iron hand was turned against 
them. 

I had forgotten this; bitterly I remembered it now. So, 
wasting no more words, I flew along the church-yard, until 
I saw, shining against the boles of the chestnut-trees, a red 
light. It was one of the hempen torches. Now, at last, I 
had got in the midst of that small body of men, Hhe rioters.' 

They were a mere handful — not above two score — appa- 
rently the relics of the band which had attacked the mill, 
joined with a few plough-lads from the country around. 
But they were desperate ; they had come up the Coltham 
road so quietly, that, except this faint murmur, neither I 
nor anyone in the town could have told they were near. 
Wherever tjiey had been ransacking, as yet they had not 
attacked my father's house; it stood up on the other side the 
road — ^barred, black, silent. 

I heard a muttering — "Th' old man bean't there," — 
" Nobody knows^where he be." No, thank God ! 

"Be us all y'ere f" said the man with the torch, holding 
it up so as to see round him. It was well then that I 
appeared as Jem Watkins. But no one noticed me, except 
one man, who skulked behind a tree, and of whom I was 
rather afraid, as he was apparently intent on watching. 

" Ready, lads I Now for the rosin ! Blaze 'un out." 

But, in the eager scuffle, the torch, the only one alight, 
was knocked down and trodden out. A volley of oaths 
arose, though whose fault it was no one seemed to know ; 
but I missed my man from behind the tree — ^nor found him 
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till after the angry throng had rushed on to the nearest 
lamp. One of them was left behind, standing close to our 
own railings. He looked round to see if none were by, and 
then sprang over the gate. Dark as it was, I thought I 
recognized him. 

"John?'' 

" Phineas V\ He was beside me in a bound. " How could 
you do " 

" I could do anything to-night But you are safe ; no 
one has harmed you. Oh, thank God, you are not hurt ! " 

And I clung to his arm— my friend, whom I had missed 
80 long, so sorely. 

He held me tight — ^his heart felt as mine, only more 
silently. 

" Now, Phineas, we have a minute's time. I must have 
you safe — we must get into the house." 

"Who is there?" 

" Jael ; she is as good as a host of constables ; she has 
braved the fellows once to-night, but they're back again, or 
will be directly." 

"And the mill?" 

" Safe, as yet ; I have had three of the tan-yard men 
there since yesterday morning, though your father did not 
know. I have been going to and fro all night, between 
there and here, waiting till the rioters should come back 
from the Severn mills. Hist ! here they are — ^I say Jael ?" 

He tapped at the window. In a few seconds Jael had 
unbarred the door, let us in, and closed it again securely, 
mounting guard behind it with something that looked very 
like my father's pistols, though I would not discredit her among 
our peaceful society, by positively stating the fact. 

" Bravo ! " said John, when we stood altogether in the 
barricaded house, and heard the threatening murmur of 
voices and feet outside. " Bravo, Jael ! The wife of Heber 
the Kenite was no braver woman than you." 

She looked gratified, and followed John obediently from 
room to room. 

" I have done all as thee bade me — thee art a sensible lad, 
John Halifax. We are secure, I think." 

Secure 1 bolts and bars secure against fire 1 For that was 
threatening us now. 

" They can't mean it — surely they can't mean it," repeated 
John, as the cry of " Burn *un out ! " rose louder and louder. 
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But ihey did mean it. From the attic window we watched 
them light torch after torch, sometimes throwing one at the 
house, — ^but it fell harmless against the staunch oaken door, 
and blazed itself out on our stone steps. All it did was to 
show more plainly than even daylight had shown, the gaunt, 
ragged forms and pinched faces, furious with fiunine. 

John, as well as I, recoiled at that miserable sight. 

" ril speak to them," he said. "Unbar the window, Jael ;•* 
and before I could hinder, he was leaning right out. 
" Holloa, there I" 

At his loud and commanding voice a wave of up-turned 
faces surged forward, expectant. 

"My men, do you know what you are about? To bum 
down a gentleman's house is — ^hanging." 
- There was a hush, and then a shout of derision. 

" Not a Quaker's I nobody'll get hanged for burning out a 
'Quaker!" 

" That be true enough," muttered Jael between her teeth. 
" We must e'en fight, as Mordecai's people fought, hand to 
hand, until they slew their enemies." 

" Fight !" repeated John, half to himself, as he stood at 
the now-closed window, against which more than one blazing 
torch began to rattle. " Fight — with these f — What are you 
doing, Jael ?" 

For she had taken down a large Book — the last Book in 
the house she would have taken under less critical circum* 
stances, and with it was trying to stop up a broken pane. 

" No, my good Jael, not this ;" and he carefully replaced 
the volume ; that volume, in which he might have read, as 
day after day, and year after year, we Christians generally 
do read, such plain words as these — " Love your enemies ;" 
" bless them that curse you ;" ^^pray for diem diat despitefully 
use you and persecute your 

A minute or two John stood with his hand on the Book, 
thinking. Then he touched me on the shoulder. 

" Phineas, I'm going to try a new plan — at least, one so 
old, that it's almost new. Whether it succeeds or no, you'll 
bear me witness to your father that I did it for the best, and 
-did it because I thought it right. Now for it." 

To my horror, he threw up the window wide, and leant 
out. 

" My men, I want to speak to you." 
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He might as well have spoken to the roaring sea. The 
only answer was a shower of missiles, which missed 
their aim. The rioters were too far off — our spiked iron 
railings, eight feet high or more, being a barrier which none 
had yet ventured to climb. But at length one random stone 
hit John on the chest. 

I pulled him in, but he declared he was not hurt. Terri- 
fied, I implored him not to risk his life. 

" Life is not always the first thing to be thought of," said 
he, gently. " Don't be afraid — ^I shall come to no harm. 
But I must do what I think right, if it is to be done." 

While he spoke, I could hardly hear him for the bellow- 
inga outside. More savage still grew the cry — 

'< Bum 'em out ! bum 'em out ! They be only Quakers !" 

"There's not a minute to lose — stop — ^let me thinks 
Jasl, is that a pistol ?" 

" Loaded," she said, handing it over to him with a kind of 
stem delight. Certainly, Jael was not meant to be a Friend, 

John ran down stairs, and before I guessed his purpose, 
had unbolted the hall-door, and stood on the flight of steps, 
in full view of the mob. 

There was no bringing him back, so of course I followed. 
A pillar sheltered me — -I do not think he saw me, though I 
stood close behind him. 

So sudden had been his act, that even the rioters did not 
seem to have noticed, or clearly understood it, till the next 
lighted torch showed them the young man standing there, 
with his back to the door — outside the door. 

The sight fairly confounded them. Even I felt that for 
the moment he was safe. They were awed — ^nay, paralyzed, 
by his daring. 

But the storm raged too fiercely to be lulled, except for 
one brief minute. A confusion of voices burst out afresh^ 

«<Whobetheel"— "It's one o' the Quakers."— " No, he 
beant't." — " Bum 'un, anyhow." — " Touch 'un, if ye dare." 

There was evidently a division arising. One big man, 
who had made himself very prominent all along, seemed 
trying to calm the tumult. 

John stood his ground. Once a torch was flung at him — 
he stooped and picked it up. I thought he was going to hurl 
it back again, but he did not ; he only threw it down, and 
stamped it out safely with his foot. This simple action had 
% wonderful effect on the crowd. 
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The big fellow advanced to the gate, and called John bj 
his name. 

''Is that you, Jacob Baines? I am sorry to see you 
here." 

« Be ye, sir?" 

"What do you want?** 

"Nought wi'thee. We wants Abel Fletcher. Where 
is'um?" 

" I shall certainly not tell you." 

As John said this, again the noise arose, and again Jacob 
Baines seemed to have power to quiet the rest. 

John Hali&x never stirred. Evidently he was pretty well 
known. I caught many a stray sentence, such as ' Don't 
hurt the lad.' — ' He were kind to my lad, he were.' — * No, 
he be a Teal gentleman.' — ' No, he comed here as poor as us,* 
and the like. At length, one voice, sharp and shrill, was 
heard above the rest. 

"I zay, young man, didst ever know what it was to be 
pretty nigh vamished !" 

" Ay, many a time," 

The answer, so brief, so unexpected, struck a great hush 
into the throng. Then the same voice cried — 

** Speak up, man! we won't hurt 'ee! You be one o* we I" 

" No, I am not one of you. I'd be ashamed to come in 
the night and bum my master's house down." 

I expected ah outbreak, but none came. They listened, 
as it were by compulsion, to the clear, manly voice that had 
not in it one shade of fear. 

" What do you do it for f" John continued. "All because 
he would not sell you, or give you, his wheat. Even so— 
it was ki^ wheat, not yours. May not a man do what he 
likes with his own ?" 

The argument seemed to strike home. There is always a 
lurking sense of rude justice in a mob — at least, a British 
mob. 

" Don't you see how foolish you were ? — You tried threats, 
too. Now you all know Mr. Fletcher; you are his men — 
some of you. He is not a man to be threatened." 

This seemed to be taken rather angrily ; but John went 
on speaking, as if he did not observe the fact. 

" Nor am 1 one to be threatened, neither. Look here — 
the first one of you who attempted to break into Mr. 
Fletcher's house, I should most certainly have shot But 
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rd rather not shoot you, poor, starving fellows ! I know 
what it is to be hungry. I*m sony for you — sorry from the 
bottom of my heart." 

There was no mistaking that compassionate accent, nor 
the murmur which followed it. 

"But what must us do, Mr. Halifex?" cried Jacob 
Baines : " us be starved a' most. What's the good o' talking 
to we ? " 

John's countenance relaxed. I saw him lifl his head and 
shake his hair back, with that pleased gesture I remembered 
so well of old. He went down to the locked gate. 

" Suppose I gave you something to eat, would you listen 
to me afterwards ? " 

There arose up a frenzied shout of assent. Poor wretches ! 
they were fighting for no pnnciple, true or false, only for bare 
life. They would have bartered their very souls for a 
mouthful of bread. 

" You must promise to be peaceable," said John, again, 
very resolutely, as soon as he could obtain a hearing. " You 
are Norton Bury folk, I know you. I could ^et every one 
of you hanged, even though Abel Fletcher is a Quaker. 
Mind, you'll be peaceable ? " 

" Ay — ^ay ! Some'at to eat ; give us some'at to eat." 

John Halifax called out. to Jael ; bade her bring all the 
food of every kind that there was in the house, and give it to 
him out of the parlour-window. She obeyed — ^I marvel now 
to think of it — ^but she implicitly obeyed. Only I heard her 
^x the bar to the closed front-door, and go back, with a 
Strange, sharp sob, to her station at the hall-window. 

"Now, my lads, come in ! " and he unlocked the gate. 

They came thronging up the steps, not more than two 
score, I imagined, in spite of the noise they had made. But 
two score of such famished, desperate men, God grant I may 
never again see ! 

John dividod the food as well hs he could among them ; 
they fell to it like wild beasts. Meat, cooked or raw, loaves, 
vegetables, meal ; all came alike, and we re clutched, gnawed, 
and scrambled for, in the fierce selfishness of hunger. After- 
wards, there was a call for drink. 

" Water, Jael ; bring them water." 

" Beer I " shouted some. 

" Water," repeated John. " Nothing but water. I'll have 
no drunkards rioting at my master's door." 
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* And, either by chance or design, he let them hear the 
click of his pistol. But it was hardly needed. They were 
all cowed by a mightier weapon still — the best weapon a man 
Can use — ^his own firm, indomitable will. 

At length all the food we had in the house was consumed. 
John told them so ; and they believed him. Little enough, 
indeed, was sufficient for some of them ; wasted with long 
famine, they turned sick and faint, and dropped down even 
with bread in their mouths, unable to swidlow it. Others 
gorged themselves to the full, and then lay along the steps, 
supine as satisfied brutes. Only a few sat and ate like 
rational human beings; and there was but one, the little, 
shrill-voiced man, who asked me if he might " tak a bit o* 
bread to the old wench at home V* 

John, hearing, turned, and for the first time noticed me. 

" Phineas, it was very wrong of you ; but there is no 
danger now." 

No, there was none — ^not even for Abel Fletcher's son. 
1 stood safe by John's side, very happy, very proud. 

" Well, my men," he said, looking round with a smile, 
" have you had enough to eat?" 

*' Oh, ay !" they all cried. 

And one man added — " Thank the Lord I" 

" That's right, Jacob Baines : and, another time, trust the 
Lord. You wouldn't then have been abroad this summer 
morning" — ^and he pointed to the dawn just reddening in 
the sky — " this quiet, blessed summer morning, burning and 
rioting, bringing yourselves to the gallows, and your children 
to starvation." 

" They be nigh that a'ready," said Jacob, sullenly. " Us 
men ha' gotten a meal, thankee for it ; but what'll become 
o' the little 'uns at home f I say, Mr. Halifax," and he 
seemed waxing desperate again, *' we must get some food 
somehow." 

John turned away, his countenance very sad. Another 
of the men plucked at him from behind. 

" Sir, when thee was a poor lad, I lent thee a rug to sleep 
on ; I doan't grudge'ee getting on ; you was bom for a gentle- 
man, sure-ly. But Master Fletcher be a hard man." 

•'And a just one," persisted John. "You that work for 
him, did he ever stint you of a halfpenny? If you had 
eome to him and said, ' Master, times are hard, we can't live 
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upon our wages,' he might — ^1 don't say that he would— 
but he might even have given you the food you tried to steal." 

" D'ye think he'd give it us now ?" And Jacob Baines, 
the big, gaunt, savage fellow, who had been the ringleader 
— the same, too, who had spoken of his * littl'uns ' — came 
and looked steadily in John's face. 

" I knew thee as a lad ; thee'rt a young man now, as will 
be a father some o'these days. Oh ! Mr. Halifax, may'ee 
ne'er want a meal o' good meat for the missus and the 
babbies at home, if ee'll get a bit o' bread for our'n this 
day." ^ 

"My man, I'll try." 

He called me aside, explained to me, and asked my advice 
and consent, as Abel Fletcher's son, to a plan that had come 
into his mind. It was to write orders, which each man pre- 
senting at our mill, should receive a certain amount of flour. 

" Do you think your father would agree I" 

<• I think he would." 

" Yes," John added, pondering — " I am sure he would. 
And besides, if he does not give some, he may lose all. But 
he would not do it for fear of that. No, he is a just man— 
I am not afraid. Give me some paper, Jael." 

He sat down as composedly as if he had been alone in the 
counting-house, and wrote. I looked over his shoulder, ad- 
miring his clear, firm hand- writing ; the precision, concen- 
trativeness, and quickness, with which he first seemed to 
arrange, and then execute his ideas. He possessed to the 
full, that 'business' faculty, so frequently despised, but 
which, out of very ordinary material, often makes a clever 
man ; and without which the cleverest man alive can never 
be altogether a great man. ' 

When about to sign the orders, John suddenly stopped. 
<• No ; I had better not." 

« Why so ?" 

" I have no right ; your father might think it presumption." 

" Presumption ? after to-night !" 

" Oh, that's nothing ! Take the pen. It is your part to 
sign them, Phineas." 

I obeyed. 

" Isn't this better than hanging ?" said John, to the men, 
when he had distributed the little bits of paper — precious as 
pound-notes — and made them all fully understand the same. 



Digitized 



by Google 



JOHN HALIFAX. 08 

" Why, lEere isn't another gentleman in Norton Bory, who, 
if you had come to bum his house down, would not have had 
the constables or the soldiers, have shot down one-half of 
you like mad dogs, and sent the other half to the county 
gaoL Now, for ail your misdoings, we let you go quietly 
home, well fed, and with food for children, too. Why^ think 
you?" 

" I don't know," said Jacob Baines, humbly. 

" 111 tell you. Because Abel Fletcher is a Quaker, and 
a Christian. 

"Hurrah for Abel Fletcher! hurrah for the Quakers!" 
shouted they, waking up the echoes down Norton Bury 
streets ; which, of a surety, had never echoed to that shout 
before. And so the riot was over. 

John Hali&x closed the hall-door and came in — unsteadily 
—staggering. Jael placed a chair for him — ^worthy soul! 
she was wiping her old eyes. He sat down, shivering, speech- 
less. I put my hand on his shoulder ; he took it, and pressed 
it hard, 

" Oh I Phineas, lad, I'm glad ; glad it's safe over." 

"Yes, thank God!" 
- " Ay, indeed ; thank God ! " 

He covered his eyes for a minute or two, then rose up 
pale, but quite himsdf again. 

" Now let us go and fetch your ^Either home." 

We found him on John's bed, still asleep. But as we 
entered he woke. The daylight shone on his face — ^it looked 
ten years older since yesterday-^he stared, bewildered and 
angry, at John Halifax. 

" Eh, young man— oh ! I remember. Where is my son— 
Where's my Phineas ?" 

I fell on his neck as if I had been a child. And almost 
as if it had been a child's feeble head, mechanically he 
smoothed and patted mine. 

" Thee art not hurt ? Nor any one ?" 

" No," John answered ; " nor is either the house or the 
tan-yard injured." 

He looked amazed. " How has that been T" 

" Phineas will tell you. Or, stay — ^better wait till you are 
at home." 

But my father insisted on hearing. I told the whole, 
without any comments on John's behaviour ; he would not 
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have liked it ; and, besides, the facts spoke for themselves. 
I told the simple, plain story — nothing more. 

Abel Fletcher listened at first in silence. As I proceeded, 
he felt about for his hat, put it on, and drew its broad brim 
close down over his eyes. Not even when I told him of the 
flour we had promised in his name, the giving of which 
would, as we had calculated, cost him considerable loss, did 
he utter a word or move a muscle. 

John, at length, asked him if he were satisfied. 

" Quite satisfied." 

But, having said this, he sat so long, his hands locked 
together on his knees, and his hat drawn down, hiding all 
the face except the rigid mouth and chin — sat so long, so 
motionless, that we became uneasy. 

John spoke to him, gently, almost as a son would have 
spoken. 

" Are you very lame still 1 Could I help you to walk 
home?" 

My faHier looked up, and slowly held out his hand. 

^' Thee hast been a good lad, and a kind lad to us ; I 
thank thee." 

There was no answer, none. But all the words in the 
world could not match that happy silence. 

By degrees, we got my father home. It was just such 
another summer morning as the one, two years back, when 
we two had stood, exhausted and trembling, before that 
sternly-bolted door. We both thought of that day : I knew 
not if my father did also. 

He entered, leaning heavily on John, He sat down in the 
very seat, in the very room, where he had so harshly judged 
us — judged him. 

Something, perhaps, of that bitterness rankled in the 
young man's spirit now, for he stopped on the threshold. 

" Come in," said my father, looking up. 

" K I am welcome ; not otherwise." 

" Thee art welcome." 

He came in — I drew him in — ^and sat down with us. But 
his manner was irresolute, his fingers closed and unclosed 
nervously. My fisither, too, sat leaning his head on his two 
hands, not unmoved. I stole up to him, and thanked him 
softly for the welcome he had given. 

" There is nothing to thank me for," said he, with som^- 
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thing of his old hardness* *< What I once did, was only 
justice — or I then believed so. What I have done, and am 
about to do, is still mere justice. John, how old art thee 
.now?" 

" Twenty." 

'^ Then, for one year from this time, I will take thee as 
my 'prentice, though thee knowest already nearly as much of 
the business as I do. At twenty-one thee wilt be able to set 
up for thyself, or I may take thee into partnership— well 
see. But " — and he looked at me, then sternly, nay, fiercely, 
into John's stedfast eyes — " remember, thee hast in some 
measure taken that lad's place. May God deal with thee as 
thou dealest with my son Phineas — ^my only son 1" 

"Amen !" was the solemn answer. 

And God, who sees us both now — ay, now ! and, perhaps, 
not so far apart as some may deem — He knows whether or 
no John Halifax kept that vow. 



CHAPTER rX. 



" Well done, Phineas — ^to walk round the garden without 
once resting! — ^now I call that grand, afler an individual 
has been ill a month. However, you must calm your super- 
abundant energies, and be quiet." 

I was not unwilling, for I still felt very weak. But sick- 
ness did not now take that heavy, overpowering grip of me, 
mind and body, that it once used to do. It never did 
when John was by. He gave me strength, mentally and 
physically. He was life and health to me, with his brave 
cheerfulness — his way of turning all minor troubles into 
pleasantries,* till they seemed to break and vanish away, 
sparkling, like the foam on the top of the wave. Yet, all 
the while, one knew well that he could meet any great evil 
as gallantly as a good ship meets a heavy sea — breasting it, 
plunging through it, or riding over it, as only a good ship 
can. 

When I recovered — just a month after the bread-riot, and 
that month was a great triumph to John's kind care — I felt 
that if I always had him beside me, I should never be ill 
any more ; 1 said as much, in a laughing sort of way. 
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" Very well ; I shall keep you to that bargain. Now, sit 
down ; listen to the newspaper, and improve your mind ad to 
what the world is doing. It ought to Ue doing somethings 
with the new century it began this year. Did it not seem 
very odd at first to have to write < 1800 V " 

" John, what a capital hand you write now 1" 

" Do 1 1 That somebody's credit. Do you remember my 
first lesson on the top of the Mythe I" 

" I wonder what has become of those two gentlemen V 

"Oh I did you never hear? Young Mr. Brithwood is 
the 'squire now. He married, last month, Lady Somebody 
Something, a fine lady from abroad." 

" And Mr. March — ^what of him f " 

" I haven't the least idea. Come now, shall I read the 
paper?" 

He read well, and I liked to listen to him. It was, I 
remember, something about * the spacious new quadrangles, 
to be called Russell and Tavistock Squares, with elegantly 
laid-out nursery-grounds adjoining.' 

" It must be a fine place, London." 

" Ay ; I should like to see it. Your father says, perhaps 
he shall have to send me, this winter, on business — won't 
that be fine ? K only you would go too." 

I shook my head. I had the strongest disinclination to 
stir from my quiet home, which now held within it, or about 
it, all I wished for and all I loved. It seemed as if any 
change must be to something worse. 

** Nevertheless, you must have a change. Doctor Jessop 
insists upon it. Here have I been beating up and down 
the country for a week past — * Adventures in Search of a 
Country Besid^ice ' — and, do you know, I think Tve found 
one at last. Shouldn't you Mke to hear about it?" 

I assented, to jdease him. 

" Such a nice, nice place, on the slope of Enderly HilL 
A cottage — Rose Cottage — for it's all in a bush of cluster- 
roses, up to the very roof." 

" Where is Enderly?" 

" Did you never hear of Enderly Flat, the highest table- 
land in England ? Such a fresh, free, breezy spot — ^how the 
wind sweeps over it I I can feel it in my face still." 

And even the description was refreshing, this heavy, sultry 
day, with not a breath of air moving across the level valley 
in which Norton Buiy lay. 
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^' Shouldn't you like to live on a hill-side, to be at the top 
of everything, overlooking everything Well, that's Enderly : 
the village lies just under the brow of the Flat.** 

" Is there a village ?** 

^< A dozen cottages or so, at each door of which half-a- 
dozen white little heads, and a dozen round eyes appeared 
staring at me. But oh, the blessed quiet and solitude of the 
place I No fights in filthy alleys ! no tan-yards — I mean'* — 
he added, correcting himself — " that it's a thorough country 
spot ; and I like the country better than the town." 

" Do you, still ? Would you really like to take to the 
< shepherd*s life and state,' upon which my namesake here is 
so eloquent? Let us see what he says." 

And from the handful of books that usually lay strewn 
about wherever we two sat, I took up one he had lately got, 
with no small pains I was sure, and had had bound in its 
own proper colour, and presented it to me — " The Purple 
Island,' and ' Sicelides,' of Phineas Fletcher. People sel- 
dom read this wise, tender, and sweet-voiced old fellow now ; 
so I will even copy the verses I found for John to read. 

"Here is the place. Thyrsis is just ending his * broken lay.' 
" * Lost that the stealing night his later song mfght stay — ^ " 

" Stop a minute," interrupted John. " Apropos of * steal- 
ing night,' the sun is already down below the yew-he^e. 
Are you cold ?" 

"Not a bit of it" 

" Then we'll begin : — 

" * Thrice, oh, thrice happ^, shepherd's life and state : 
When courts are happiness, unliappy pawns ! ' 

"That's not clear," said John, laying down the book. 
" Now I do like poetry to be intelligible. A poet ought to 
see things more widely, and express them more vividly, than 
ordinary folk." 

" Don't you perceive — he means the pawns on the chess- 
board — the common people." 

"Phineas, don't say the common people — ^I'm a common 
person myself. But, to continue : — 

" < His cottage low, and safely humhle gate^ 
Shuts out proud Fortune, with faer scorns and £eiwns : 
No feared treason breaks his quiet sleep. 
Singing all daj, his flocks he learns to keep, 
Himself as innocent as are his quiet sheep.* 
H 
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(" Not many sbeep at Enderley, I fancy ; the flat chiefly 
abounds in donkeys. Well — ) 

" * No Serian worms he knows, that with their thread, 
Drew out their silken lives — ^nor silken pride — * 

" Which reminds me that — ' 

" David, how can you make me laugh at my reverend an- 
cestor in this way I I*m ashamed of you." 

"Only let me tell you this one feet — ^very interesting, 
you'll ailow — ^that 1 saw a silken gown hanging up in the 
kitchen at Rose Cottage. Now, though Mrs. Tod is a decent, 
comely woman, I don't think it belonged to her." 

" She may have lodgers." 

"I think she said ^he had — ^an old gentleman — ^but he 
wouldn't wear a silk gown." 

" His wife might. Now, do go on reading." 

'* Certainly ; I only wish to draw a parallel between 
Thyrsis and ourselves, in our future summer life at Enderley. 
So the old gentleman's wife may appropriate the < silken 
pride,' while we emulate the. shepherd. 

" * His lambs' warm fleece well fits his little need — * 

" I wear a tolerably good coat, now, don't I, Phineas ? " 

" You are incorrigible." 

Tet, through all his fun, I detected a certain under*tone of 
seriousness, observable in him ever since my father's declara- 
tion of his intentions concerning him, had, so to speak, settled 
John's future career. He seemed aware of some crisis in his 
life, arrived or impending, which disturbed the generally even 
balance of his temperament. 

" Nay, I'll be serious ; " and passing over the unfinished 
vOTse, with another or two following, he began afresh, in a 
new place, and in an altogether changed tone. 

<* * His certain life, that never can deceive him, 
Is full of thousand sweets and rich content ; 

^e smooth-leaved beeches in the field receive him 
With coolest shades till noon-tide's rage is spent ; 

His life is nether tost on boisterous seas 

Of troublous worlds, nor lost in slothful ease. 
Pleased and full blest he lives, when he his God can please. 

** * His bed of wool yields safe and guist sleeps, 
While bv his side his faithful spouse natii place ; 

His fittle son into his bosom creeps, 
Tb» livefy image of his fiither's &ce ; 
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Never his humble house or state torment him, 
Less he could like, if less his God had sent him ; 
And when he dies, green turfs with grassy tomb content him.' ** 

John ceased. He was a good reader — ^but I had never 
heard him read like this before. Ending, one missed it like 
the breaking-off of music, or like the inner voice of one's 
own heart talking when nobody is by. 

" David," I said, after a pause, " what are you thinking 
about?" 

He started, with his old, quick blash — " Oh, nothing — ^No, 
that's not quite true. I was thinking that^ so far as happi- 
ness goes, thvs ' shepherd's ' is my ideal of a happy life — ^ay 
down to the * grassy tomb.'" 

^' Your £etncy leaps at once to the grassy tomb ; but the 
shepherd enjoyed a few intermediate stages of felicity before 
that." 

" I was thinking of those likewise." 

^' Then, you do intend some day to have a ^ fedthful spouse 
and a little son T'" 

" I hope so — God willing." 

It may seem strange, but this was the first time our con- 
versation had ever wandered in a similar direction. Though 
he was twenty, and I twenty-two — to us both — and I thank 
Heaven, that we both could look up in the face of Heaven 
and say so! — to \xs both, the follies and wickednesses of 
youth were, if not equally unknown, equally and alike hate- 
fill. Many may doubt, or smile at the fact ; but I state it 
now, in my old age, witt honour and pride, that we two young 
men that day trembled on the subject of love as shyly, as 
reverently, as delicately, as any two young maidens of inno- 
cent sixteen. 

After John's serious ' God willing,' there was a good long 
silence. Afterwards, I said — 

" Then you purpose to marry 1 " 

^' Certabily ! as soon as I can." 

" Have you ever " — and, while speaking, I watched him 
narrowly, for a sudden possibility dashed across my mind — 
" Have you ever seen anyone whom you would like for your 
wife?" 

"No." 

I was satisfied. John's single ^ No ' was as conclusive as 
a score of asseverations. 

h2 
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We said no more ; but after one of those pauses of con- 
versation which were habitual to us — John used to say, that 
the true test of friendship was to be able to sit or walk 
together for a whole hour, in perfect silence, without weary- 
ing of one another's company — we again began talking about 
Enderley. 

I soon found, that in this plan, my part was simply acqui- 
escence ; my father and John had already arranged it all. I 
was to be in charge of the latter ; nothing could induce Abel 
Fletcher to leave, even for a day, his house, his garden, and 
his tan-yard. We two young men were to set up lor a month 
or two our bachelor establishment at Mrs. Tod's: John 
riding thrice a- week over to Norton Bury to bring news of 
me, and to fulfil his duties at the tan-yard. One could see 
plain enough — and very grateful to me was the sight — that 
whether or no Abel Fletcher acknowledged it, his right hand 
in all his business affairs was the lad John Halifax. 

On a lovely August day, we started for Enderley. It was 
about eight miles off, on a hilly, cross-country road. We 
lumbered slowly along in our post-chaise ; I leaning back, 
enjoying the fresh air, the changing views, and chiefly to see 
how intensely John enjoyed them too. 

He looked extremely well to-day — handsome, I was about 
to write ; but John was never, even in his youth ' handsome.' 
Nay, I have heard people call him ' plain ; ' but that was not 
true. His face had that charm, perhaps the greatest, cer- 
tainly the most Iststing, either in women or men— of infinite 
variety. You were always finding out something — an expres- 
sion strange as tender, or the track of a swift, brilliant 
thought, or an indication of feeling different from, perhaps 
deeper than, anything which appeared before. When you 
believed you had learnt it line by line, it would startle you 
by a phase quite new, and beautiful as new. For it was not 
one of your impassive faces, whose owners count it pride to 
harden into a mass of stone those lineaments which nature 
made as the flesh and blood representation of the man's soul. 
True, it had its reticences, its sacred disguises, its noble 
powers of silence and self- control. It was a fair- written, 
open book ; only, to read it clearly, you must come/rom its 
own country, and understand the same language. 

For the rest, John was decidedly like the ' David ' whose 
name I still gave him now and then — ' a goodly person ; ' 
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tall, well-built, and strong. * The glory of a young man is 
his strength ; ' and so I used often to tliink, when I looked 
at him. He always dressed with extreme simplicity ; generally 
in grey, he was fond of grey ; and in something of our Quaker 
fashion. On this day, I remember, I noticed an especial care- 
fulness of attire, at his agis neither unnatural nor unbecoming.. 
His well-fitting coat and longed-flapped vest, garnished with 
the snowiest of lawn frills and ruffles; his knee-breeches, black 
silk hose, and shoes adorned with the largest and brightest of 
steel buckles, made up a costume, which, quaint as it would 
now appear, still is, to my mind, the most suitable and grace- 
ful that a young man can wear. I never see any young men 
now who come at all near the picture which still remains in 
my mind's eye of John Halifax as he looked that day. 

Once, with the natural sensitiveness of youth, especially of 
youth that has struggled up through so many opposing cir- 
cumstances as his had done, he noticed my glance. 

" Anything amiss about me, Phineas ? Yow see I am not 
much used to holidays and holiday clothes," 

" I have nothing to say against either you or your clothes," 
replied I, smiling. 

" That's all right ; I beg to state, it is entirely in honour 
of you and of Enderley that I have slipped off my tan-yard 
husk, and put on the genfleman." 

" You couldn't do that, John. You couldn't put on wliat 
you were bom with." 

He laughed — ^but I think he was pleased. 

We had now come into a hilly region. John leaped out 
and gained the top of the steep road long before the post- 
chaise did. I watched him standing, balancing in his hands 
the riding-whip which had replaced the everlasting rose- 
switch, or willow-wand, of his boyhood. His figure was out- 
lined sharply against the sky, his head thrown backward a 
little, as he gazed, evidently with the keenest zest, on the 
breezy flat before him. His hair — a little darker than it used 
to be, but of the true Saxon colour still, and curly as ever — 
was blown about by the wind, under his broad hat. His whole 
appearance was full of life, health, energy, and enjoyment. 

I thought, any father might have been proud of such » 
son, any sister of such a brother, any young girl of such a 
lover. Ay, that last tie, the only one of the three that was 
possible to him — I wondered how long it would be before 
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times changed, and I ceased to be the only one who was 
proud of him. 

We drove on a little further, and came to the chief land- 
mark of the high moorland — a quaint hostelry, called the 
' Bear.' Bruin swung aloft pole in hand, brown and fierce, 
on an old-fashioned sign, as he and his piogenitors had 
probably swung for two centuries or more. 

"Is this Enderley V I asked. 

"Not quite, but near it. You never saw the sea? Well, 
from this point 1 can show you something very like it. Do 
you see that gleaming bit in the landscape far away ? That's 
water — that's our very own Severn, swelled to an estuary. 
But you must imagine the estuary — ^you can only get that 
tiny peep of water, glittering like a great diamond that some 
young Titaness has flung out of her necklace, down among 
the hills." 

" David, you are actually growing poetical." 

" Am I ? WeU, I do feel rather strange to-day — crazy 
like ; a high wind always sends me half crazy with delight. 
Did you ever feel such a breeze. And there's something so 
gloriously free in this high level common — as flat as if my 
Titaness had found a little Mont Blanc, and amused herself 
with patting it down like a dough-cake." 

" A very culinary '^goddess." 

" Yes ! but a goddess after all. And her dough-cake, her 
mushroom, her flattened Mont Blanc, is very fine. What 
a broad green sweep — nothing but sky and common, common 
and sky. This is Enderly Flat. We shall come to its edge 
soon, where it drops abruptly into such a pretty valley. 
There, look down — that's the church. We are on a level 
with the top of its tower. Take care, my lad," — to 
the post-boy, who was crossing with difficulty the literally 
* pathless waste.' — "Don't lurch us into the quarry-pits, 
or topple us at once down the slope, where we shall roll 
over and over—facilts descensus Avemi — and lodge in Mrs. 
Tod's garden hedge." 

" Mrs. Tod would feel flattered, if she knew Latin. You 
don't look upon our future habitation as a sort of Avernus ?" 

John laughed merrily. " No, as I told you before, I like 
Enderley Hill. I can't tell why, but I like it. It seems as 
if I had known the place before. I feel as if we were going 
to have great happiness here." 

And as he spoke, his unwonted buoyancy softened into 
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a quietness of manDer, more befitting that word ' happiness.' 
Strange word ! hardly in my vocabulary. Yet, when he 
uttered it, I seemed to understand it and to be content. 

We wound a little way down the slope, and came in, front 
of Rose Cottage. It was well named. I never in my life 
had seen such a bush of bloom. They hung in clusters— 
those roses — a dozen in a group; pressing their pinky cheeks 
together in a mass of family fragrance, pushing in at the 
parlour window, climbing up even to t^e very attic. There 
was a yellow jasmine over the porch at one front door, and 
a woodbine at the other; the cottage had two entrances, 
each distinct. But the general impression it gave, both as 
to sight and scent, was of roses — ^nothing but roses. 

" How are you, Mrs. Tod V as a comely, middle-aged body 
appeared at the right hand doorway, dressed sprucely in one 
of those things Jael called a * coat and jacket,' likewise a red 
calamanco petticoat tucked up at the pocket-holes. 

" I be pretty fair, sir — ^be you the same ? The children 
ha' not forgotten you — ^you see, Mr. Halifax." 

" So much the better I" and he patted two or three little 
white heads, and tossed the youngest high up in the air. It 
looked very strange to see John with a child in his arms. 

" Don't 'ee make mo're noise than 'ee can help, my lad," 
the good woman said to our post-boy, " because, sir, the sick 
gentleman bean't so well again to-day." 

" I am sorry for it. We would not have driven up to the 
door, had we known. Which is his room ?" 

Mrs. Tod pointed to a window — not on our side of the 
house, but the other. A hand was just closing the casement 
and pulling down the blind — a hand which, in the momen- 
tary glimpse we had of it, seemed less like a man's than a 
woman's. 

When we were settled in the parlour, John noticed 
this fact. 

"It was the wife, most likely. Poor thing ! how hard to 
be shut up in-doors on such a summer evening as this !" 

It did seem a sad sight — that closed window, outside which 
was the fresh, balmy air, the sunset and the roses. 

" And how do you like Enderley I" asked John, when, 
tea being over, I lay and rested, where he sat leaning his 
elbow on the window-siU, and his cheek against a bunch of 
those ever-intruding, inquisitive roses. 
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" It is very, very pretty, and so comfortable — almost like 
home." 

'< I feel as if it were home," John said, half to himself. 
" Do you know, I can hardly believe that I have only seen 
this place once before ; it is so familiar. I seem to know 
quite well that slope of common before the door, with its 
black dots of furze-bushes. And that wood below ; what a 
clear line its top makes against the yellow sky ! There, that 
high ground to the right ; it's all dusky now, but it is such 
a view by daylight. And between it and Enderley is the 
prettiest valley, where the road slopes down just under those 
chestnut-trees. 

" How well you seem to know the place already." 

" As I tell you, I like it. I hardly ever felt so content 
before. We will have a happy time, Phineas." 

" Oh, yes ! " How — even if I had felt differently — could 
I say anything but * yes ' to him then f 

I lay until it grew quite dark, and I could only see a dim 
shape sitting at the window, instead of John's known face ; 
then I bade him good-night, and retired. Directly after- 
wards, I heard him, as I knew he would, dash out of the 
house, and away up the Flat. In the deep quiet of this 
lonely spot I could distinguish, for several minutes the dimin- 
ishing sound of his footsteps along the loose, stony road ; and 
the notes, clear and shrill, of his whistling. I think it was 
' Sally in our Alley,' or some such pleasant old tune. At 
last it faded far off, and I fell into sleep and dreams. 



CHAPTER X. 

** That Mrs Tod is an extraordinary woman. I repeat it — 
a most extraordinary woman." 

And leaning his elbows on the table, fiom which the said 
extraordinary woman had just removed breakfeat, John 
looked over to me with his own merry brown eyes. 

"Wherefore, David?" 

" She has a house full of children, yet manages to keep it 
quiet — and her own temper likewise. Astonishing patience ! 
However people attain it who have to do with brats, / can't 
imagine." 
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" John I that's mean hypocrisy. I saw you myself, half- 
an-hour ago, holding the eldest Tod boy on a refractory 
donkey, and laughing till you could hardly stand." 

"Did I?" said he, half-ashamed. " Well, it was only to 
keep the little scamp from making a noise under the windows. 
And that reminds me of another remarkable virtue in Mrs* 
Tod — she can hold her tongue." 

"How so?" 

" In two whole days she h^ not communicated to us a 
single fact concerning our neighbours on the other half of 
Rose Cottage." 

" Did you want to know ?" 

John laughingly denied; then allowed that he always 
had a certain pleasure in eliciting information on men and 
things. 

" The wife being indicated, I suppose, by that very com- 
plimentary word * thing.' But what possible interest can 
you have in either the old gentleman or the old lady ?" 

" Stop, Phineas : you have a bad habit of jumping at 
conclusions. And in our great dearth of occupation here, I 
think it might be all the better for you to take a little interest 
in your neighbours. So I've a great mind to indulge you 
with an important idea, suggestion, discovery. Harkee, 
friend ! " — and he put on an air of sentimental mystery, not 
a bad copy of our old acquaintance, Mr. Charles^ — " What, 
if the — the individual should not be an old lady at all 1 " 

" What ! The old gentleman's wife ? " 

"Wife? — ahem ! more jumping at conclusions. ' No; let 
us keep on the safe side, and call her the — ^individual. In 
short, the owner of that grey silk gown I saw hanging up 
in the kitchen. Tve seen it again." 

" The grey gown ! when and where ?" 

" This morning, early. I walked after it across the Flat, 
a good way behind, though ; for I thought that it — well, let 
me say she — might not like to be watched or followed. 
She was trotting along very fast, and she carried a little 
basket — ^I fancy a basket of eggs." 

" Capital housekeeper ! excellent wife!" 

" Once more — I have my doubts on that latter fact. She 
walked a great deal quicker and merrier than any wife ought 
to walk when her husband is ill." 

I could not help laughing at John's original notions of 
conjugal duty. 
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"Besides, Mrs. Tod always calls her invalid *the old 
gentleman !' and I don't believe this was an elderly lady." 

" Nay, old men do sometimes marry young women." 

** Yes, but it is always a pity ; and sometimes not quite 
right. No," — and I was amused to see how gravely and 
doggedly John kept to his point. — " Though this lady did 
not look like a sylph or a wood-nymph — being neither very 
small nor very slight, and having a comfortable woollen cloak 
and hood over the grey silk gown — still, I don't believe she's 
an old woman, or married either." 

" How can you possibly tell ? Did you see her face ?" 

" Of course not," he answered, rather indignantly. " I 
should not think it manly to chase a lady as a schoolboy 
does a butterfly, for the mere gratification of staring at her. 
I stayed on the top of the Flat till she had gone indoors." 

"Into Rose Cottage?" 

"Why— yes." 

"She had, doubtless, gone to fetch new-laid eggs for her 
— ^I mean for the sick gentleman's breakfast. Kind soul!" 

" You may jest, Phineas, but I think she is a kind soul. 
On her way home I saw her stop twice ; once to speak to an 
old woman who was gathering sticks ; and again, to scold a 
lad for thrashing a donkey." » 

" Did you hear her ?" 

"No ; but I judge from the lad's penitent face as 1 passed 
him. I am sure she had been scoMng him." 

" Then she's not young, depend upon it. Your beautiful 
young creatures never scold." 

" I'm not so sure of that," said John, meditatively, " For 
my part, I should rather not cheat myself, or be cheated 
after that manner. Perfection is impossible. Better see 
the young woman as she really is, bad and good together." 

" The young woman ! The fair divinity, you mean !" 

" No ;" shutting his mouth over the negative in his firm 
way — " I strongly object to divinities. How unpleasant it 
would be to woo an angel of perfection, and find her out at 
last to be only— only Mrs. — ^" 

"Halifax," suggested I; at which he laughed, slightly 
colouring. 

" But how wofiil must be our dearth of subjects, when we 
talk such nonsense as this ! What suggested it?" 

" Your, friend in the grey gown, I suppose." 
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" Requiescat in pace ! Maj she enjoy her eggs ! And now 
I must go saddle the brown mare, and be off to Norton 
Bury. A lovely day for a ride. How I shall dash along !" 

He rose up cheerily. It was like morning sunshine only 
to see his face. No morbid follies had ever tainted his 
healthy nature, whatsoever romance was there — and never 
was there a thoroughly noble nature without some romance 
in it. But it lay deep down, calm and unawakened. His 
heart was as light and free as air. 

Stooping over my easy chair, he wheeled it to the window, 
in sight of the pleasant view. 

" Now, Phineas, what more books do you want? You'll 
fake a walk before dinner ? You'll not be moping f " 

No ; why should I, who knew I had always, whether ab- 
sent or presentj the blessing, the infinite blessing of being 
first in his thoughts and cares I Who, whether he expressed 
it or not — ^the best things never are expressed or expressible 
— ^knew by a thousand little daily acts like these, the depth 
and tenderness of his fiiendship, his brotherly love for me. 
As yet, I had it all. And God, who knows how little else I 
had, will pardon, if in my unspeakable thankfulness lurked a 
taint of selfish joy in, my sole possession of such a priceless 
boon. 

He lingered about, making me ' all right,' as he called it, 
and planning out my solitary day. With much merriment, 
too, for we were the gayest couple of young bachelors, when, 
as John said, " the duties of our responsible position " would 
allow. 

" Responsible position ! It's our good landlady who ought 
to talk about that. . With two sets of lodgers, a husband, 
and an indefinite number of children. — There's one of them 
got into mischief at last. Hark!" 

" It's Jack, my namesake. Bless my life ! I knew he 
would come to grief with that donkey. — Hey, lad ! never 
mind. Get up again." 

But soon he perceived that the accident was more serious ; 
and disappeared like a shot, leaping out through the open 
window. The next minute I saw him carrying in the un- 
lucky Jack, who was bleeding from a cut on the forehead, 
and screaming vociferously. 

" Don't be frightened, Mrs. Tod ; it is very slight — ^I saw 
it done. Jack, my lad! — ^be a man, and never mind it. 
Don't scream so ; you alarm your mother," 
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But as soon as the good woman was satisfied that there 
was no real cause for terror, hers changed into hearty wrath 
against Jack for his carelessness, and for giving so much 
trouble to the gentleman. 

" But he be always getting into mischief, sir — that boy. 
Three months back, the very day Mr. March came, he got 
playing with the carriage-horse, and it kicked him and broke 
his arm. A deal he cares : he be just as sprack as ever. As 
I say to Tod — ^it bean't no use fretting over that boy." 

" Have patience," answered John, who had again carried 
the unfortunate young scapegrace from our parlour into Mrs. 
Tod's kitchen — the centre room of the cottage ; and was 
trying to divert the torrent of maternal indignation, while 
he helped her to plaster up the still ugly-looking wound. 
" Come, forgive the lad. He will be more sorry afterwards, 
than if you had punished him." 

" Do'ee think so ?" said the woman, as, struck either by 
the words, the manner, or the tone, she looked up straight 
at him. " Do'ee really think so, Mr. Halifax ?" 

" I am sure of it. Nothing makes one so good as being 
forgiven when one has been naughty. Isn't it so. Jack, my 
namesake ?" 

" Jack ought to be proud o' that, sir," said the mother, 
respectfully ; " and there's some sense in what you say too. 
You talk like my man does, o' Sundays. Tod be a Scotch- 
man, Mr. Halifax ; and they're good folks, the Scotch, and 
read their Bibles hard. There's a deal about forgiving in 
the Bible ; isn't there, sir ?" 

"Exactly," John answered, smiling. "And so. Jack, 
you're safe this time ; only you must not disobey your mother 
again, for the sake of donkeys or anything else." 

" No, sir — ^thank'ee, sir," sobbed Jack, humbly. " You be 
a gentleman — ^Mr. March bean't— he said, it served me right 
for getting under his horses." 

" Hold thy tongue ! " said Jack's mother, sharply ; for the 
latch of the opposite door was just then lifted, and a lady 
^tood there. 

" Mrs. Tod, my father says — " 

Seeing strangers, the lady paused. At the sound of her 
voice — a pleasant voice, though somewhat quick and decided 
in tone— -John and I both involuntarily turned. We felt 
awkward ! doubtful whether to stay, or retire abruptly. She 
saved us the choice. 



Digitized 



by Google 



JOHK HALIFAX. 109 

"Mrs. Tod, my £stther will take his soup at eleven. You 
will remember ? " 

"Yes, Miss March." 

Upon which, Miss March shut the door at once, and 
vanished. 

She wore a grey silken gown. I glanced at John, but he 
did not not see me ; his eyes were fixed on the door, which 
had disclosed and concealed the momentary picture. Its 
momentariness impressed it the more vividly on my memory 
— ^I have it there still. 

A girl, in early but not precocious maturity, rather tall, of 
a figure built more for activity and energy than the mere 
fragility of sylph-like grace : dark-complexioned, dark-eyed, 
dark-haired — the whole colouring being of that soft darkness 
of tone which gives a sense of something at once warm and 
tender, strong and womanly. Thorough woman she seemed 
— not a bit of the angel about her. Scarcely beautiful ; and 
' pretty ' would have been the very last word to have applied 
to her ; but there was around her an atmosphere of freshness, 
health, and youth, pleasant as a breeze in spring. 

For her attire, it was that notable grey silk gown — very 
simply made, with no fripperies or fandangos of any sort — 
reaching up to her throat and down to her wrists, where it 
had some kind of trimming of white fur, which made the skin 
beneath show exquisitely delicate. 

" That is Miss March," said our landlady, when she had 
disappeared. 

"Is itt" said John, removing his eyes from the shut 
door. 

" She be very sensible-like, for a young body of seven- 
teen : more sensible and pleasanter than her father, who is 
always ailing, and always grumbling. Poor gentleman ! — 
most like he can't help it. But it be terrible hard for the 
daughter — ^bean't it, sir ? " 

" Very," said John. His laconism was extraordinary. 

Still, he kept standing by the kitchen-table, waiting till 
the last bandage had been sewn on Jack's cut forehead, and 
even some minutes after his protege had begun playing about 
as usual. It was I who had to suggest that we should not 
intrude in Mrs. Tod's kitchen any longer. 

" No — certainly not. Come, Phineas. Mrs. Tod, I Lope 
our presence did not inconvenience — the young lady ?" 
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" Bless your heart, sir I nothing ever inconveniences she. 
There bean't a pleasanter young body alive. She'll often 
come into this kitchen — just as you did, gentlemen, and very 
happy to see you always," added Mrs. Tod, curtseying. 
" When Mr. March is asleep, she'll come and sit for half an 
hour, talking to Tod and me, and playing with the baby — ^" 

Here, probably at sound of its name, the individual alluded 
to set up, from it^ cradle in the corner, such a terrific squall, 
that we young men beat a precipitate retreat% 

'• So, John, your grey gown is discovered at last. She's 
young, certainly — ^but not exactly a beauty." 

*' I never said she was." 

** A pleasant person, though ; h'^arty, cheerful-looking, 
and strong. I can easily imagine her trotting over the com- 
mon with her basket of eggs— chatting to the old woman, 
and scolding the naughty boy." 

'' Don't make fun of her. She must have a hard life with 
her old fether." 

Of course, seeing him take it up so seriously, I jested no 
more. 

"By-the-bye, did not the father's name strike you? 
March — suppose it should turn out to be the very Mr. March 
you pulled out of Severn five years ago. What a romantic 
conjuncture of circumstances!" 

"Nonsense," said John, quickly — ^more quickly than he 
usually spoke to me ; then came back to wish me a kind 
good-bye. " Take care of yourself, old fellow. It will be 
nightfall before I am back from N(M*ton Bury." 

I watched him mount, and ride slowly down the bit of 
common — turning once to look back at Rose Cottage, ere he 
finally disappeared between the chestnut trees : a goodly sight 
^for he was an admirable horseman. 

When he was gone, I, glancing lazily up at Mr. March's 
window, saw a hand, and, I fancied, a white-furred wrist, 
pulling down the blind. It amused me, to think Miss March 
might possibly have been watching him Ukewise. 

I spent the whole long day alone in the cottage parlour^ 
chiefiy meditating; though more than once friendly Mrs. 
Tod broke in upon my solitude. She treated me m a motiierly, 
firee-and-easy way : not half so deferentially as she treated 
John Halifex. 

The sun 'had gone down over Numiely Hill| behind the 
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four tall Italian poplars, which stood on the border of our 
bit of wilderness — three together, and one apart. They 
were our landmarks — and skjmarks too— for the first sun- 
beam coming across the common struck their tops of a morn- 
ing, and the broad western glimmer showed their forms 
distinctly until far in the night. They were just near enough 
for me to hear their faint rustling in windy weather ; on 
calm days they stood up straight against the sky, like memo- 
rial columns. They were friends of mine — ^those four poplars; 
sometimes they almost seemed alive. We made acquaintance 
on this first night, when I sat watching for John ; and we 
kept up the friendship ever afterwards. 

It was nine o'clock before I heard the old mare's hoo& 
clattering up the road : joyfully I ran out. 

David was not quite his youthful, gay self that night ; not 
quite, as he expressed it, " the David of the sheep-folds.** 
He was very tired, and had what he called, " the tan-yard 
feeling," the oppression of business cares. 

^' Times are hard," said he, when we had finally shut out 
the starlight, and Mrs. Tod had lit candles, bade us good 
night in her free, independent way, and ' hoped Mr. Hali- 
fax had every thing he wanted.' She always seemed to con- 
sider him the head of our little menage, 

" The times are very hard," repeated John, thoughtfully. 
" I don't see how your father can rightly be lefl with so 
many anxieties on his shoulders I must manage to get to 
Norton Bury at least ^\q days a week. You will have 
enough of solitude, I fear." 

" And yon will have little enough of the pleasant country 
life you planned, and which you seem so to delight in." 

" Never mind — perhaps it's good for me. I have a life of 
hard work before me, and can't afford to get used to too much 
pleasure. But we'll make the most of every bit of time we 
have. How have you felt to-day ? Strong ? " 

" Very strong. Now, what would you like us to do to 
morrow ? " 

" I want to show you the common in early morning — the 
view there is so lovely." 

" Of nature, or human nature !" 

He half-smiled, though only at my mischievouffliess. I 
could see it did not afiect him in the least. <^ Nay, I know 
what you mean ; but I had forgotten her, or, if not absolutely 
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forgotten, she was not in my mind just then. We will go 
another way, as indeed I had intended : it might annoy the 
young lady, our meeting her again." 

His grave, easy manner of treating and dismissing the sub- 
ject was a tacit reproach to me. I let the matter drop ; we 
had much more serious topics afloat than gossip about our 
neighbours. 

At seven next morning we were out on the Flat. 

" I'm not going to let you stand here in the dews, Phineas. 
Come a little farther on, to my terrace, as I call it. There's 
a panorama !" 

It was indeed. All around the high flat a valley lay, 
like a moat, or as if some broad river had been dried 
up in its course, and, century after century, gradually 
converted into meadow, woodland, and town. For a little 
white town sat demurely at the bottom of the hollow, and a 
score or two of white cottages scattered themselves from this 
small nucleus of civilization over the opposite bank of this 
imaginary river, which was now a lovely hill-^ide. Gorges, 
purple with shadow, yellow com fields, and dark clumps of 
woodland dressed this broad hUl-side in many colours ; its 
highest point, Nunnely Hill, forming the horizon where last 
night I had seen the sun go down, and which now was tinted 
with the tenderest western morning grey. 

" Do you like this, Phineas I I do, very much. A dear, 
smiling, English valley, holding many a little nest of an Eng- 
lish home. Fancy being patriarch over such a region, having 
the whole valley in one's hand, to do good to, or ill. You 
can't think what primitive people they are hereabouts— -des- 
cendants from an old colony of Flemish cloth- weavers : they 
keep to the trade. Down in the valley — ^if one could see 
through the beech- wood — ^is the grand support of the neigh- 
bourhood, a large cloth-mill ! " 

" That's quite in your line, John ; " and I saw his face 
brighten up as it had done when, as a boy, he had talked to 
me about his machinery. " What has become of that won- 
derful little loom you made ? " 

" Oh ! I have it still. But this is such a fine cloth mill ! — 
I have been all over it. If the owner would put aside his 
old Flemish stolidity ! I do believe he and his ancestors 
have gone on in the same way, and with almost the same 
machinery, ever since Queen Elizabeth's time. Now, just 
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one or two of our modem improvements, such as — ^but I 
forget, you never could understand mechanics." 

" You can, though. Explain clearly, and 111 try my best." 

He did so, and so did I. I think he even managed to 
knock something of the matter into my stupid head, where it 
remained — for ten minutes! Much longer remained the 
impression of his energetic talk — his clear-headed way of 
putting before another what he understood so well himself. I 
marvelled how he had gained all his information. 

"Oh ! it's easy enough, when one has a natural propensity 
for catching hold of facts; and then, you know, I always had 
a weakness for machinery ; I could stand for an hour watch- 
ing a mill at work, especially if it's worked by a great water- 
wheel." 

" Would you like to be a mill-owner t " 

"Shouldn't I!" — with a sunshiny flash, which soon 
clouded over. "However, 'tis idle talking; one cannot 
choose one's calling — at, least, very few can. After all, it 
isn't the trade that signifies — ^it's the man. I'm a tanner, and 
a capital tanner I intend to be. By the bye, I wonder if 
Mrs. Tod, who talks so much about ' gentle-folk,' knows that 
latter fiwt about you and me 1 " 

" I think not ; I hope not. Oh, David ! this one month 
at least let us get rid of the tan-yard." 

For I hated it, more than ever now, in our quiet, free, 
Arcadian Hfe ; the very thought of it was insupportable, not 
only for myself, but for' John. 

He gently blamed me, yet, I think, he involuntarily felt 
much as I did, if he would have allowed himself so to feel. 

"Who would guess now that I who stand here, delighting 
myself in this fresh air and pleasant view, this dewy com- 
mon, all thick with flowers — what a pretty blue cluster that 
is at your foot, Phineas ! — ^who would guess that all yesterday 
I had been stirring up tan-pits, handling raw hides ? Faugh ! 
I wonder the little harebells don't sicken in these my hands 
— such ugly hands, too I" 

" Nonsense, John ! they're «ot so bad, indeed ; and if 
they were, what does it matter ?" 

" You are right, lad ; it does not matter. They have done 
me good service, and will yet, though they were not made 
for carrying nosegays." 

" There is somebody besides yourself plucking posies on 



Digitized 



by Google 



114 JOHN HALIFAX. 

the Flat. See, how large the figure looks against the sky. 
It might be your Titaness, John — 

* Like Proserpina gathering flowers. 
Herself the fairest — • 

— ^no, not fairest; for I declare she looks very like your 
friend Grey-gown — I beg her pardon — Miss March." 

" It is she," said John, so indifferently that I suspect that 
fact had presented itself to him for at least two minutes 
before I found it out. 

" There's certainly a fatality about your meeting her." 

'* Not the least. She has this morning taken her walk in 
a different direction, as I did ; and we both chanced again 
to hit upon the same," answered John, gravely and explana- 
torily. " Come away down the slope. We must not intrude 
upon a lady's enjoyments." 

He carried me off, much against my will, for I had a great 
wish to see again that fresh young face, so earnest, cheerful, 
and good. Also, as I laboured in vain to convince my 
companion, the said face indicated an independent dignity 
which would doubtless make its owner perfectly indifferent 
whether her solitary walk were crossed by two gentlemen, 
or two hundred. 

John agreed to this ; nevertheless, he was inexorable. 
And, since he was ' a man of the world ' — having, in his 
journeys up and down the country for my father, occasionally 
fallen into * polite ' society — ^I yielded ihe point to him, and 
submitted to his larger experience of good-breeding. 

However, Fate, kinder than he, took the knot of etiquette 
into her own hands, and broke it. 

Close to the cottage door, our two paths converging, and 
probably our breakfast-hours likewise, brought us suddenly 
face to face with Miss March. 

She saw us, and we had a distinct sight of her. 

I was right : we and our contiguity were not of the 
smallest importance to Miss March. Her fresh morning 
roses did not deepen, nor her eyes droop, as she looked for a 
moment at us both — a quiet, maidenly look of mere observa- 
tion. Of course, no recognition passed; but there was a 
merry dimple beside her mouth, as if she quite well knew 
who we were, and owned to a little hai'mless feminine 
xuriosity in observing us. 
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She bad to pass our door, where stood Mrs. Tod and the 
baby. It stretched out its little arms to come to her, with 
that pretty, babyish gesture which I suppose no woman can 
resist. Miss March could not. She stopped, and began 
tossing up the child. 

Truly, they made a pleasant picture, the two — ^she with her 
hooded cloak dropping off, showing her graceful shape, and 
her dark-brown hair, all gathered up in a mass of curls at the 
top of her head, as the fashion then was. As she stood, 
with her eyes sparkling, and the young blood flushing 
through her clear, brunette cheeks, I was not sure whether I 
had not judged too hastily in calling her 'no beauty.' 

Probably, by his look, John thought the same. 

She stood right before our wicket gate ; but she had evi- 
dently quite forgotten us, so happy was she with Mrs. Tod's 
bonny boy, until the landlady made some remark about 
* letting the gentlemen by.' Then, with a slight start, draw- 
ing her hood back over her head, the young lady stepped 
aside. 

In passing her, John raised his eyes, as was natural enough. 
For me, 1 could hardly take mine from her, such a pleasant 
creature was she to behold. She half smiled — he bowed, 
which she returned, courteously, and we both went in-doors. 
I told him, this was a good beginning of acquaintance with 
our neighbour. 

'•Not at all, no acquaintance; a mere civility between 
two people living under the same roof. It will never be more." 

" Probably not." 

I am afraid John was disappointed at my ' probably." I 
am afraid that when he stood at our window, contemplating 
the little group which filled up our wicket-gate, he missed 
some one out of the three, — ^which, I suspect, was neither 
Mrs. Tod nor yet the baby. 

*' I like her face very much better now, David. " Do you ?" 

It was a very curious fact, which I never noticed till 
afterwards, that though there had been some lapse of time 
before I hazarded this remark, we both intuitively supplied 
the noun to that indefinite personal pronoun. 

" A good — ^nay, a noble face ; though still, with those 
irregular features, I can't — ^really I can't— call her beautiftil." 

"Nor I." 

" She bowed with remarkable grace, too. I think, John, 
l2 
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for the first time in our lives, we may sa-y we have seen a 
ladyr 

" Most certainly a lady." 

" Nay, I only meant that, girl as she is, she is evidently 
accustomed to what is called * society.' Which makes it the 
more likely that her father is the Mr. March who was cousin 
to the Brithwoods. An odd coincidence." 

" A very odd coincidence." 

After which brief reply, John relapsed into taciturnity. 

More than once that morning we recurred to the subject 
of our neighbours — ^that is — I did — ^but John was rather 
saturnine and uncommunicative. Nay, when, as Mrs. Tod 
was removing the breakfast, I ventured to ask her a harm- 
less question or two, — ^who Mr. March was, and where he 
came from I — ^I was abruptly reproved, the very minute our 
good landlady had shut the door, for my tendency to ' gossip.' 

At which I only laughed, and reminded him that he had 
ingeniously scolded me after, not before, I had gained the 
desired information— namely, that Mr. March was a gentle- 
man of independent property — ^that he had no friends here- 
abouts, and that he usually lived in Wales. 

" He cannot be our Mr. March, then." 

" No," said John, with an air of great relief. 

I was amused to see how seriously he took such a trifie ; 
ay, many a time that day I laughed at him for evincing such 
great sympathy over our neighbours, and especially — ^which 
was plain enough to see, though he doubtless believed he 
entirely disguised it — ^for that interest which a young man of 
twenty would naturally take in a very charming and 'person- 
able young woman. Ay, naturally, as I said to myself, for 
I admired her too, extremely. 

It seems strange now to call to mind that morning, and 
our light-hearted jests about Miss March. Strange that 
Destiny should often come thus, creeping like a child to our 
very doors ; we hardly notice it, or send it away with a 
laugh ; it comes so naturally, so simply, so accidentally, as 
it were, that we recognize it not. We cannot believe that 
the baby intruder is in reality the king of our fortunes, the 
ruler of our lives. But so it is continually ; and since it is, 
it must be right. 

We finished the morning by reading Shakspeare — Romeo 
and Juliet— aX which the old folio seemed naturally to open. 
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There is a time — a sweet time, too, though it does not last 
— ^when to every young mind the play of plays, the poem of 
poems, is Romeo aiid JiUiet, We were at that phase now. 

John read it all through to me — not for the first time 
either ; and then, thinking I had fallen asleep, he sat with 
the book on his knee, gazing out of the open window. 

It was a warm summer day — ^breathless, soundless — a day 
for quietness and dreams. Sometimes a bee came buzzing 
among the roses, in and away again, like a happy thought. 
Nothing else was stirring ; not a single bird was to be seen 
or heard, except that now and then came a coo of the wood- 
pigeons among the beech-trees — a low, tender voice — re- 
minding one of a mother's crooning over a cradled child ; or 
of two true lovers standing clasped heart to heart, in the 
first embrace, which finds not, and needs not, a single word. 

John sat listening. What was he thinking about I Why 
that strange quiver about his mouth I — ^why that wonderful 
new glow, that infinite depth of softness in his eyes I 

I closed mine. He never knew I saw him. He thought 
I slept placidly through that half-hour, which seemed to him 
as brief as a minute. To me it was long — ^ah, so long ! as I 
lay pondering with an intensity that was actual pain, on 
what must come some time, and, for all I knew, might even 
now be coming. 

CHAPTER XI. 

A WEEK slipped by. We had grown familiar with Enderley 
Hill — at least, I had. As for John, he had little enough 
enjoyment of the pretty spot he had taken such a fancy to, 
being absent five days out of the seven ; riding away when 
the morning sun had slid down to the boles of my four 
poplars/ and never coming home till Venus peeped out over 
their heads at night. It was hard for him ; but he bore the 
disappointment well. 

With me, one day went by just like another. In the 
mornings I crept out, climbed the hill behind Rose Cottage 
garden, and there lay a little under the verge of the Flat, in 
a sunny shelter, watching the ants running in and out of the 
numerous ant-hills there ; or else I turned my observation 
to the short velvet herbage that grew everywhere hereabouts ; 
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for the common, so far from being barren, was a perfect' 
sheet of greenest, softest turf, sowed with minute and rare 
flowers. Often a square foot of ground presented me with 
enough of beauty and variety in colour and form, to criticise 
and contemplate for a full- hour. 

My human interests were not extensive. Sometimes the 
Enderley villagers, or the Tod children, who were a grade 
above these, and decidedly ' respectable,' would appear and 
have a game of play at the foot of the slope, their laughter 
rising up to where I lay. Or some old woman would come 
with her pails to the spring below, a curious and very old 
stone well, to which the cattle from the common often rushed 
down past me in bevies, and stood knee-deep, their mouths 
making glancing circles in the water as they drank. 

Being out of doors almost all day, I saw very little of the 
inhabitants of our cottage. Once or twice, a lady and gentle- 
man passed, creeping at the foot of the slope, so slowly, that 
I felt sure it must be Mr, March and his daughter. He was 
tall, with grey hair ; I was not near enough to distinguish 
his features. She walked on the further side, supporting him 
with her arm. Her comfortable morning hood was put off, 
and she had on her head that ugly, stiff thing which ladies 
had lately taken to wearing, and which, Jael said, was called 
a ^bonnet.' 

Except on these two occasions, I had no opportunity of 
making any observations on the* manners and customs of our 
neighbours. Occasionally Mrs. Tod mentioned them in her 
social chatter, while laying the cloth ; but it was always in 
the most cursory and trivial way, such as 'Miss March 
having begged that the children might be kept quiet — Mrs. 
Tod hoped their noise didn't disturb me f but Mr. March 
was such a very fidgetty gentleman — so particular in his 
dress, too — ^Why, Miss March had to iron his cravats with 
her own hands. Besides, if there was a pin awry in her 
dress, he did make such a fuss — and, really, such an active, 
busy young lady couldn't look always as if she came trim 
out of a band-box. Mr. March wanted so much waiting on, 
he seemed to fancy he still had his big house in "Wales, and 
his seven servants.' 

Mrs. Tod conversed as if she took it for granted I was 
fully acquainted with all the prior history of her inmates, 
or any others that she mentioned — a habit peculiar to Ender- 
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ley folk with strangers. It was generally rather convenient, 
and it saved much listening ; but in this case, I would rather 
have had it broken through. Sometimes I felt strongly in- 
clined to question her; but on consulting John, he gave his 
veto so decidedly against seeking otft people's private affairs 
in such an illicit manner, that I felt quite guilty, and began 
to doubt whether my sickly, useless, dreaming life, was not 
inclining me to curiosity, gossip, and other small vices which 
we are accustomed — ^I know not why — to insult the other 
Sex, by describing as ' womanish.' 

Afl I have said, the two cottages were built distinct, so that 
we could have neither sound nor sight of our neighbours, 
save upon the neutral ground of Mrs. Tod's kitchen ; where, 
however I might have felt inclined to venture, John's pro- 
hibition stopped me entirely. 

Thus — save the two days when he waa at home, when 
he put me on his mare's back, and led me far away, over 
common and valley, and hill, for miles, only coming back at 
twilight — save those two blithe days, I spent the week in 
dignified solitude, and was very thankful for Sunday. 

We determined to make it a long, lovely, country Sunday ; 
so we began it at six a.m. John took me a new walk across 
the common, where, he said, in answer to my question — 
we were quite certain not to meet Miss March. 

" Do you experimentalize on the subject, that you calcu- 
late her paths with such nicety f Pray, have you ever met 
her again, for I know you have been out most mornings ?" 

" Morning is the onlv time I have tor walking, you know, 
Phinea^." 

"Ah, true! You have little . pleasure at Enderley. I 
almost wish we could go home." 

" Don't think of such a thing. It is doing you a world of 
good. Indeed, we must not, on any account, go home." 

I know, and knew then, that his anxiety was in earnest ; 
that whatever other thoughts might lie underneath, the 
sincere thought of me was the one uppermost in his mind. 

" Well, we'll stay — ^that is, if you are happy, John." 

" Thoroughly happy ; I like the dashing rides to Norton 
Bury. Above all, I like coming back. The minute I begin 
to climb Enderley Hill, the tan-yard, and all belonging to it, 
drops off like an incubus, and I wake into free, beautiful 
life. Now, Phineas, confess; is not this common a lovely 
place, especially of a morning?" 
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"Ay," said I, smiling at his energy. "But you did not 
tell me whether you had met Miss March again." 

" She has never once seen me." 

" But you have seen her ? Answer honestly." 

"Why should I not? — Yes, I have seen her — once or 
twice or so — ^but never in any way that could annoy her." 

*' That explains why you have become so well-acquainted 
with the direction of her walks I" 

He coloured deeply. " I hope, Phineas, you do not think 
that — ^that in any way I would intrude on or offend a lady f* 

" Nay, don't take it so seriously — ^indeed, I meant nothing 
of the kind, It would be quite natural if a young man 
like you did use some pains to look at such a ^cunning 
piece of Nature's handiwork ' as that apple-cheeked girl ^ 
seventeen." 

" Russet apple. She is brown, you know — a real ^ nut- 
brown mayde,' " said John, recovering his gay humour. 
** Certainly, I like to look at her. I have seen many a face 
that was more good-looking — never one that looked half so 
good." 

"Sententious that;" yet I could not smile — ^he tpoke 
with such earnestness. Besides, it was the truth. I my- 
self would have walked half-way across the common any 
day for a glance at Miss March. Why not he ? 

" But, John, you never told me that you had seen her 
again f " 

"Because you never asked me." 

We were silent. Silent until we had walked along the 
whole length of a Roman encampment, the most perfect of 
the various fosses that seamed the flat — ^tokens of many a 
battle fought on such capital battle-ground, and which John 
had this morning especially brought me to look at. 

" Yes," I said at last, putting the ending affirmative to a 
long train of thought, which was certainly not about Roman 
encampments ; " yes, it is quite natural that you should ad* 
mire her. It would even be quite natural, and not unlikely 
either, if she " 

" Pshaw r interrupted he. " What nonsense you are 
talking ! Impossible I" and setting his foot sharply upon a 
loose stone, he kicked it down into the ditch, where probably 
many a dead Roman had fallen before it, in ages gone by. 

The impetuous gesture — ^the energetic * impossible,* struck 
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me less than the quickness with which his mind had worked 
out my unexpressed thoughtr— carrying it to a greater length 
than I myself had ever contemplated. 

" Truly, no possihilities or impossihilities of that sort ever 
entered my head. I only thought you might admire her, and 
be unsettled thereby as young men are, when they take 
&uicies. That would grieve me very much, John." 

"Don't let it then. Why, I have only seen her five 
times ; I never spoke to her in my life, and most probably 
never shall do. Could anyone be in a safer position ? Be- 
sides," and his tone changed to extreme gravity, " I have too 
many worldly cares to think of; I can't afford the harmless 
little amusement of falling in love — so be easy, Phineas." 

I smiled ; and we began a discussion on camps and fosses, 
vallum and prsetorium ; the Danes, Saxons, and Normans ; 
which, doubtless, we carried on to a most learned length : 
but at this distance of lime, and indeed the very day after, I 
plead guilty to having forgotten all about it. 

That long, quiet Sunday, when, I remember, the sun never 
came out all day, but the whole earth and sky melted 
together in a soft, grey haze ; when we lay on the common 
and heard church-bells ringing, some distant, some near; 
and, after all was quiet, talked our own old sabbath talks, of 
this world and the world to come ; when, towards twilight, 
we went down into the beech- wood below the house, and sat 
idly there among the pleasant smelling ferns ; when, from the 
morning to the evening, he devoted himself altogether to my 
comfort and amusement — to perfect which required of him no 
harder duty than to be near me always ; — that Sunday was 
the last I ever had David altogether for my own — my very 
own. 

It was natural, it was just, it was right. God forbid that 
in any way I should have murmured. 

About ten o'clock — just as he was luring me out to see how 
grand the common looked under the black night, and we 
were wondering whether or no the household were in bed — 
Mrs. Tod came mysteriously into the parlour, and shut the 
door after her. Her round, fresh face looked somewhat 
troubled. 

" Mr. Halifax, might I speak a word to 'ee, sir ?" 

" With pleasure. Sit down, Mrs. Tod. There's nothing 
wrong with your children ?" 
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" No, I thank 'ee. You are very kind, sir. No, it "be about 
that poor Miss March." 

I could see John's fingers twitch over the chair he was 
leaning on. "I hope — *' he began, and stopped. 

** Her father is dreadful bad to-night, and it's a good seven- 
mile walk to the doctor's at S ; and Miss March says— 

that is, she don't, for I bean't going to tell her a word about 
it — ^but I think, Mr. Halifax, if I might make so bold, it 
would be a great kindness in a young gentleman like you to 
lend Tod your mare to ride over and fetch the doctor." 

" I will, gladly. At once ?" 

"Tod bean't come in yet." 

'• He shall have the mare with pleasure. Tell Miss March 
so — ^I mean, do not tell her, of course. It was very right of 
you to come to us in this way, Mrs. Tod. Really, it would 
be almost a treat to be ill in your house — ^you are so kind." 

" Thank'ee, Mr. Halifax," said the honest landlady, greatly 
delighted, " But a body couldn't help doing any thing for 
Miss March. You would think so yourself, if you only knew 
her." 

" No doubt," returned John, more politely than warmly, I 
fancied, as he closed the door after the retreating figure of 
Mrs. Tod. But when he came and sat down again, I saw he 
was rather thoughtful. He turned the books restlessly, one 
after the other, and could not settle to anything. To all my 
speculations about our sick neighbour, and our peaii of kind- 
hearted landladies, he only replied in monosyllables ; at last 
he started up and said, 

"Phineaa, I think I'll go myself." 

« Where ?" 

" To fetch Doctor Brown. If Tod is not come in, it would 
be but a common charity. And I know the way." 

" But the dark night f ' 

*' Oh, no matter ; the mare will be safer under me than a 
stranger. And though I have taken good care that the 
three horses in the tan-yard shall have the journey, turn and 
turn about ; still it's a good pull from here to Norton Bury, 
and the mare's my fevourite. I would rather take her 
myself." 

I smiled at his numerous good reasons for doing such a 
very simple thing ; and agreed that it was right and best he 
should do it. 
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" Then shall I call Mrs. Tod and enquire ? Or perhaps it 
might make less fuss, just to go and speak to her in the 
kitchen. Will you, Phineas, or shall If" 

Scarcely waiting my answer, he walked from our parlour 
into what I called the Debateable Land. 

No one was there. We remained several minutes all alone, 
listening to the groanings overhead. 

"That must be Mr. March, John." 

"I hear. Good heavens! how hard for her. And she 
such a young thing, and alone," muttered he, as he stood 
gazing into the dull wood embers of the kitchen fire. I saw 
he was moved ; but the expression on his face was one of 
pure and holy compassion. That at this moment no less un- 
selfish feeling mingled with it, I am sure. 

Mrs. Tod appeared at the door leading to the other half 
of the cottage ; she was apparently speaking to Miss March 
on the staircase, ^e heard again those clear, quick, decided 
tones, but subdued to a half- whisper. 

" No, Mrs. Tod, I am not sorry you did it— on my father's 

account, 'tis best. Tell Mr. • , the young gentleman, I 

forget his name — that I am very much obliged to him." 

" I will, Miss March ; — stay, he is just here. — Bless us ! 
she has shut the door already. — ^Won't you take a seat, Mr. 
Halifax ? I'll stir up the fire in a minute, Mr. Fletcher. 
You are always welcome in my kitchen, young gentlemen." 
And Mrs. Tod bustled about, well aware what a cosy 
and cheerful old-feshioned kitchen it was, especially of 
evenings. 

But when John explained the reason of our intrusion, there 
was no end to her pleasure and gratitude. He was the 
kindest young gentleman that ever Hived. — She would tell 
Miss March so ; as, indeed, she had done many a time. 

" * Miss,' said to her the very first day I set eyes on you, 
when I had told her how you came hunting for lodgings — <8he 
often has a chat with me quite freely, being so lonesome-like, 
and knowing I to be too proud myself to forget that she's a 
bom lady.)—' Miss,' said I, ' who Mr. Halifax may be I don't 
know, but depend upon it he's a real gentleman.' 

I was the sole amused auditor of this speech, for John had 
vanished. In a few minutes more he had brought the mare 
round, and after a word or two with me, was clattering down 
the road. 
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I wondered whether this time any white-furred wrist 
stirred the blind to watch him. 

John was away a wonderfully short time, and the doctor 
rode back with him. They parted at the gate, and he 
came into our parlour, his cheeks all glowing with the ride. 
He only remarked, "that the autumn-nights were getting 
chill," and sat down. The kitchen clock struck one. 

" You ought to have been in bed hours ago, Phineas. 
Will you not go f I shall sit up just a little while, to hear 
how Mr. March is." 

" I should like to hear, too. It is curious the interest that 
one learns to take in people that are absolute strangers, when 
shut up together in a lonely place like this, especially when 
they are in trouble." 

"Ay, that's it," said he, quickly. "It's llie solitude, and 
their being in trouble. Did you hear anything more while I 
was away f " 

" Only that Mr. March was rather better, and everybody 
had gone to bed except his daughter and Mrs. Tod." 

" Hark ! I think that's the doctor going away. I wonder 
if one might ask — ^No ! they would think it intrusive. He 
must be better. But Dr. Brown told me that in one of these 
paroxysms he might — Oh, that poor young thing ! " 

"Has she no relatives, no brothers or sisters! Doctor 
Brown surely knows." 

" I did not like to ask, but I fancy not. However, that's 
not my business : my business is to get you off to bed, 
Phineas Fletcher, as quickly as possible." 

" Wait one minute, John. Let us go and see if we can 
do anything more." 

" Ay — ^if we can do anything more," repeated he, as we 
again re-crossed the boundary-line, and entered the Tod 
country. 

All was quiet there. The kitchen fire burnt brightly, and 
a cricket sang in merry solitude on the hearth; the groans 
overhead were stilled, but we heard low talking, and pre- 
sently stealthy footsteps crept down stairs. It was Mrs. Tod 
and Miss March. 

We ought to have left the kitchen : I think John mut- 
tered something to that effect, and even made a slight move- 
ment towards Uie door ; but — ^I don't know how it was — ^wo 
stayed. 
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She came and stood by the fire, scarcely noticing us. Her 
fresh cheeks were faded, and she had the weary look of one 
who has watched for many hours. Some sort of white 
dimity gown that she wore, added to this paleness. 

" I think he is better, Mrs. Tod— decidedly better," said 
she, speaking quickly. ** You ought to go to bed now. Let 
all the house be quiet. I hope you told Mr. — Oh — " 

She saw us, stopped, and, for the moment, the fdntest 
tinge of her roses returned. Presently she acknowledged us, 
with a slight bend. 

John came forward. I had expected some awkwardness 
on his part ; but no— he waa thinking too little of himself 
for that. His demeanour — earnest, gentle, kind — -was the 
sublimation of all manly courtesy. 

" I hope, modem " — ^young men used the deferential word 
in those days, always — " I do hope that Mr. March is better. 
We were unwilling to retire until we had heard." 

" Thank you I My father is much better. You are very 
kind," said Miss March, with a maidenly dropping of the 
eyes. 

"Indeed he is kind," broke in the warm-hearted Mrs. 

Tod. " He rode all the way to S , his own self, to 

fetch the doctor." 

" Did you, sir ? I thought you only lent your horse." 

" Oh ! I like a night-ride. And you are sure, madam, 
that your father b better ? Is there nothing else I can do 
for you ? " 

His sweet, grave manner, so much graver and older than 
hb years, softened too with that quiet deference which 
marked at once the man who reverenced all women, simply 
for their womanhood — seemed entirely to re-assure the young 
lady. This, and her own frankness of character, made her 
forget, as she apparently did, the fact that she was a young 
lady and he a young gentleman, meeting on unacknowledged 
neutral ground, perfect strangers, or knowing no more of 
one another than the mere surname. 

Nature, sincerity, and simplicity conquered all trammels 
of formal custom. She held out her hand to him. 

" I thank you very much, Mr. Halifax. If I wanted 
help, I would ask you ; indeed, I would." 

" Thank t/ou. Good-night." 

He pressed the hand vnth reverence — ^and was gone. I 
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saw Miss March look after him : then she turned to speak 
and smiled with me. A light word, an easy smile, as to a 
poor invalid whom she had often pitied, out of the fulness 
of her womanly heart. 

Soon I followed John into the parlour. He asked me 
no questions, made no remarks, only took his candle and 
went upstairs, 

"But, years afterwards, he confessed to me that the 
touch of that hand — it was a rather peculiar hand in the 
* feel ' of it, as the children say, with a very soft palm, and 
fingers that had a hahit of perpetually fluttering, like a little 
bird's wing — the touch of that hand was to the young man 
like the revelation of a new world. 



CHAPTER Xn. 



The next day John rode away, earlier even than was his 
wont, I thought. He stayed but a little while talking with 
me. While Mrs. Tod was bustling over our breakfast, he 
asked her, in a grave and unconcerned manner, '* How Mr. 
March was this morning V which was the only allusion he 
made to the previous night's occurrences. 

I had a long, quiet day alone in the beech-wood, close 
below our cottage, sitting by the little runnel, now worn to 
a thread with the summer weather, but singing still. It 
talked to me like a living thing. 

When I came home in the evening, Miss March stood in 
front of the cottage, with — strange to say — her father. But 
I had heard that his paroxysms were often of brief continu- 
ance, and that, like most confirmed valetudinarians, when 
real danger stared him in the face, he put it from him, and 
was glad to be well. 

Seeing me coming, Miss March whispered to him; he 
turned upon me a listless gaze from over his fur collar, and 
bowed languidly, without rising from his easy-chair. Yes, 
it was Mr. March — the very Mr. March we had met ! I 
knew him, changed though he was ; but he did not know 
me in the least, as, indeed, was not likely. 

His daughter came a step or two to meet me. " You are 
better, I see, Mr. Fletcher. Enderley is a most healthy 
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place, as I try to persuade my father. This is Mr. Fletcher, 
sir, the gentleman who — " 

'' Was so obliging as to ride to S , last night, for me I 

Allow me to thank him myself." 

I began to disclaim, and Miss March to explain ; but we 
must both have been slightly incoherent, for I think the 
poor gentleman was never quite clear as to who it was that 
went for Dr. Brown. However, that mattered little, as his 
acknowledgments were evidently dictated more by a natural 
habit of courtesy, than by any strong sense of service 
rendered. 

" I am a very great invalid, sir; — ^my dear, will you ex- 
plain to the gentleman V And he leaned his head back, 
wearily. 

" My father has never recovered his ten years' residence 
in the West Indies." 

" * Residence V Pardon me, my dear, you forget I was 
governor of ." 

" Oh, yes ! — ^The climate is very trying there, Mr. 
Fletcher. But since he has been in England — five years 
only — he has been very much better. I hope he will be 
quite well in time." 

Mr. March shook his head drearily. Poor man ! the 
world of existence to him seemed to have melted lazily down 
into a mere nebula, of which the forlorn nucleus was — ^him- 
self. What a life for any young creature — even his own 
daughter, to be bound to continually ! 

I could not help remarking the strong contrast between 
them. He, vnth his sallow, delicately-shaped features — the 
thin mouth and long straight nose, of that form I have heard 
called the 'melancholy nose,' which usually indicates a 
feeble, pensive, and hypochondriac temperament ; while his 
daughter — ^But I have described her already. 

*' Mr. Fletcher is an invalid too, father," she said ; so 
gently, that I could feel no pain in her noticing my infirmity ; 
and took gratefully a seat she gave me, beside that of Mr. 
March. • She seemed inclined to talk to me ; and her man- 
ner was perfectly easy, friendly, and kind. 

We spoke of common-place subjects, near at hand, and of 
the West Indian island, which its late 'governor' was 
apparently by no means inclined to forget. I asked Miss 
March whether she had liked it ? 
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"I was neyer there. Papa was obliged to leave me be- 
hind, in Wales — ^poor mamma's country. Were you ever in 
Wales ? I like it so ! Indeed, I feel a« if I belonged altogether 
to the mountains." 

And saying this, she looked the very incarnation of the 
free mountain spirit — s. little rugged, perhaps, and sharply 
outlined ; but that would soften with time, and was better 
and wholesomer than any tame green level of soft perfection. 
At least, one inclined to think so, looking at her. 

I liked Miss March very much, and was glad of it. 

In retiring, with her father leaning on her arm, to which 
he hung trustingly and feebly as a child, she turned abruptly, 
and asked if she could lend me any books to read T I must 
find the days long and dull, without my friend. 

I assented with thanks; and shortly afterwards, she 
brought me an armful of literature — enough to have caused 
any young damsel to have been dubbed a ' blue,' in those 
matter-of-fact days. 

" I have no time to study much myself," said she, in an- 
swer to my questions ; " but I like those who do. Now, good 
evening, for I must run. You and your friend can have any 
books of ours. You must not think " — and she turned back 
to tell me this — " that because my fisither said little, he and I 
are not deeply grateful for the kindness Mr. Halifax showed 
us last night." 

" It was a pleasure to John — ^it always is — ^to do a kind 
office for any one." 

" I well believe that, Mr. Fletcher." And she left me. 

When John came home, I informed him of what had 
passed. He listened, though he made no comment whatever. 
But all the evening he sat turning over Miss March's books, 
and reading either aloud or to himself, fragments out of one 
— ^which I had expected he would have scouted, inasmuch 
as it was modern, not classical poetry : — in fact, a collection 
of Lyrical Ballads, brought out that year by a young man 
named Mr. William Wordsworth, and some anonymous 
friend, conjointly. I had opened it, and found therein great 
nonsense ; but John had better luck — ^he hit upon a short 
poem called "Love," by the Anonymous Friend, which he 
read, and I listened to, almost as if it had been Shakspeare. 
It was about a girl named Genevieve, — a little simple story — 
everybody knows it now ; but it was like a strange, low, 
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mystic music, luring the very heart oat of one's bosom, to 
us young visionaries then. 

I wonder if Miss March knew the harm she did, and the 
mischief that has been done among young people in all ages 
('since Caxton's days), by the lending boc^, especially books 
of poetry. 

The next day, John was in a curious mood. Dreamy, 
lazy, mild ; he sat poring in-doors, instead of roaming abroad 
— in truth, was a changed lad. i told him so, and laid it all 
to the blame of the Anonymous Friend : who held him in 
such fascinated thrall that he ocly looked up once all the 
moiling, — which was, when Mr. and MIfs March went by. 
In the ahefnoon, he submitted, lamb-like, to be led down to 
the beech-wood — that tlie wonderful talking stream might 
hold forth to him as it did to me. But it could not — ^ah, 
no ! it could not. Our lives, though so close, were yet as 
distinct as the musical living water and the motionless grey 
rock beside which it ran. The one swept joyfully on to its 
appointed course: the other, — -was what Heaven made it, 
abode where Heaven placed it, and likewise fulfilled its end. 

Coming back out of the little wood, I took John a new 
way I had discovered, through the prettiest undulating mea- 
dow, half-field, half-orchard, where trees loaded with ripen- 
ing cider apples and green crabs, made a variety among the 
natural foresters. Under one of these, as we climbed the 
slope — ^for field, beech -wood, and common formed a gradual 
ascent — we saw a vacant table laid. 

'* A pretty piece of rusticity — domestic arcadia on a small 
scaleV said John ; "I should like to invite myself to tea with 
them. Who can they be?" 

"Probably visitors. Resident country-folks like their' 
meals best under a decent roof-tree. I should not wonder 
if this were not one of Mr. March's vagaries." 

" Don't say vagaries — he is an old man." 

" Don't be reproachful— I shall say nought against iim. 
Indeed, I have no opportunity, for there they both are coming 
hither from the house." 

Sure enough they were — Miss March helping her father 
across the uneven bit of common to the gate whidx led to the 
field. Precisely at that gate we all four met. 

" 'Tis useless to escape them," whispered I to John. 

** I do not wish — ^why should I ?" he answered, and held 

K 
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the gate open for the father aad daughter to go through. 
She looked up and acknowledged him, smiling. I thought 
tliat smile and his courteous, hut far less frank response to 
it, would have heen all the greeting ; hut no ! Mr. March's 
dull perceptions had somehow been brightened up. He 
stopped. 

« Mr. Halifax, I believe ?" 

John bowed. 

They stood a moment looking at one another ; the tall, 
stalwart young man, so graceful and free in bearing, and the 
old man, languid, sickly, prematurely broken down. 

" Sir," said the elder, and in his fixed gaze I fancied I 
detected something more than crfinosity — something of the 
lingering pensiveness with which, years ago, he had turned 
back to look at John — as if the lad reminded him of some 
one he knew, *' Sir, I have to thank you." 

^* Indeed no thanks are needed. I sincerely hope you are 
better to-day ? " 

Mr. March assented : but John's countenance apparently 
interested him so much that he forgot his usual complainings. 
** My daughter tells me you are our neighbours — I am 
happy to have such friendly ones. My dear," in a half 
audible, pensive whisper to her, " I think your poor brother 
Walter would have grown up extremely like Mr. — ^Mr. " 

"Mr. Halifax, papa." 

" Mr. Halifax, we are going to take tea under the trees 

there — ^my daughter's suggestion — she is so fond of rurality. 

Will you give us the pleasure of your company ? You and 

* " here, I must confess, the second invitation came in 

reply to a glance of Miss March's — " your friend." 

Of course, we a'Santed: I considerably amused, and not 
ill-pleased, to see how naturally it fell out that when John 
appeared in the scene, I, Fhineas, subsided into the secondary 
character of John's * friend.' 

Very soon — so soon, that our novel position seemed like an 
adventure out of the Arabian Nights — we found ourselves 
e.^tablished under the apple-tree, between whose branches 
the low sun stole in, kissing in red chestnut-colour the hair of 
the * Nut-browne Mayde,' as she sat, bare-headed, pouring 
into small white china cups that dainty luxury, tea. She 
had on — not the grey gown, but a white one, worked in 
delicate muslin. A branch of those small pinky- white roses 
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that grew in such clusters about our parlour window, nestled, 
almost as if they were still growing, in her fair maiden bosom. 

She apologized for little Jack's having * stolen ' them from 
our domains for her — ^lucky Jack ! and received some brief 
and rather incoherent answer from John, about being ' quite 
welcome.' 

He sat opposite her — ^I by her side — she had placed me 
there. It struck me as strange, that tliongh her manner to 
us both was thoroughly frank and kind, it was a shade more 
frank, more kind, to me than to him. Also, I noted, that 
while she chatted gaily with me, John almost . entirely con- 
fined his talk to her father. 

But the young lady listened — ^ay, undoubtedly she listened 
— to every word that was said. I did not wonder at it : 
when his tongue was once unloosed, few people could talk 
better than John Halifax. Not that he was one of your 
showy conversationalists ; language was with him neither a 
science, an art, nor an accomplishment, but a mere vehicle 
for thought ; the garb, always chosen as simplest and fittest, 
in which his ideas were clothed. His conversation was 
never wearisome, since he only spoke when he had something 
to say ; and having said it, in the most concise and appro- 
priate manner that suggested itself at the time — he was 
silent ; and silence is a great and rare virtue at twenty years 
of age. 

We talked a good deal about Wales; John had been there 
more than once in his joumeyings ; and this fact seemed to 
warm Miss March's manner, rather shy and reserved though 
it was, at least to him. She told us many an innocent tale 
of her life there — of her childish days, and of her dear old 
governess, whose name, I remember, was Cardigan. She 
seemed to have grown up solely under that lady's charge. 
It was not diiiicult to guess — though I forget whether she 
distinctly told us so— that ' poor mamma ' had died so early 
as to become a mere name to her orphan daughter. She 
evidently owed everything she was to this good governess. 

" My dear," at last said Mr. March, rather testily, " you 
make rather too much of our excellent Jane Cardigan. She 
is going to be married, and she will not care for you now." 

'' Hush ! papa, that is a secret at present. Pray, Mr. 
Halifax, do you know Norton Bury ?" 

The abruptness of the question startled John, so that he 
k2 
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only answered in a hurried affitmative. Indeed, Mr. March 
left him no lime for further explanation. 

*' I hate the place. My late wife's cousins, the Brithwoods 
of the Mythe, with whom I have had — ahem ! — strong poli- 
tical differences — live there. And 1 was once nearly drowned 
in the Severn, close by." 

**Papa, don't speak of that, please," said Miss March, 
hurriedly ; so hurriedly, that I am sure she did not notice 
what would otherwise have been plain enough — John's sud- 
den and violent colour. But the flush died down again — ^he 
never spoke a word. And, of course, acting on his evident 
desire, neither did I. 

" For my part," continued the young lady, " I have no 
dislike to Norton Bury. Indeed, I rather admired the place, 
if I remember right." 

"You have been there?" Though it was the simplest 
question, John's sudden look at her, and the soft inflexion of 
his voice, struck me as peculiar. 

" Once, when I was about twelve years old. But we will 
talk of something papa likes better. I am sure papa enjoys 
this lovely evening.. Hark! how the doves are cooing in 
the beech wood ?" 

I asked her if she had ever been in th« beech-wood. 

No ; she was quite unacquainted with its mysteries — ^the 
fern-glades, the woodbine tangles, and the stream, that, if 
you listened attentively, you could hear faintly gurgling even 
where we sat. 

^* I did not know there was a stream so near. I have 
generally taken my walks across the Flat," said Miss 
March, smiling, and then blushing at having done so, though 
it was the faintest blush imaginable. 

Neither of us made any reply. 

Mr. March settled himself to laziness and his arm-chair ; 
the conversation fell to the three younger persons — ^I may 
Bay the two— for I also seceded, and left John ma«ter of the 
field. It was enough for me to sit listening to him and Miss 
lilarch, as they gradually became more friendly ; a circum- 
stance natural enough, under the influence of that simple, 
solitary place, where all the pretences of etiquette seemed 
naturally to drop away, leaving nothing but the forms dic- 
tated and preserved by true manliness and true womanliness. 

How young both looked, how happy in their frank, free 
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youth, with the sun-raja slanting down upon them, making 
a glory round either heady and — ^a^ glorj often does — daz- 
zling painfully. 

'' Will you change seats with me^ Miss March t— The sun 
will not reach your ejes there," 

She declined, refusing to punish any one for her con- 
venience. 

^'It would not be punishment,'' said John, so gravely, 
that one did not recognise it for a ^ pretty speech ' till it had 
passed — ^and went on with their conversation. In the course 
of it, he managed so carefully, and at the same time so care- 
lessly, to interpose his broad hat between the sun and her, 
that the fiery old king went down in splendour before she 
noticed that she had been thus guarded and sheltered. 
Though she did not speak— why should she ? o^ such a 
little thing — ^yet it was one of those * little things ' which 
often touch a woman more than any words. 

Miss March rose. '^ I should greatly like to hear your 
stream and its wonderful singing." (John Halifax had been 
telling how it held forth to me during my long) lonely days) 
« — " I wonder what it would say to me ? Can we hear it 
from the bottom of this field?" 

" Not clearly ; we had better go into the wood." For I 
knew John would like that, though he was too great a hypo- 
crite to second my proposal by a single word. 

Miss March was more single-minded, or else had no reason 
for being the contrary. She agreed to my plan with childish 
eagerness. " Papa, you wouldn't miss me — I shall not be 
away ^\e minutes* Then, Mr. Fletcher, will you go with 
met" 

^^ And I will stay beside Mr, March, so that he will not be 
left alone," said John, re -seating himself. 

What did the lad do that for ? — why did he sit watching 
us so intently, as I led Miss March down the meadow, and 
into the wood ? It passed my comprehension. 

Tbe young girl widked with me, as ^e talked with me, in 
perfect simplicity and frankness, free from the smallest hesi- 
tation. Even as the women I have known have treated me 
all my life — showing me that sisterly trust and sisterly kind- 
ness which have compensated in a measure for the solitary 
fate which it pleased Heaven to lay upon me; which, in any 
case, conscience would have forced me to lay upon myself— r- 
that no woman should ever be more to me than a sister. 
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Yet I watched her with pleasure — this young girl, as she 
tripped on before me, noticing everything, enjoying every- 
thing. She talked to me a good deal too about myself, in her 
kindly way, asking what I did all day ? — and if I were not 
rather dull sometimes, in this solitary country lodging? 

" I am dull occasionally myself, or should be, if I had time 
to think about it. It is hard to be an only child." 

I told her I had never found it so. 

" But then you have your friend. Has Mr. Halifax any 
brothers or sisters?" 

" None. No relatives living." 

" Ah !" a compassionate ejaculation, as she pulled a 
woodbine spray, and began twisting it with those never- 
quiet fingers of hers. "You and he seem to be great 
friends?** 

" John is a brother, friend, everything in the world to me.'* 

" Is he ? He must be very good. Indeed, he looks so," 
observed Miss March, thoughtfully, ♦'And I believe — at 
least I have often heard — that good men are rare." 

I had no time to enter into that momentous question, when 
the origin of it himself appeared, breaking through the bushes 
to join us. 

He apologized for so doing, saying Mr. March had sent 
him. 

"You surely do not mean that you come upon compul- 
sion. What an ill compliment to this lovely wood." 

And the eyes of the ' Nut-browne Mayde ' were a little 
mischievous. John looked preternaturally grave, as he said, 
"I trust you do not object to my coming?" 

She smiled — ^so merrily, that his slight haughtiness eva* 
porated like mist before the sunbeams. 

"I was obliged to startle you by jumping through the 
bushes ; for I heard my own name. What terrible revela- 
tions has this friend of mine been making to you, Miss 
March ?" 

He spoke gaily ; but I fancied he looked uneasy. The 
young lady only laughed. 

" I have a great mind not to tell you, Mr. Halifax." 

" Not when I ask you ?" 

He spoke so seriously that she could choose but reply. 

" Mr. Fletcher was telling me three simple facts : — First, 
that you were an orphan, without relatives. Secondly, that 
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you were his dearest friend. Thirdly — well, I never com- 
promise truth — that you were good." 

"And you!" 

" The first I was ignorant of ; the second I had already 
guessed ; the third " 

He gazed at her intently. 

" The third I had likewise — ^not doubted.'* 

John made some hurried acknowledgment. He looked 
greatly pleased — nay, more than pleased — happy. He walked 
forward by Miss March's side, taking his natural place in 
the conversation, while I as naturally as willingly fell behind. 
But I heard all they said, and joined in it now and then. 

Thus, sometimes spoken to, and sometimes lefl silent, 
watching their two figures, and idly noting their comparative 
heights — her head came just above John's shoulder — ^I fol- 
lowed these young people through the quiet wood. 

Let me say a word about that wood — dear and fisimiliar as 
it was. Its like I have never since seen. It was small — ^so 
small that in its darkest depths you might catch the sunshine 
lighting^up the branches of its outside trees. A young wood, 
too— composed wholly of smooth-barked beeches and sturdy 
Scotch firs, growing up side by side — the Adam and Eve, in 
this forest Eden. No old folk were there — no gnarled and 
withered foresters — every tree rose up, upright in its youth, 
and perfect after its kind. There was as yet no choking un- 
der-growth of vegetation; nothing but mosses, woodbine, and 
ferns ; and between the boles of the trees you could trace 
vista after vista, as between the slender pillsu:^ of a cathedral 
aisle. 

John pointed out all this to Miss March, especially noticing 
the peculiar character of the two species of trees — ^the mas- 
culine and feminine — fir and beech. She smiled at the 
fancy ; and much graceful badinage went on between them^ 
I had never before seen John in the company of women, and 
I marvelled to perceive the refinement of his language, and 
the poetic ideas it clothed. I forgot the truth— of whose 
saying was it ? — * th^t once in his life every man becomes 
a poet.' 

They stood by the little rivulet, and he showed her how 
the water came from the spring above ; the old well-head 
where the cattle drank; how it took its course merrily 
through the woods, till at the bottom of the valley below it 
grew into a wide stream. 
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" Small beginnings make great endings," observed Miss 
March, sententiously. 

John answered her with the happiest smile! He dipped 
his hollowed palm into the water, and drank : she did the 
same. Then, in her free-hearted girlish fun, she formed a 
cup out of ajjroad leaf, which, by ^e greatest ingenuity, she 
managed to make contain about two tea-spoonfuls of water 
ibr the space of half-a-minute, and held it to my mouth. 

" I am like Eebecea at the well. Drink, Eleazer," she 
tried, gaily* 

John looked on. " I am very thirsty, too," said he, in a 
low voice. 

The young girl hesitated a moment ; then filled and offered 
to him the Arcadian cup. I fear, he drank out of it a deeper 
and more subtle draught than that innocent water. 

Both became somewhat grave, and stood, one on either 
side the stream, looking down upon it, letting its bubbling 
murmur have all the talk. What it said, I know not : I only 
know that it did not, could not, say to those two what it said 
to me. 

When we took leave of our acquaintances, Mr. March was 
extremely courteous, and declared our society would always 
be a pleasure to himself and his daughter. 

" He always says so formally, ' my daughter,' " I ob- 
served, breaking the silence in which they had left us. " I 
wonder what her Christian name is." 

"I believe it is Ursula." 

** How did you find that out ? " 

'* It is written in one of her books." 

'^ Ui*sula ! " I repeated, wondering where I had heard it be- 
fore. *' A pretty name." 

" A very pretty name." 

When John fell into this echo mood, I always found it best 
to fall into taciturnity. 



CHAPTER Xni. 

Next day, the rain poured down incessantly, sweeping blind- 
ingly across the hills as I have rarely seen it sweep except at 
Enderly. The weather had apparently broken up, even thus 
early in the autumn ; and for that day, and several days 
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following, we had nothing but wind, rain, and storm. The 
sky was as dusky as Miss March's grey gown; — broken some- 
times in the evening by a rifi of misty gold, gleaming over 
Nunnely Hill, as if to show ns what September sunsets might 
have been. 

John went every day to Norton Bury that week. His mind 
seemed restless — he was doubly kind and attentive to me ; 
but every night I heard him go out in all the storm to walk 
upon the common. I longed to follow him, but it waB best 
not. 

On the Saturday morning, coming up to breakf^t, I heard 
him ask Mrs. Tod how Mr. March was I We knew the invalid 
had been ailing all the week, nor had we seen him or his 
daughter once. 

Mrs. Tod shook her head ominously. ^' He is very bad, 
sir ; badder than ever, I do think. She sits up wi' him best 
part of every night.** 

^^ I imagined so. I have seen her Hght burning." 

"Law, Mr. Halifax! you don't be walking abroad of 
nights on the Flat ? It's terrible bad for your health," cried 
the honest soul, who never disguised the fact that lilr. Hali- 
&ix was her favourite of all her lodgers, save and except 
Miss March. 

"Thank you for considering my health," he replied, 
smiling. " Only tell me, Mrs. Tod, can anything be done — 
can we do anything for that poor gentleman ?" 

" Nothing, sir — ^thank'ee all the same." 

" K he should grow worse, let me go for Doctor Brown ? 
I shall be at home all day." 

" I'll tell Miss March of your kindness, sir," said Mrs. 
Tod, as with a troubled countenance she disappeared. 

" Were you not going to Norton Bury to-day, John ?" 

" I was — but — as it is a matter of no moment, I have 
changed my mind. You have been left so much alone 
lately. Nay — ^I'll not disguise the truth; I had another 
reason." 

*'May I know it t" 

" Of course you may. It is about our fellow-lodgers. 
Doctor Brown — I met him on the road this morning — told 
me that her father cannot live more than a few days — ^per- 
haps a few hours. And she does not know it." 

He leaned on the mantel-piece. I could see he was very 
much affected. 
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So was I. 

" Her relatives — surely they ought to be sent for ?" 
" She has none. Doctor Brown said she once told him 
so: none nearer than the Brithwoods of the Mythe — and we 
know what the Brithwoods are." 

A young gentleman and his young wife — ^proverbially the 
gayest, proudest, most light-hearted of all our county 
families. 

"Nay, Phineas, I will not have you trouble yourself. 
And after all, they are mere strangei*s — mere strangers. 
Come, sit down to breakfast," 

But he could not eat. He could not talk of ordinary 
things. Every minute he fell into abstractions. At length 
he said, suddenly — 

" Phineas, I do think it is wicked, downright wicked, for 
a doctor to be afraid of telling a patient he is going to die — 
more wicked, perhaps, to keep the friends in ignorance, 
until the last stunning blow falls. She ought to be told : 
she must be told : she may have many things to say to her 
poor father. And God help her! for such a stroke she 
ought to be a little prepared. It might kill her else !" 

He rose up and walked about the room. The seal once 
taken from his reserve, he expressed himself to me freely, as 
he had used to do — perhaps because at this time his feelings 
required no disguise. The dreams which might have peopled 
that beautiful sunset wood, necessarily faded in an atmos- 
phere like this — ^filled with the solemn gloom of impending 
death. 

At last he paused in his hurried walk, quieted, perhaps, 
by what he might have read in my ever-following eyes. 

" I know you are as grieved as I am, Phineas. What can 
we do I Let us forget that they are strangers, and act as 
one Christian ought to another. Do you not think she ought 
to be told I " 

" Most decidedly. They might get further advice." . 
" That would be vain. Dr. Brown says it is a hopeless 
case, has been so for long ; but he would not believe it, nor 
have his daughter told. He clings to life desperately. How 
horrible for her !" 

" You think most of her." 

" I do," said he, firmly. " He is reaping what he sowed, 
poor man ! God knows, I pity him. But she is as good as 
aa ansel of heaven." 
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It was evident that, somehow or other, John had learnt a 
great deal about the father and daughter. However, now 
was not the time to question him. For at this moment, 
through the opened doors, we heard faint moans that pierced 
the whole house, and too surely came from the sick — ^possi- 
bly, the dying man. Mrs. Tod, who had been seeing Dr. 
Brown to his horse, now entered our parlour — ^pale, with 
swollen eyes. 

"Oh, Mr. Halifiax I*' and the kind soul burst out into 
crying afresh. John made her sit down, and gave her a 
glass of wine. 

"Fve been with them since four this morning, and it 
mekes me weakly like," said she. '* That poor Mr. March I 
— ^I didn't like him very much alive, but I do feel so sorry 
now he's a-dying." 

Then he was dying. 

" Does his daughter know ?" I asked. 

** No — no — ^I dare not tell her. Nobody dare." 

" Does she not guess it ?" 

" Not a bit. Poor young body I she's never seen anybody 
So. She fancies him no worse than he has been, and has 
got over it. She wouldnH think else. She be a good daughter 
to him — ^that she be !" 

We all sat silent; and then John said, in a low voice— 
" Mrs. Tod, she ought to be told — and you would be the 
best person to tell her." 

But the soft-hearted landlady recoiled from the task. 
" If Tod were at home now — ^he that is so full o' wisdom 
learnt in < the kirk'—" 

" I think," said John, hastily interrupting, " that a woman 
would be the best. But if you object, and as Doctor Brown 
will not be here till to-morrow — and as there is no one else 
to perform such a trpng duty — it seems — that is, I believe " 
^-here his rather formal speech failed. He ended it ab- 
mptly — " If you like, I will tell her myself." 

Mrs. Tod overwhelmed him with thankfulness. 

" How shall I meet her, then t If it were done by chance, 
it would be best." 

" I'll manage it somehow. The house is very quiet : I've 
sent all the children away, except the baby. The baby 11 
comfort her, poor dear ! afterwards." And, again drying 
her honest eyes, Mrs. Tod ran out of the room. 
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We could do nothing at all that morning. The impend- 
ing sorrow might have been our own, instead of that of 
people who three weeks ago were perfect strangers. We 
sat and talked — less, perhaps, of them individually, than of 
the dark Angel, whom face to face I at least had never yei 
known — who even now stood at the door of our little habi- 
tation, making its various inmates feel as one family, in the 
presence of the great leveller of all things — Death, 

Hour by hour of that long day, the rain fell down — ^pour- 
ing — ^pouring — shutting us up, as it were, from the world 
without, and obliterating every thought, save of what was 
happening under our one roof — that awfUl change which 
was taking place in the upper room, in the other half of the 
house, whence the moans descended, and whence Mrs. Tod 
came out from time to time, hurrying mournfrilly to inform 
* Mr. Halifax * how things went on. 

It was nearly dusk before she told us Mr. March was 
asleep, that his daughter had at last been persuaded to come 
down stairs, and was standing drinking ^ a cup o' tea' by the 
kitchen fire. 

^'You must go now, sir; she'll not stop five minutes* 
Please go." 

" I will,** he answered ; but he turned frightfully pale. 
" Fhineas — don't let her see us both. Stay without the door. 
1£ there were anybody to tell her this but me !" 

** Do you hesitate f " 

"No.— No." 

And he went out. I did not follow him ; but I heard 
afterwards, both from himself and Mrs. Tod, what trans- 
pired. 

She was standing so absorbed that she did not notice his 
entrance. She looked years older and sadder than the 
young girl who had stood by the stream-side less than a 
week ago. When she turned and spoke to John, it was with 
a manner also changed. No hesitation, no shyness ; trouble 
had put aside both. 

" Thank you, my father is indeed seriously ill. I am in great 
trouble, you see, though Mrs. Tod is very, very kind. Don't 
cry so, good Mrs. Tod ; I can't cry, I dare not. If I once 
began I should never stop, and then how could I help my 
poor father? There now, there ! " 

She laid her hand, with its soil, fluttering motions, on the 
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good woman's shoulder, and loo!ied up at John. He said 
afterwards, that those dry, tearless eyes smote him to the 
heart 

" Why does she sob so, Mr. Halifax ? Papa will be better 
to-morrow, I am sm^." 

*' I hope so," he answered, dwelUag on the word ; " we 
should adways hope, to the very last." 

" The last ?" with a quick startled glance. 

^ And then we can only trust." 

Something more than the mere worda struck her. She 
examined him closely for a minute. 

"You mean — ^yes — ^I understand what you mean. But 
you are mistaken.' The doctor would have told me — ^if-^ 
if — " fhe shivered, and left the sentence unfinished. 

" Dr. Brown was airaid — we were all afraid," broke in 
Mrs Tod, sobbing. ^ Only Mr. Halifax, he said — " 

Miss March turned abruptly to John. That woeful gaze 
of hers could be answered by no words. I believe he took 
her hand, but 1 cannot tell. One thing I can tell, for she 
said it to me herself aft^erwards, that he seemed to look down 
upon her like a strong, pitifuj, comforting angel ; a messen- 
ger sent by God. 

Then she broke away, and flew up-stairs. John came in 
again to me, and sat down. He did not speak for many 
minutes. 

After an interval — ^I know not how long — we beard Mrs. 
Tod calling loudly for ' Mr, Halifax.' We both ran through 
the empty kitchen to the foot of of the stairs that led to Mr. 
March's room. 

Mr. March's room ! Alas, he t>wned nothing now on this 
fleeting, perishable earth of ours. He had gone from it : the 
spirit stealing quietly away in sleep. He belonged now to 
the world everlasting. 

Peace be to him ! whatever his life had been, he was her 
father. 

Mrs. Tod sat half way down the staircase, holding Ursula 
March across her knees. The poor creature was insensible, or 
nearly so. She — ^we learnt — ^had been composed under the 
terrible discovery made when she returned to his room ; and 
when all restorative means failed, the fact of death became 
certain, she had herself closed her father's eyes, and kissed 
him, then tried to walk from the room — but at the third step 
she dropped quietly down. 
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There she lay ; physical weakness conquering the strong 
heart : she lay, overcome at last. There was no more to 
bear. Had there been, I think she would have been able to 
have borne it still. 

John took her in his arm, ; I know not if he took her, or 
Mrs. Tod gave her to him — but there she was. He carried 
her across the kitchen into our own little parlour, and laid 
her down on my sofa, 

"Shut the door, Phineas. Mrs. Tod keep everybody out. 
She is waking now." 

She did, indeed, open her eyes, with a long sigh, but closed 
them again. Then, with an effort, she sat upright, and 
looked at us all around. 

" Oh, my dear ! my dear 1 " moaned Mrs. Tod, clasping 
her, and sobbing over her like a child. " Cry, do cry ! " 

" I carit^'' she said, and lay down again. 

We stood awed, watching that poor, pale face, on every 
line of which was written stunned, motionless, impassive grief. 
For John — ^two minutes of such a gaze as his might in a 
man's heart do the work of years. 

" She must be roused," he said at last. " She mmt cry, 
Mrs. Tod, take her up-stairs. Let her look at her father." 

The word effected what he desired ; what almost her life 
demanded. She clung round Mrs. Tod's neck in torrents of 
weeping. 

" Now, Phineas, let us go away." 

And he went, walking dmost like one blindfold, straight 
out of the house, I following him. 



CHAPTER XIV. 

"I AM quite certain, Mrs. Tod, that it would be much 
better for her ; and, if she consents, it shall be so," said 
John, decisively. 

We three were consulting, the morning after the death, on 
a plan which he and I had already settled between ourselves, 
namely, that we should leave our portion of the cottage en^ 
tirely at Miss March's disposal, while we inhabited hers — ^ 
save that locked and silent chamber wherein there was no 
complaining, no suffering now. 
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Either John's decision, or Mrs. Tod's reasoning, was suc- 
cessful ; we received a message to the effect, that Miss 
March would not refuse our * kindness.' So we vacated ; 
and all that long Sunday we sat in the parlour lately our 
neighbour's, heard the rain come down, and the church-bells 
ring ; the wind blowing autumn gales, and shaking all the 
windows, even that of the room overhead. It sounded awful 
there. We were very glad the poor young orphan was 
away. 

On the Monday morning we heard going up-stairs the 
heavy footsteps that every one at some time or other has 
shuddered at; then the hammering. Mrs. Tod came in, 
and told us that no one — not even his daughter — could be 
allowed to look at what had been ' poor Mr. March,' any 
more. All with him was ended. 

" The funeral is to be soon. I wonder what she will do 
then, poor thing !" 

John made me no answer. 

" Is she left well provided for, do you think?" 

" It is impossible to say." 

His answers were terse and brief enough, but I could not 
help talking about the poor young cieature, and wondering 
if she had any relative or friend to come to her in this sad 
time. 

. " She said — do you remember, when she was crying — ^that 
she had not a friend in the wide world I " 

And this fact, which he expressed with a sort of triumph, 
seemed to afford the greatest possible comfort to John. 

But all our speculations were set at rest by a request 
brought this moment by Mrs. Tod — that Mr. Halifax would 
go with her to speak to Miss March. 

" 1 1 only I ? " said John, starting. 

" Only you, sir. She wants somebody to speak to about 
the funeral — and I said, ' There be Mr. Halifax, Miss March, 
the kindest gentleman ; ' and she said, ^ if it wouldn t trouble 
him to come ' " 

" Tell her I am coming." 

IVhen, after some time, he returned, he was very serious. 

" Wait a minute, Phineas, and you shall hear ; I feel con- 
fused, rather. It is so strange, her trusting mo thus. I 
wish I could help her more." 

Then he told me all that had passed — ^how he and Mrs. 
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Tod had conjointly arranged the hasty funeral — ^how brave 
and composed she had been — ^that poor child, all alone ! 

" Has she indeed no one to help herf " 

** No one. She might send for Mr. Brithwood, but he was 
not friendly with her father; she said, she had rather ask 
lliis ^ kindness ' of me, because her father had liked me, and 
thought I resembled their Walter, who died." 

" Poor Mr. March i — ^perhaps he is with "Walter now. 
But, John, can you do all that is necessary for her ? You 
are very young." 

" She does seem to feel that. She treats me as if I were 
a man of forty. Do I look so old and grave, Phineas ? " 

"Sometimes. And about the funeral ?" 

" It will be very simple. She is determined to go herself. 
She wishes to have no one besides Mrs. Tod, you, and me." 

^ Where is he to be buried ?" 

'« In the little churchyard close by, which you and I have 
looked at many a time. Ah, Phineas, we did not think how 
soon we should be lay wig our dead there." 

" Not our dead, thank God 1" 

But the next minute I understood. * Our dead ' — the 
involuntary twlmission of that sole feeling, which makes one, 
erewhile a stranger, say to, or think of another — * All thine 
are mine, and mine are thine, henceforward and for ever.', 

I watched John as he stood by the fire ; his thoughtful 
brow and firm-set lips contradicting the youthfulness of his 
looks. Few as were his years, he had learnt much in them. 
He was at heai t a n^an, ready and able to design and carry 
out a man's work in the world. And in his whole aspect 
was such grave purity, such honest truth, that no wcmder, 
young as they both were, and little as she knew of him, this 
poor orphan should not have feared to trust him entirely. 
And there is nothing that binds heart to heart, of lovers or 
friends, so quickly and so safely, as to trust and be trusted 
n time of trouble. 

" Did she tell you any more, John ? Anything of her 
circumstances?" 

<'No. But from something Mrs. Tod let fall, I fear*'— 
and he vainly tried to disguise his extreme satisfaction^^ 
'' that she will be left with little or nothing." 

"Poor Miss March!" 

" Why call her poor ? She is not a woman to be pitied. 
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but to be honoured. You would have thought so, had you 
seen her this inoming. So gentle — so wise— so brave. 
** Phineas," — and I could see his lips tremble — " that was 
the kind of woman Solomon meant, when he said, 'Her 
price is above rubies.* " 

^'I think so too. I doubt not that when she marries, 
Ursula March will be ' a crown to her husband.' '* 

My words, or the half sigh that accompanied them — ^I 
could not help it — seemed to startle John, but he made no 
remark. Nor did we recur to the subject again that day. 

Two days after, our little company followed the coffin out 
of the woodbine porch, where we had last said good-bye to 
poor Mr. Marclt-— across the few yards of common, to the 
churchyard, scarcely larger than a cottage garden, where, at 
long intervals, the lew Enderley dead were laid. 

A. small procession — ^the daughter first, supported by good 
Mrs. Tod, then John Halifax and I. So we buried him — 
the stranger who, at thiB time, and henceforth, seemed even, 
as John had expressed it, ' our dead,' our own. 

We followed the orphan home. She had walked firmly, 
and stood by the grave-side motionless, her hood drawn Qver 
her face. But when we came back to Rose Cottage door, 
and she gave a quick, startled glance up at the familiar 
window, we saw Mrs. Tod take her, unresisting, into her 
motherly arms — then we knew how it would be. 

" Come away," said John, in a smothered voice — and we 
came away. 

All that day we sat in our parloui^ — ^Mr. March's parlour 
that had been — ^where, through the no longer darkened case- 
ment, the unwonted sun poured in ; we tried to settle to our 
ordinary ways, and feel as if this were like all other days — 
our old sunshiny days at Enderley. But it would not do. 
Some imperceptible but great change had taken place. It 
seemed a year since that Saturday afternoon, when we were 
drinking tea so merrily under the apple-tree in the field. 

We heard no more firom Miss March that day. The next, 
we received a message of thanks for our ' kindness.' She 
had given way at last, Mrs. Tod said, and kept her chamber, 
not seriously ill, but in spirit thoroughly broken down. 
For three days more, when I went to meet John returning 
from Norton Bury, I could see that his first glance, as he 
rode up between the chestnut trees, was to the window of 

L 
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the room that had been mine. I always UAd hitn^ without 
his asking, whatever Mrs, Tod had told me about her state ; 
he used to listen, generally in silence, and then i^^eak of 
something else. He hardly ever mentioned Miss Marches 
name. 

On the fourth morning, I happened to ask him if he had 
told my father what had occurred here I 

"No." 

I looked surprised. ' 

"Did you wish me to tell himf IwUl, if you like, 
Phineas." 

" Oh, nOr He takes little interest in strangers." 

Socm after, as he lingered about the parlour, John said^ 

" Probacy I may be late to-night. After business hourSy 
I want to have a little talk wi^ your father." 

He stood irresolutely by iha fire. I knew by his counte- 
nance that there was something on his mind. 

" David." 

**Ay,lyd." 

" Will you not tell me first what you want to say to my 
father!" 

^'I can't stay now. To-night, perhaps*. But, pshaw! 
what is there to be told ? ' Nothing.' " 

" Anything that conc^ns you, can never be to me quite 
nothing.' " 

" I know that," he said, affectionately, and went out of the 
room. 

When he came in^ he looked much more cheerful — stood 
switching his riding- whip after the old habit, and called upon 
me to admire his fevourite brown mare. 

"I do; and her master likewise. John, when you're on 
horseback, you look like a young knight of the middle ages. 
Maybe, some of the old Norman blood was in ' Guy Hali^, 
gentleman.' " 

It was a dangerous allusion. He changed colour so 
rf^dly and violently, that I thought I had angered him. 

"No — ^that would not matter — cannot — cannot — never 
shalL I am what God made me, and what, with His bless- 
ing, I will make myself." 

He said no more, and very soon afterward he rode away 
But not before^ as every day, I bad noticed that wistful, wan 
dering gbmce up at the darkened window of the room, where 
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dad and alone, save for kindly Mrs. Tod, tbe young orphan 
lay. 

In the evening, just before bed- time, he said to me, with 
a ntth^ sad smile, ^' Phineaa, yon wanted to know what it 
was that I wished to speak about to your father t^ 

« Ay, do tell me.** 

" It is hardly worth telling. Only to ask him how he set 
4ip in business ifor himself. He was, 1 beliere, Httle older 
than I am now." 

" Just twenty-one.** 

«* And I shall be twenty-one next Jun*.'* 

** Are you thinking of setting up for yourself t" 

"A Mkely matter r and he laughed, rather bitterly, I 
thought—*" when every trade requires some capital, and the 
only trade I thoroughly understand, a very large one. No, 
no, Phineas ; you'll not see me setting up a rival tan-yard 
next year. My capital is 'nUJ' 

" £tcep% youth, health, eourage, honour, honesty, and a 
few other such trifles.** 

" None of which I can coin into money, however. And 
your father has expressly told me, that without money a 
tanner ean do nothing." 

^* Unless, as was his own ease, he was taken into some 
partnership, where his services were so valuable as to be 
received instead of capital. Tnie, my father earned little at 
first, scarcely more than you earn now ; but he managed to 
Uve respectably, and, in course of time, to marry." 

I avoided looking at John as I said the last word. lie 
made no answer, but in a little time he came and leaned 
over my chair. 

♦* Phineas, you are a wise counsellor — * a brother born for 
adversity.* I have been vexing myself a good deal about 
my future, but now I will take heart. Perhaps, some day, 
neither you nor anyone else will be ashamed of me." 

" No one could, even now, seeing you as yon really are.** 

"As John Halifax, not as the tanner's 'prentice boy I 
Oh! lad — ^there the goad sticks. Here, I forget everything 
unpleasant ; I am my own free natural self ; but the minute 
I get back to Norton Bury— however, it is a wrong, a 
wicked feeling, and must be kept down. Let us talk of 
something else." 

« Of Miss March f She has been greatly better all day ? " 
l2 
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" She ? No, not her to-night !" he said, hurriedly. "Pahf 
I could almost fancy the odour of these hides on my hands 
still. Give me a candle." 

He went up-stairs, and only came down a few minutes 
before bed-time. 

Next morning was Sunday. After the bells had done 
ringing, we saw a black-veiled figure pass our window. 
Poor girl ! — going to church alone. We followed — ^taking 
care that she should not see us, either during service, or 
afterwards. We did not see anything more of her that day. 

On Monday, a n^essage came, saying that Miss March 
would be glad to speak with us both. Of course, we went. 

She was sitting, quite alone, in our old parlour, very grave 
and pale, but perfectly composed. A little more womanly- 
looking in the dignity of her great grie^ which, girl as she 
was, and young men as we were, seemed to be to her a shield 
transcending all worldly ' proprieties.' 

As she rose, and we shook hands, in a silence only broken 
by the rustle of her black dress, not one of us thought— . 
. surely the most evil-minded gossip could not have dared to 
think — not the thing. She seemed to have fought through 
the worst of her trouble, and to have put it back into those 
deep quiet chambers where all griefs go : never forgotten, 
never removed, but sealed up in silence, as it should be. 
Perhaps, too — ^for let us not exact more from Nature than 
Nature grants — the wide difference in character, tempera- 
ment, and sympathies between Miss March and her father, 
unconsciously made his loss less a heart-loss, total and 
irremediable, than one of mere habit and instinctive feeling, 
which, the first shock over, would insensibly heal. Besides, 
she was youngs young in life, in hope, in body and soul; 
and youth, though it grieves passionately, cannot for ever 
grieve. 

I saw, and rejoiced to see, that Miss March was in some 
degree herself again: at least, so much of her old self as 
was right, natural, and good for her to be. 

She and John conversed a good deal. Her manner to him 
was easy and natural, as to a friend who deserved and pos- 
sessed her warm gratitude: his was most constrained. 
Gradually, however, this wore away ; there was something 
in her which, piercing all disguises, went at once to the heart 
of things. She seemed to hold in her hand the touchstone of 
truth. 
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He asked — no, I believe / asked her, how long she in 
tended staying at Enderley T 

" I can hardly tell. Once I understood that my cousin 
Richard Brithwood was left my guardian. This my fa — 
this was to have been altered, I believe. I wish it had 
been. You know Norton Bury, Mr. Halifax T'* 

"I live there." 

" Indeed I" — ^with some surprise. " Then you are pro- 
bably acquainted with my cousin and his wife V* 

" No ; but I have seen them." 

John gave these answers without lifting his eyes. 

" Will you tell me candidly — ^for I know nothing of her, 
and it is rather important that I should learn — ^what sort of 
person is Lady Caroline V* 

This frank question, put directly, and guarded by the bat- 
tery of those innocent, girlish eyes, was a very hard question 
to be answered ; for Norton Bury had said many ill-natured 
things of our young 'squire's wife, whom he married at 
Naples, from the house of the well-known Lady Hamilton. 

"She was, you are aware. Lady Caroline Ravenel, the 
!Earl of Luxmore's daughter." 

" Yes, yes ; but that does not signify. I know nothing of 
Lord Luxmore — I want to know what she is herself." 

John hesitated, then answered, as he could with truth, 
" She is said to be very charitable to the poor, pleasant and 
kind-hearted. But, if I may venture to hint as much, not 
exactly the friend whom I think Miss March would choose, 
or to whom she would like to be indebted for anything but 
courtesy." 

" That was not my meaning. I need not be indebted to' 
any one. Only, if she were a good woman, Lady Caroline 
would have been a great comfort and a useful adviser to one 
who is scarcely eighteen, and, I believe, an heiress." 

" An heiress !" The colour flashed in a torrent over 
John's whole face, then left him pale. " I — pardon me — ^I 
thought it was otherwise. Allow me to — to express my 
pleasure — " 

" It does not add to mine," said she, half-sighing. " Jane 
Cardigan always told me riches brought many cares. Poor 
Jane! I wish I could go back to her — but that is im- 
possible !" 

A silence here intervened, which it was necessary some 
one should break. 
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" So much good can be done with a large fortune/' IjBoid. 

" Yes. I know not if mine is very large ; indeed, I never 
understood money matters, but have merely believed what 
— what I was told. However, be my fortune much ar little, 
I will try to use it well." 

" I am sure you will." 

John said nothing ; but his eyes, sad indeed, yet lit with 
a proud tenderness, rested upon her as she spoke. Soon 
after, he rose up to take leave. 

" Do not go yet ; I want to ask about Norton Bury. I 
had no idea you lived there. And Mr. Fletcher too V* 

I replied in the affirmative. 

" In what part of the town ?" 

" On the Coltham Road, near the Abbey." 

" Ah, those Abbey chimes ! — how I used to listen to them, 
night after night, when the pain kept me awake 1" 

" What pain I" asked John, suddenly, alive to any suffering 
of hers. 

Miss March smiled almost like her old smile. <' Oh ! I 
had nearly forgotten it, though it was very bad at the time : 
only that I cut my wrist rather dangerously with a bread 
knife, in a struggle with my nurse." 

" When was that ?" eagerly enquired John. 

For me, I said nothing. Already I guessed all. Alas ! the 
tide of fate was running strong against my poor David. What 
could I do but stand aside and watch ? 

*• When was it ? Let me see — ^five, six years ago. But, in* 
deed, 'tis nothing." 

^* Not exactly ' nothing.* Do tell me !" 

And John stood, listening for her words, counting them 
even, as one would count, drop by drop, a vial of joy which 
is nearly empty, yet Time's remorseless hand still kept on, 
pouring, pouring. 

" Well, if you must know it, it was one of my naughti- 
nesses — ^I was very naughty as a child. They would not let 
me have a piece of bread that I wanted to give away to a 
poor lad." 

"Who stood opposite — under an alley — in the rain ? — ^was 
it not ?" 

'* How could you know ! But he looked so hungry ; I was 
so sorry for him." 

" Were you !"— in a tone almost inaudible. 
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" I have often thought of him since, when I chanced \o 
look at this mark." 

"Let me look at it — ^may I ? 

Taking her hand, he softly put back the sleeve, discovering, 
just abova the wrist, a deep, discoloured seam. He gazed at 
it, his features all quivering, then, without a word either of 
adieu or apology, he quitted the room. 



CHAPTER XV. 

I WAS left with Miss March alone. She sat looking at the 
door where John had disappeared, in extreme surprise, not 
unmingled with a certain embarrassment. 

" What does he mean, Mr. Fletcher ? Can I have offended 
him in any way I " 

« Indeed, no." 

" Why did he go away ? " 

But that question, simple as it was in itself, and most 
simply put, involved so much, that I felt I had no right to 
answer it ; while, at the same time, I had no possible right to 
use any of these disguises or prevarications which are foolish 
and perilous, and very frequently wrong. Nor, even had I 
desired, was Miss March the woman to which one dared 
offer the like ; therefore I said to her plainly — 

" I know tiie reason, I would not tell you, but I think 
John would prefer telling you himself." 

^^ As he pleases," returned Miss March, a slight reserve 
tempering her ft'ank manner ; but it soon vanished, and she 
began talking to me in her usual friendly way, asking me 
many questions about the Brithwoods and about Norton 
Bury. I answered them freely — ^my only reservation being, 
that I took care not to give any inrormation concerning our- 
selves. 

Soon afterwards, as John did not return, I took leave of 
her, and went to our parlour. 

He was not there. He had left word with little Jack, who 
met him on the common, that he was gone a long walk, and 
should not return till dinner-time. Dinner-time eame, but 
I had to dine alone. It was the first time I ever knew him 
to break even such a trivial promise. My heart misgave me 
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— ^I spent a miserable day. I was afraid to go in search of 
him, lest he should return to a dreary, empty parlour. Better, 
when he did come in, that he should find a cheerful hearth 
and — me. 

Me, his friend and brother, who had loved kim these six 
years, better than anything else in the whole world. Yet 
what could I do now ? Fate had taken the sceptre out of my 
hands — I was utterly powerless; I could neither give him 
comfort, nor save him pain, any more. 

What I felt then, in those long, still hours, many a one 
has felt likewise ; many a parent over a child, many a sister 
over a brother, many a friend over a friend. A feeling 
natural and universal. Let those who suffer take it patiently, 
as the common lot ; let those who win hold the former ties 
in tenderness and reverence, nor dare to flaunt the new bond 
cruelly in face of the old. 

Having said this, which, being the truth, it struck me as 
right to say, I will no more allude to the subject. 

In the aflernoon there occurred an incident. A coach- 
and-four, resplendent in liveries, stopped at the door : I knew 
it well, and so did all Norton Bury. It was empty ; but 
Lady Caroline's own maid — so I heard afterwards — sat in 
the rumUe, and Lady Caroline's own black-eyed Neapolitan 
page leaped down, bearing a large letter, which I concluded 
was for Miss March. 

I was glad that John was not at home ; glad that the 
coach, with all its fine paraphernalia, was away, empty as it 
had arrived, before John came in. 

He did not come till it was nearly dusk. I was at the 
window, looking at my four poplar-trees, as they pointed 
skywards like long fingers stretching up out of the gloom, 
when I saw him crossing the common. At first I was going 
to meet him at the gate, but on second thoughts I remained 
within, and only stirred up the fire, which could be seen 
shining ever so far. 

" What a bright blaze I — ^Nay, you have not waited din- 
ner, I hope 1 — ^Tea — ^yes, that's fer better ; I have had such 
a long walk, and am so tired." 

The words were cheerful, so was the tone. Too cheerful — 
oh, by hi I The sort of cheerfulness that strikes to a friend's 
heart, like the piping of soldiers as they go away back from 
a newly'fiUed grave. 
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" Where have you been, John ?" 

*« All over Nunnely Hill. I mu9t take you there — such 
expansive views. As Mrs. Tod informed me, quoting some 
local ballad, which she said was written by an uncle of hers— 

" * There you may spy 
Twenty-three churches with the glass and the eye.' 

Remarkable fact, isn't it?" 

Thus he kept on talking all tea-time, incessantly, rapidly 
talking. It was enough to make one weep. 

After tea, I insisted on his taking my arm-chair ; saying, 
that after such a walk, in that raw day, he must be very cold. 

" Not the least — quite the contrary — feel my hand." It 
was burning. " But I am tired — ^thoroughly tired." 

He leaned back and shut his eyes. Oh, the utter weari 
ness of body and soul that was written on his face I 

" Why did you go out alone ? John, you know that you 
have always me." 

He looked up, smiling. But the momentary brightness 
passed. Alas ! I was not enough to make him happy now. 

We sat silent. I knew he would speak to me, in time ; 
but the gates of his heart were close locked. It seemed as 
if he dared not open them, lest the dbod should burst forth 
and overwhelm us. 

At nine o'clock, Mrs. Tod came in with supper. She 
had always something or other to say, especially since the 
late events had drawn the whole household of Rose Cottage 
so closely together ; now, she was brim-full of news. 

She had been all that evening packing up for poor, 
deigr Miss March ; though why she should call her * poor,' 
truly, she didn't know. Who would have thought Mr. 
March had such grand relations ? Had we seen Lady Caro- 
line Brithwood's coach come that day? Such a beautiful 
coach it was ! — sent on purpose for Miss March — only she 
wouldn't go. '' But now she has made up her mind, poor 
dear. She is leaving to-morrow." 

When John heard this, he was helping Mrs. Tod, as 
usual, to fasten the heavy shutters. He stood, with his 
hand on the bolt, motionless, till the good woman jvas gone. 
Then he staggered to the mantel-piece, and leaned on it with 
both his elbows, his hands covering his face. 

But there was no disguise now — no attempt to make it. 
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A young man's first love — not first fancy, bat first love — ^in 
all its passion, desperation, and pain — had come to him, as 
it comes to all. I saw him writhing under it^^saw, and 
could not help him. The next few silent minutes were very 
bitter to us both. 

Then I said, gently, " David !" 

"Well?" 

" I thought things were so." . 

«Yes." 

'* Suppose you were to talk to me a little — it might do you 
good/' 

" Another time. Let me go out— out into the air ; Fm 
choking." 

Snatching up his hat, he rushed from me. I did not dare 
to follow. 

After waiting some time, and listening till all was quiet in 
the house, I could bear the suspense no longer, and went 
out. 

I thought I should find him on the Flat — ^probably in his 
favourite walk, his < terrace,' as he called it, where he had 
first seen, and must have seen many a day aAer, that girlish 
figure tripping lightly along through the morning sunshine 
and morning dew. I Bad a sort of instinct that he would be^ 
there now ; so I climbed up the shortest way, often losing 
my footing ; for it was a pitch-dark night, and the common 
looked as wide, and black, and still, as a midnight sea. 

John was not there ; indeed, if he had been, I could 
scarcely have seen him ; I could see nothing but the void 
expanse of the Flat, or, looking down, the broad river of 
mist that rolled through the valley, on the other side of 
which twinkled a few cottage lights, like unearthly beacons 
from the farthest shore of an impassable fiood. 

Suddenly I remembered hearing Mrs. Tod say that, on 
account of its pits and quarries, the common was extremely 
dangerous aft»r dark, except to those who knew it well. In 
a horrible dread I called out John's name — ^but no one 
answered. I went on blindly, desperately, shouting as I 
went. At length, in one of the Roman fosses, I stumbled 
and fell. Some one came, darting with great leaps through 
the mist, and lifted me up. 

"Oh! David— David!" 

" Phineas — ^is that you f You have come out this bitter 
night — ^why did you !" 
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His tenderness over me, even then, made me break down. 
I forgot my manhood, or else it slipped from me unawares. 
In the old Bible language, <I fell on bis neekund wept.' 

Afterwards, I was not sorry for this, because I think my 
weakness gave him strength. I think, amidst the whirl of 
passion that racked him, it was good for him to feel that the 
one crowning cup of life is not inevitably life's sole sus- 
tenance ; that it was something to have a friend and brother, 
who loved him with a love— like Jonathan's — 'passing the 
love of women.' 

** I have been very wrong," he kept repeating, in a broken 
voice ; " but I was not myself. I am better now. Come — 
let us go home." 

He put his arm round me to keep me warm. He even sat 
down by the fire to talk with me. Whatever struggle there 
had been, I saw it was over, he looked his own self—only so 
very, very pale, and spoke in his natural voice ; ay, even 
when mentioning her^ which he was the first to do. 

" She goes to-morrow, you are sure, Phineas ? " 

" I believe so. Shall you see her again ? " 

« If she desires it." 

" Shall you say anything to her ? " 

•* Nothing. If for a little while — ^not knowing or not 
thinking of all the truth — I felt I had strength to remove all 
impediments, I now see that even to dream of such things, 
makes me a fool, or possibly worse— a knave. I will be neither 
—I will be a man." 

I replied not : how could one answer such words ?— calmly 
uttered, though each syllable must have been torn out like a 
piece of his heart 

" Did she said anything to you T Did she ask why I left 
her so abruptly, this morning f " 

*' She did ; I said you would probably tell her the reason, 
yourself." 

" I will. She must no longer be kept in ignorance about 
me or my position. I shall tell her the whole truth — save one 
thing. She need never know that." 

I guessed by his broken voice what the * one thing ' was \ 
'^which he counted as nothing ; but which, I think, any true 
woman would have counted worth everything — ^the priceless 
gift of a good man's love. Love, that is such in nature as his, 
if once conceived, would last a life-time. And she was not to 
know it ! I felt sorry — ay, even sorry, for Ursula March. 
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" Do you not think I am right, Phineas ? " 
" Perhaps. I cannot say. You are the best judge." 
" It is right," said he, firmly. " There can be no possible 
hope for me ; nothing remains but silei\ce." 

I did not quite agree with him. I x^ould not see that to 
any young man, only twenty years old, T^th the world all 
before him, any love could be absolutely homeless ; especially 
to a young man like John Halifax. But as things now stood, 
I deemed it best to leave him altogether to himself, offering 
neither advice nor opinion. What Providence willed, through 
his will, would happen : for me to interfere either way would 
be at once idle and perilous ; nay, in some sense, exceedingly 
wrong. 

So 1 kept my thoughts to myself, and preserved a total 
silence. 

John broke it — talking to himself as if he had forgotten I 
was by. 

" To think it was she who did it — that first kindness to a 
poor friendless boy. I never forgot it — never. It did me 
more good than I can tell. .And that scar on her poor arm 
— ^her dear little tender arm! — ^how this morning I would 
have given all the world to " 

He broke off — instinctively, as it were — ^with the Sort of 
feeling every good man has, that the sacred passion, the 
inmost tenderness of his love should be kept wholly between 
himself and the woman he has chosen. 

I knew that too ; knew that in his heart had grown up a 
secret, a necessity, a desire, stronger than any friendship — 
closer than the closest bond of broflierly love. Perhaps — I 
hardly know why — ^I siglied. 

John turned round — " Phineaa, you must not think — be- 
cause of this — ^which you will understand for yourself, I 
hope, one day ; you must not think I could ever think less, 
or feel less,< about my brother." 

He spoke earnestly, with a full heart. We clasped hands 
warmly and silently. Thug was healed my last lingering 
pain — I was thenceforward entirely satisfied. 

I think we parted that night as we had never parted 
before ; feeling that the trial of our friendship — the great 
trial, perhaps, of any friendship — had come and passed, 
safely : that whatever new ties might gather round each, 
our two hearts would cleave together undl death. 
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The next morning rose, as I have seen many a morning 
rise at Enderley — misty and grey ; but oh, so heavenly fair ! 
with a pearly network of dewy gossamer under foot, and 
overhead countless thistle* downs flying about, like fairy 
ohariots hurrying out of sight of the sun, which had only 
mounted high enough above the Flat to touch the horizon of 
hills oppositey and the tops of my four poplars, leaving Rose 
Cottage and the valley below it all in morning shadow. 
John called me to go with him on the common ; his voice 
sounded so cheerful outside my door, that it was with a 
glad heart I rose and went. 

He chose his old walk — ^his ' terrace.' No chance now of 
meeting the light figure coming tripping along the level hill. 
All that dream was now over. He did not speak of it — ^nor 
I. He seemed contented^-or, at least, thoroughly calmed 
down ; except that the sweet composure of his mien had 
settled into the harder gravity of manhood. The crisis and 
dimax of youth had been gone through — ^he never could be 
a boy again. 

We came to that part of John's terrace which overhung 
the church-yard. Both of us glanced instinctively down to 
the heap of loose red earth — ^the as yet nameless grave. 
Some one stood beside it — the only one who was likely to 
be there. 

Even had I not recognised her, John's manner would have 
told me who it was. A deadly paleness overspread his face 
— ^its quietness was gone— every feature trembled. It almost 
broke my heart to see how deeply this love had struck its 
roots down to the very core of his ; twisting them with every 
fibre of his being. A love which, though it had sprung up 
so early, and come to maturity so fast, might yet be the^ 
curse of his whole existence. Save that no love conceived 
virtuously, for a good woman, be it ever so hopeless, can be 
rightly considered as a cui-se. 

" Shall we go away ?" I whispered — " a long walk — to 
the other side of the Flat ? She will have left Hose Cottage 
soon." 

"When?" 

" Before noon, I heard. Come, David." 

He suffered me to put my arm in his, and draw him away* 
for a step or two, then turned. 

" I can't, Phineas, I can't 1 I tntut look at her again—- 
only for one minute — one little minute/' 
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But he stayed — ^wc were stiinding where she could not see 
US — ^till she had slowly left the grave. We heard the click 
of the church- yard gate i where she went afterward, we 
could nolt discern. 

John moved away. I asked him if we should take our walk 
now ? But he did not seem to hear me ; so I let him f<^k>w 
his own yfsy — perhaps it mi^it be £or good-^who eodKl 
tell! 

He descended from the Flat, and came quickly round ih^ 
comer of the cottf^e. Miss March stood there, trying ta 
find one fresh rose among the fast withering clusters a^mt 
what had been our parlour window and now was hers. 

She saw us, acknowledged us, but hurriedly, and not with-' 
out some momentary signs of agitation. 

^' The roses are all gcme," she said, rather sadly. 

" Perhaps, higher up, I can reach one-^shall I try V 

I marvelled to see that John's manner as he addressed her 
was just like his manner always with her. 

" Thank you — ^that will do. I wanted to take some swlty 
with me — ^I am leaving Rose Cottage to-day, Mr. Halifax." 

"Sol have heard." 

He did not say < sorry to heM*.' I wondered did the omis- 
sion strike her? But no— she evidently r^arded us both ag 
mere acquaintances, inevitably, perhaps even tenderly bound 
up with this ^ime ; and as such, claiming a more than ordi- 
nary place in her regard and remembrance. No man with 
common sense or common feeling, could for a moment dare 
to misinterpret the emotion she shewed. 

Ee-entering the house, she asked us if we would come in» 
with her ; she had a few things to say to us. And then she 
again referred gratefully to our ' kindness.' 

We all went once more — ^for the last time — ^into the little 
parlour. 

" Yes — I am going away," said she, mournfully. 

" We hope all good will go with you — ^always and every- 
where," 

" Thank you, Mr. Fletcher." 

It was strange, the grave tone our intercourse now invari- 
ably assumed. We might have been three old people, who 
had long fought with and endured the crosses of the world, 
instead of two young men and a young woman, in the very 
dawn of life. 
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^< Cireumstances have fixed my plans siDce I saw you 
yesterday. I am going to reside for a time with my cousins, 
the Brithwoods. It seems best for me. Lady Cstfoline is 
Tery kind, and I am so lonely." 

She said this not in any compHmeort, but as if aCc^tiflg 
the fact, and making up her mind to endure it. A little 
more fragmentary conversation passed, chiefly between herself 
and me--John uttered scarcely a word. He sat by the win- 
dow, half shading his &ce with his hand. Under that covert, 
the gaze which incessantly followed and dwelt on her face 
-«-*K>h, had li^e seen it! 

The moments narrowed. Would he say what he had. 
intended, concerning his position in the world T Had She 
guessed or learned anything, or were we to her simply Mr. 
HaiifisLX and Mr. Fletcher — two * gentlemen' of Norton 
Bury ? It appeared so. 

^< This is not a very long good*bye, I ttn$tV* said she to 
me, with something more than courtesy. ^' I shall remain 
at the Mythe House some weeks, I believe. How long do 
you purpose staying at Enderley I" 

I was uncertain. 

" But your home is in Norton Bury f I hope — I trust, 
you will allow my cousin to express in his own house his 
thanks and mine for your great kindness during my trouble ?" 

Neither of us answered. Miss March looked surprised--^ 
hurt — ^nay, displeased ; then her eye, resting on John, lost 
its haughtiness, and became humble and sweet. 

" Mr. Halifax, I know nothing of my cousin, and I do 
know ywi. Will you tell me— candidly, as I know you will 
— ^whether there is anything in Mr. Brithwood, which you 
think unworthy of your acquaintance V* 

" He would think me unworthy of his," was the low, firm 
answer. 

Miss March smiled incredulously. " Because you are not 
very lich f What can that signify f It is enough for me 
that my friends are gentlemen." 

" Mr. Brithwood, and many others, would not allow my 
claim to that title." 

Astonished— nay, somewhat more than astonished— the 
young gentlewoman drew back a little. " I do not quite 
understand you." 

"Let me explain, then;" and her involuntary gestilre 
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seeminc; to have brought back all honest dignity and manly 
pride, he ^ed her, once more himself. '' It is right, MJUt 
March, that you should know who and what I am, to whom 
you are giving the honour of your kindness. Perhaps yoa 
ought to have known before ; but here, at Enderley, we 
seemed to be equals — ^friends." 

" I have indeed felt it so." 
, <' Then, you will the sooner pardon my not telling you— 
>rhat you never asked, and 1 was only too ready to forget — 
that we are not equals — ^that is, society would not regard 
us as such — and I doubt if even you yourself would wish us 
to be friends." 

"Why not r 

" Because you are a gentlewoman, and I am a tradesman." 

The news was evidently a shock to her — ^it could not but 
be, reared as she had been. She sat — the eye-lashes dropping 
over her flushed cheeks — ^perfectly silent. 

John's voice grew firmer — ^prouder — no hesitation now* 

" My calling is, as you will soon hear at Norton Bury, ■ 
that of a tanner. I am apprentice to Abel Fletcher—* 
Phineas's father." 

" Mr. Fletcher !" She looked up at me — ^a mingled look 
of kindliness and pain. 

" Ay, Phineas is a little less beneath your notice than I 
am. He is rich — ^he has been well educated ; I have had to 
educate myself. I came to Norton Bury six years ago-*-a 
beggar-boy. No, not quite that — for I never begged ; either 
worked or starved." 

The earnestness, the passion of his tone, made Miss March 
lift her eyes, but they fell again. 

" Yes, Phineas found me in an alley — starving. We stood 
in the rain, opposite the mayor's house. A little girl — ^you 
know her. Miss March — came to the door, and threw out to 
me a bit of bread." 

Now indeed she started. " You — ^was that you ?" 

"It was I." 

John paused, and his whole manner changed into softness, 
as he resumed. " I never forgot that little girl. Many a 
time, when I was inclined to do wrong, she kept me right — 
the remembrance of her sweet face and her kindness." 

That face was pressed down against the sofa where she 
sat. Miss March was all but weeping. 

John continued. 
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** I am glad to have met her again — ^glad to have been 
able to do her some small good in return for the infinite 
good she once did me. I shall bid her farewell now — at 
once and altogether." 

A quick, involuntaiy turn of the hidden face asked him 
"WhyT 

" Because," John answered, " the world says we are not 
equals, and it would neither be for Miss March's honour nor 
mine did I try to force upon it the truth, which I may prove 
openly one day — ^that we are equals." 

Miss March looked up at him — ^it were hard to say with 
what expression of pleasure, or pride, or simple astonishment ; 
perhaps a mingling of all. She silently offered her hand, 
first to me and then to John. Whether she meant it as friend- 
liness, or as a mere ceremony of adieu, I cannot tell. John 
took it as the latter, and rose. 

His hand was on the door-^but he could not go* 

" Miss March," he said, " perhaps I may never see you 
again — at least, never as now. Let me look once more at 
that wrist which was hurt." 

Her left arm was hanging over the sofa — the scar being 
visible enough. John took the hand, and held it firmly. 

" Poor little hand — ^blessed little hand I May God bless it 
evermore." 

Suddenly he pressed his lips to the place where the wound 
had been — a kiss long and close, such as only a lover's kiss 
could be. Surely she must have felt it — known it. 

A moment afterward, he was gone. 

That day Miss March departed, and we remained at En- 
derley alone. 



CHAPTER XVT. 



It was winter-time. All the summer-days at Enderley were 
gone, * like a dream when one awaketh.' Of her who had 
been the beautiful centre of the dream, we had never heard 
nor spoken since. 

John and I were walking together along the road towards 
the Mythe ; we could just see the frosty sunset reflected on 
the windows of the Mythe House, now closed for months, 

H 
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the family being away. The meadows alongside, where the 
Avon had overflowed and frozen, were a popular skating- 
ground : and the road was alive with lookers-on of every 
class. All Norton Bury seemed abroad ; and half Norton 
Bury exchanged salutations with my companion, till I was 
amused to notice how large John's acquaintance had grown. 

Among the rest, there overtook us a little elderly lady, as 
prim and neat as an (Ad maid, and as bright-looking as a 
happy matron. I saw at once who it was — Mrs. Jessop, 
our good doctor's new wife, and old love; whom* he hiid 
lately brought home, to the great amazement and curiosity 
of Norton Bury. 

" She seems to like you very much," I said ; as after a 
cordial greeting, which John returned rather formally, she 
trotted on. 

'' They were both very kind to me in London, last montii, 
as I think I told you." 

" Ay ! " It was one of the few things he had mentioned 
about that same London journey, for he had grown into a 
painful habit of silence now. Yet I dreaded to break it, lest 
any wounds rankling beneath might thereby be caused to 
smart once more. And our love to one another was too 
faithful for a little reserve to have power to influence it in 
any way. 

We came once more upon the old lady, watching the 
skaters. She again spoke to John, and looked at me with 
her keen, kind, blue eyes. 

" I think I know who your friend is, though yon do not 
introduce him." (John hastily performed that ceremony .J 
" Tom and I ' (how funny to hear her call our old bachelor 
doctor, ' Tom !') " were wondering what had become of you, 
Mr. Halifax. Are you stronger than you were in London f " 

" "Was he^ill in London, madam ?" 

" No, indeed, Phineas ! Or only enough to win for me 
Dr. and Mrs. Jessop's great kindness." 

" Which you have never come to thank us for. Never 
crossed our door-sill since we returned home ! Does not 
your conscience sting you for your ingratitude ?" 

He coloured deeply. 

" Indeed, Mrs. Jessop, it was not ingratitude." 

"I know it; I believe it," she answered, with much 
kindness. ** Tell me what it was ?" 
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He hesitated. 

" You ought to believe tlie wana interest we both take in 
you# Tell me the plain truth." 

- , "I ¥iriU. It is Uiat your kindness to me in London was 
j\o reason for my intruding on you at Norton Bury. It 
might not be agreeable for you and Dr. Jessop to have my 
lu^quaintance here." 

The little old lady's eyes brightwied into something beyond 
mere kindness as she looked at him. 

« Mr.>Halifax, I thank you for that * plain truth.' Truth 
is always best. Now for mine. I had heard you were a 
tradesman ; I found out for myself that you were a g^i tie- 
man* I do not think the two facts incompatible, nor does 
ijaj hiBsband. We shall be happy to see you at our house 
at all times, and under ail circumstances." 

She offered him her hand. John bowed over it in silence. 

^' Well, then, suppose you come this evening ; both 
of your 

We assented ; and on her further invitation, John and I 
and the little old lady walked on together. 

I could not help watching Mrs. Jessop with some amuse- 
ment« Norton Buiy said she had been a poor governess all 
her days ; but that hard life had left no shadow on the 
cheerful sunset of her existence now. It was a frank, bright, 
happy face, in spite of its wrinkles, and its somewhat hard 
Weldi features. And it was pleasant to hear her talk, even 
though- she talked a good deal, and in a decidedly Welch 
accent. Sometimes, a tone or two reminded me slightlj 

of Ay, it was easy to guess why John evidoitly liked 

the old lady. 

" I know this road well, Mr. Halifax. Once I spent a 
summer here, with an old pupil, now grown-up. I am going 
to-day to enquire about her at the My the House. The 
Brithwoods came home yesterday." 

I was afraid to look at John. Even to me the ne^s was 
Startling. How I blessed Mrs. Jessop's innocent garrulous- 
ness. 

" I hope they will remain here some time. I have a special 
interest in their stay. Not on Lady Caroline's account, 
though. She patronizes me very kindly ; but I doubt if she 
ever forgets, what Tom says I am rather too proud of remem- 
bering — that I was the poor governess, Jatfe Cardigan." 

m2 
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" Jane Cardigan !" I exclaimed. 

" What, Mr. Fletcher, you know my name ! And i*eatty, 
now I think of it, I believe I have heard yours. Not frooi 
Tom, either. It couldn't possibly be— yet ! it certainly was 
— ^How strange I Did you ever hear tell of a Miss Ursulft 
March I" 

The live crimson rushed madly over John's face. Mrs. 
Jessop saw it ; she could not but see. At first, she looked 
astounded, then exceedingly grave. 

I replied, '^ that we had had the honour of meeting Miss 
March last summer, at Enderley." 

*' Yes," the old lady continued, somewhat formally. " Now 
I recollect. Miss March told me of the circumstance ; of two 
gentlemen there, who was very kind to her when her &ther 
died ; a Mr. Fletcher and his Mend — ^was that Mr. Halifax?" 

" It was," I answered: for John was speechless. Alas ! I 
saw at once that all my hopes for him, sJl the design of my 
long silence on this subject, had been in vain. No, he had 
not forgotten her. It was not in his nature to forget. 

Mrs. Jessop went on, still addressing herself to me. 

" I am sure I ought, on behalf of my dear pupil, to offer 
you both my warmest thanks. Hers was a most trying 
position. She never told me of it till afterwards, poor child! 
I am thankful her trouble was softened to her by finding that 
strangers'^ — (was it only my fancy that detected a slight stress 
on the word ?) — " mere strangers could be at once so thought^ 
ful and so kind." 

" No one could be otherwise to Miss March. Is she well ? 
Has she recovered fix)m her trial I " 

" I hope so. Happily, few sorrows, few feelings of any 
kind, take lasting hold at eighteen. She is a noble girl. 
She did her duty, and it was no light one, to him who is 
gone ; now her life begins anew. It is sure to be prosperous 
— ^I trust it may J)e very happy. — ^Now I must bid you both 
good-bye." 

She stopped at the gates of the Mythe House ; great iron 
gates, a barrier as proud and impassable as that which in 
tiiese times the rich shut against the poor, the aristocrat 
against the plebeian. Jolm, glancing once up at them, 
hurriedly moved on. 

"Stay; you will come and see us^ Mr. Hali&x t Promise?" 

"Ifyottwishit:" 
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" And promise, too, that, under all circumstances, you will 
tdB me, as you did this morning, the ^ plain truth V Yes, I 
8€!e you will. Good-bye." 

' tiie iron gates closed upon her, and against us. We took 
o«ar silent way up to the Mythe to our favourite stile. There 
we leaned — still in silence, for many minutes. 

"The wind is keen, Phineas ; you must be cold.'* 

Now I cold speak to him — could ask him to tell me of his 
pain. 

" It is so long since you have told me anything. It might 
do you good." 

"Nothing can do me good. Nothing but bearing it. My 
God ! what have I not borne I Five whole months to be dying 
of thirst, and not a drop of water to cool my tongue." 

He bared his head and throat to the cutting wind — ^his 
chest heaved, his eyes seemed in a flame, 

" God forgive me I — ^but I sometimes think I would give 
myself body and soul to the devil, for one glimpse of her face, 
one touch of her little hand." 

I made no answer. What answer could be made to such 
words as these? I waited — ^all I could do — till the paroxysm 
had gone by. Then I hinted — as indeed seemed not unlikely 
—that he might see her soon. 

" Yes, a great way off, like that cloud up there. But I 
want her near— close — ^in my home — at my heart ! — ^Phineas," 
he gasped, " talk to me — about something else — ^anything. 
Don't let me think, or I shall go clean mad." 

And indeed he looked so. I was terrified. So quiet as I 
had always seen him when we met, so steadily as he had 
pursued his daily duties ; and with all this underneath — this 
torment, conflict, despair, of a young man's love. It must 
come out — ^better it should. 

" And you have gone on working all this while 1 " 

" I was obliged. Nothing but work kept me in my senses. 
Besides" — ^and he laughed hoarsely — "I was safest in the 
tan-yard. The thought of her could not come there. I was 
glad of it. I tried to be solely, and altogether what I am — 
a 'prentice lad — ^a mere clown." 

" Nay, that was wrong." 

"Was it? Well, at last it struck me so. I thought I 
would be a gentleman again — just for a pretence, you know 
— ^a dream — ^a bit of the old dream back again. So I went 
to London." 
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" And met the Jessops there ?*' 

" Yes ; though I did not know she was Jane Cardigan, 
But I liked her — ^I liked my life with them. It was like 

breathing a higher air, the same air that Oh, Phineas, 

it was horrible to come back to my life here — ^to that ac- 
cursed tan-yard ! ** 

I said nothing. 

" You see, now " — and that hard langh smote me to the 
heart again — " you see, Phineas, how wicked I am growing. 
You will have to cut my acquaintance presently." 

" Tell me the rest — ^I mean, the rest of your life in Lon- 
don," I said, after a pause. " Did you hear of her? " 

" Of course not ; though I knew she was there. I saw it 
in the ' Court Circular.* Fancy a lady, whose name was in 
the ' Court Circular,' being inquired after by a tanner's lad ! 
But I wanted to look at her — any beggar might do that, you 
know — so I watched in streets and parks, by theatre-doors 
at nights, and by church-doors on Sunday mornings ; yet I 
never saw her once. Only think, not once for &ve whole 
months." 

" John, how could you teH me you were happy 1 " 

" I don't know. Perhaps because of my pride ; perhaps 
because — ^Ah, don't look so wretched ! Why did you let me 
say all this f You are too good for such as I." 

Of course, I took no heed of idle words like these. I let 
him stand there, leaning against the stile, now and then 
grasping it with his nervous, muscular hands, as if he would 
tear it down ; then I said quietly — 

« What do you intend to do ? " 

" Do ? Nothing ! What can I do ? Though sometimes 
a score of plans rush into my mind, such as to run away to 
the Indies, like that young Warren Hastings we were talking 
of, come back twenty years hence a nabob, and — marry her." 
'' Marry her," I repeated, mournfully. 
" Ay, I could. That is what maddens me. If now she 
and I were to meet and stand together, equal man and 
woman, I could make her love me ; I feel I could. Instead 
of crawling after her thus, I would go boldly in at those very 
gates— -do you think she is there?" 

He trembled, actually trembled, at the mere thought of her 
being so near. 

" Oh, it's hard, hard ! I could despise myself. Why can- 
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not I trust my manhood, my honest manhood that I was bom 
with, go straight to her and tell her that I love her ; that God 
meant her for me and me for her — ^true hubsand and true 
wife f Phineas, mark my words " — and, wild as his manner 
was, it had a certain force which sounded most like prophecy 
— " if ever Ursula March ^marries, she will be my wife — my 
wife!" 

I could only murmur-r— "Heaven grant it I ^ 

" But we shall never marry, neither one nor the other of 
us ; we shall go on apart and alone, till the next world* 
Perhaps she will come to me then : I may have her in my 
heart there." 

John looked upward : there was in the west a brpad, red^ 
frosty cloud, and just beyond it, nay, all but resting on it, the 
new moon — a little, wintry, soft new moon. A sight that 
might well have hushed the maddest storm of passion : it 
hushed his. He stood, still looking up, for many minutes, 
then his eye^ closed, the lashes all wet. 

" We'll never speak of this again, Phineas ; I'll not grieve 
thee any more ; I'll try and be a better brother to thee for 
the future. Come along ! " 

He drew my arm in his, and we went home. 

Passing the tan-yard, John proposed that we should call 
for my father. My poor father ; now daily growing more 
sour and old, and daily leaning more and more upon John, 
who never ceased to respect, and make every one else respect, 
his master. Though still ostensibly a 'prentice, he had now 
the business almost entirely in his hands. It was pleasant 
to see how my father brightened up at his coming — ^how 
readily, when he returned homeward, he leaned upon John's 
strong arm, now the support of both him and me. Thus 
We walked through Norton Bury streets, where everybody 
knew us, and indeed as it seemed to me this morning, nearly 
everybody greeted us — ^at least, one of us ; but my father 
walked along soberly and sternly, frowning at almost every 
salutation John Halifax received. 

"Thee art making far too many friends, John. I warn 
theel" 

^'^oi friends — only friendly acquaintance," was the gentle 
answer : he was well used to turn away, daily and hourly, 
Abel Fletcher's wrath. But it was roused beyond control 
when Dr. Jessop's neat little carriage, and neatest of little 
wives, stopped at the curb-stone and summoned John. 
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" I want you and Mr. Fletcher to come to us to-morrow 
instead of this eyening. Lady Caroline Brithwood wishes to 
see you." 

"Mer 

"Yes, you," smiled the old lady; "you, John Htdifax, 
the hero of the people, who quelled the bread riots, and gave 
evidence thereupon to Mr. Pitt, in London. Nay ! why didn'fe 
you tell me the wonderful story ? Her ladyship is Ml of it. 
She will torment me till she sees you — I know her ways. 
For my sake, you must come." 

"Waiting no refusal, Mrs. Jessop drove on. 

" What's that I" said my father, sharply. " John, where 
art thee going *?** 

I knew this was the first warning-gun of a battle which 
broke out afresh every time John appeared in any livelier 
garb than his favourite grey, or was suspected of any more 
worldly associates than our quiet selves. He always took my 
father's attacks patiently — ^this time peculiarly so. He mada 
no answer, but passed his hand once or twice over his Iwow, 
as if he could not see clearly. 

Abel Fletcher repeated the question. 

" Yes ; that was Mrs. Jessop, sir." 

" I know," grumbled my father. "The doctor is a fool in 
his old age^ Who did she want thee to meet ?" 

" She ! — Oh, Lady Caroline, you mean ?" 

*'Lady Caroline wishes particularly to see John." 

Abel Fletcher stopped, planted his stick in the ground, 
released his arm from John's, and eyed him from top to toe. 

"Thee? — a woman of quality wanting to see theel 
Young man, thee art a hypocrite." 

" Sir I" 

" I knew it ! . I foresaw how thy fine ways would end ! 
Going to London— crawling at the heels of grand folk— des- 
pising thy honest trade — trying to make thyself appear a 
gentleman !" 

" I hope I am a gentleman." 

Words could not describe my father's horrified astonish- 
ment. "Oh, lad!" he cried — "poor, misguided lad I — the 
Lord have mercy upon thee I" 

John smiled— his mind evidently full of other things. 
Abel Fletcher's anger grew. 

" And thee wants to hang on to the tail of other ' gentle- 
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itten,' such as Bichard Brithwood forsooth ! — a fox-hunting, 
cbifnking, dicing fool !" 

I was shocked ; I had not believed him so bad as that — 
the young 'squire — ^Miss March's cousin. 

" Or/'pursued my &ther, waxing hotter and hotter, " or 
a ^ lady ' such as his wife is, the Jezebel daughter of an Ahab 
ftther ! — ^brought up in the impious atrocities of France, and 
the debaucheries of Naples, where, though she keeps it close 
here, she abode with that vile woman whom they call Lady 
Hamilton." 

John started. Well he might, for even to our quiet town 
had come, all this winter, foul newspaper tales about Nelson 
and Lady Hamilton. 

" Take care," he said, in much agitation. " Any taint 
upon a woman's fame harms not her sdone, but all connected 
with her. For God's sake, sir, whether it be true or not, 
do not whisper in Norton Bury that Lady Caroline Brith- 
wood is a friend of Lady Hamilton !" 

** Pshaw! What is either woman to us f" 

And my father climbed the steps to his own door, John 
following. 

" Nay, young gentleman, my poor house is hardly good 
enough for such as thee." 

John turned, cruelly galled, but recovered himself. 

" You are unjust to me, Abel Fletcher; and you yourself 
will think so soon. May 1 come in ?" 

My father made no answer, and I brought John in as 
usual. In truth, we had both more to think of than Abel 
Fletcher's temporary displeasure. This strange chance — 
what might it imply? — to what might it not lead? But 
no : if I judged Mrs. Jessop aright, it neither implied, nor 
would lead to, what I saw John's fancy had at once sprang 
toward, and revelled in, madly. A lover's fancy — a lover's 
hope. Even I could see what will-o'-the-wisps they were. 

But the doctor's good wife, Ursula March's wise governess, 
would never lure a young man with such phantoms as these. 
I fHt sure — certain — that if we met the Brithwoods, we 
shoiM meet no one else. Certain, even when, as we sat at 
our dish of tea, there came in two little dainty notes — the 
first invitations to worldly festivity that had ever tempted 
our Quaker household, and which Jael flung out of her 
fingers as if they had been coals from Gehenna. Notes, 
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bidding us to a * little supper ' at Dr. Jessop's, with Mr, and 
Lady Caroline Brithwood, of the My the House. 

" Give them to your father, Phineas." And John vainly 
tried to hide the flash of his eye — the smiles that came and 
went like summer lightning — " To-morrow — ^you see, it is 
to-morrow." 

Poor lad ! he had forgotten every worldly thing, in the 
hope of that to-morrow. 

My. father's sharp voice roused him. " Phineas,^ theelt 
stay at home. Tell the woman I say so." 

"And John, father?" 

"John may go to ruin if he chooses. He is his own 
master." 

"I have been always." And the answer came less in 
pride than sadness. " I might have gone to ruin years ago, 
but for the mercy of Heaven and your kindness. Do not 
let us be at warfare now." 

" All thy own fault, lad. Why cannot thee keep in thy 
own rank ? Respect thyself. Be an honest tradesman, as 
I have been." 

" And as I trust always to be. But that is only my call- 
ing, not me. I — John Halifax — am just the same, whether 
in the tan-yard or Dr. Jessop's drawing-room. The one 
position cannot degrade, nor the other elevate me. I should 
not ' respect myself,' if I believed otherwise." 

" Eh I" — my hiher absolutely dropped his pipe in amaze- 
ment. " Then, thee thinkest thyself already quite a gen- 
tleman?" 

" As I told you before, sir — ^I hope I am." 

" Fit to associate with the finest folk in the land f " 

" If they desire it, and I choose it, certainly." 

Now, Abel Fletcher, like all honest men, liked honesty. 
And something in John's bold spirit, and free, bright eye^ 
seemed to-day to strike him more than ordinarily. 

"Lad, lad, thee art young. But it won't last — ^no, it 
won't last." 

He knocked the white ashes out of his pipe — it had been 
curling in brave wreaths to the very ceiling, two minutes 
before — and sat musing. 

" But about to-morrow ? " persisted John, after watching 
him some little time. " I could go— I could have gone, with- 
out either your knowledge or permission ; but I had rather 
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deal openly with you. You know I always do. You have 
been the ^ndest master — ^the truest friend to me ; I hope, as 
long as I live, rarely to oppose, and never to deceive you." 

His manner— earnest, yet most respectful — ^his candid 
looks, under which lurked an evident anxiety and pain, 
might have mollified a harder man than Abel Fletcher. 

"John, why dost thee want to go among those grand 
folk!" 

^' Not because they ai*e grand folk. I have other reasons 
— ^strong reasons." 

" Be honest. Tell me thy strong reasons." 

Here was sTstrait. 

" Why dost thee blush, young man ? Is it aught thee art 
ashamed of? " 

" Ashamed ! No ! " 

" Is it a secret, then, the telling of which would be to 
thee, or to any else, dishonour ? " 

"Dishonour!" A^d the bright eye shot an indignant 
gleam." 

"Then, tell the truth." 

**I will. I wish first to find out, for myself, whether 
Lady Caroline Brithwood is fitted to have under her charge, 
one who is young-^— innocent — good." 

" Has she such an one ? One thee knows ? " 

<-Yes." 

" Man or woman ? " 

"Woman." 

My fikther turned, and looked John full in the eyes. 
Stem as that look was, I traced in it a strange compassion. 

" Lad, I thought so. Thee hast found the curse of man's 
life — ^woman." 

To my amazement, John replied not a syllable. He 
seemed even as if he had forgotten himself and his own 
secret — thus, for what end I knew not, voluntarily betrayed 
— so absorbed was he in contemplating the old man. And 
truly, in all my life, T had never seen such a convulsion pass 
Over my father's face. It was like as if some one had 
touched and revived the torment of a long-hidden, but never- 
to-be-healed wound. Not till years after did I understand 
the full meaning of John's gaze, or why he was so patient 
with my father. 

The torment passed— ended in violent anger. 
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" Out with it. Who is deluding thee ? Is it a matter' of 
wedlock, or only — *' 

<' Stop !" John cried ; his face all on fire. " The lady— '^i 

" It is a ' lady !' Naw I see why thee would fain be a 
gentleman." 

" Oh, father — ^how can you!" 

" So thee knowest it too — ^I see it in thy face — Would'st 
thee be led away by him a second time ! But thee shall not. 
rU put thee under lock and key before thee shalt ruin tfay^ 
self, and disgrace thy father." 

This was hard to bear ; but I believe — ^it was John's teach- 
ing — ^that one ought to bear anything, however hard, frcmi m 
just and worthy parent. And it was John himself who now 
grasped my hand, and whispered patience. John — <who 
knew, what I myself, as I have said, did not learn for years, 
concerning my father's former history. 

" Sir, you mistake ; Phineas has nothing whatever to do 
with this matter. He is altogether blameless. So am I too, 
if you heard all." 

" Tell me all ; honour is bold — ^shame only is silent." 

" I feel no shame — an honest love is no disgrace to any 
man. And my confessing it harms no one. She neither 
knows of it nor returns it." 

As he said this, slowly, gravely, John moved a step back 
and sat down. His face was in shadow ; but the fire shone 
on his hands, tightly locked together, motionless as stone. 

My father was deeply moved. Heaven knows what 
ghosts of former days came and knocked at the old man's 
heart. We all three sat silent for a long time, then my 
father said, 

"Who is she r 

"I had rather not tell you. She is above me in worldly 
station." 

"Ah!" a fierce exclamation. "But thee would'st not 
humble thyself — ^ruin thy peace for life f Thee would'st not 
marry her f " 

" I would — ^if she had loved me. Even yet, if by any 
honourable means, I can rise to her level, so as to be able to 
win her love, marry her I will." 

That brave ' I will ' — ^it seemed to carry its own fulfil- 
ment. Its indomitable resolution struck my father with 
wonder — nay, with a sort of awe. 
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" Do as thee thinks best, and God help thee," he said, 
kindly, " Mayst thee never find thy desire a curse. Fear 
net, lad — ^I will keep thy counsel.'* 
' " I knew you would." 

The subject ceased : my father's manner indicated that he 
wished it to cease. He re-lit his pipe, and pufled away, 
silently and sadly. 

Years afterwards, when all that remained of Abel Fletcher 
was a green mound beside that other mound, in the Friends' 
burying-ground in St. Mary's Lane, I learnt — ^what all 
Norton Bury, except myself, had long known — ^that my poor 
mother, the young, thoughtless creature, whose married life 
had been so unhappy and so brief — ^was by birth a ^ gentle- 
woman.' * 



CHAPTER XVn. 

Mrs. Jessop's drawing-room, ruddy with fire-light, glitter- 
ing with delicate wax candle-light ; a few women in pale- 
eoloured gauzy dresses, a few men, sublime in blue coats, 
gold buttons, yellow waistcoats, and smiles — ^this was all I 
noticed of the scene, which was quite a novel scene to me. 

The doctor's wife had introduced us formally to all hei" 
guests, as the custom then was, especially in these small 
cosy supper-parties. How they greeted us I do not now 
remember ; no doubt, with a iind of well-bred formal sur- 
prise; but society was generally formal then. My chief recol- 
lection is of Mrs. Jessop's saying pointedly and aloud, though 
with a smile playing under the comers of her good little 
mouth — 

*' Mr. Halifax, it is kind of you to come ; Lady Caroline 
Brithwood will be delighted. She longs to make your 
acquaintance." 

After that, everybody began to talk with extraordinary 
civility to Mr. Haliifax. 

For John, he soon took his place among them, with that 
modest self-possession which best becomes youth. Society's 
dangerous waters accordingly became smooth to him, as to a 
good swimmer who knows his own strength, trusts it, and 
stru^les not. 

" Mr. Brithwood and Lady Caroline will be late," I over- 
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heard the hostess saj. ^I think I told you that Miss 
March " 

But here the door was fiong open, and the missing, gueati 
announced. John and I were in the alcove of the wis^owj 
I heard his breathing behind me, but I dared not look at or 
speak to him. In truth, I was scarcely calmer than he. l?or^ 
though it must be clearly understood I never was ' in love ' 
with any woman, still, the reflected glamour of those En^ 
derley days had fallen on me. It often seems now as if I U>0 
had passed the g(dden gate, and looked far enough mt0 
youth's Eden to be able ever after to weep with those that 
wept without the doors. 

No — she was not there. 

We both sat down. I know nqt if I was thankful (^ 
sorry. 

I had seldom seen the _'squire or Lady Caroline. He was 
a portly young man, pinched in by tight Iight-col0ur€j4 
garments. She was a lady rather past her first youth, but 
very handsome still, who floated about, leaving a general ifl*^ 
pression of pseudo-Greek draperies, gleaming arms aod 
shoulders, sparkling jewellery, and equally sparkling smilQS^ 
These smiles seemed to fall just as redundantly upon the 
faiiiily physician, whom, by a rare favour — for so, I suppose^ 
it must have been — she was honouring with a visit, as if 
worthy Dr. Jessop were the noblest in the hand. He, poor 
man, was all bows, and scrapes, and pretty speeches, in the 
which came more than the usual amount of references to th« 
time which had made his fortune, the day when her M^estj 
Queen Cliarlotte had done him the honour to be graciously 
taken iU in passing through Norton Bury. Mrs. Jessop 
seemed to wear her honours as hostess to an earFs daughter, 
very calmly indeed. She performed the ordinary courtesies, 
and then went over to talk with Mr. Brithwood. In their 
conversation, I sought in vain the name of Ursula. 

So it ended — ^the sickening expectation which I had read 
in the lad's face all day. He would not see her — perhaps it 
was best. Yet my heart bled when I looked at him. But 
such thoughts could not be indulged in now, especially a9 
Mrs. Jessop's quick eyes seemed cften upon him or me, witU 
an expression that I could not make out at all, save that ii| 
such a good woman, whom Miss March so well loved, coul4 
lurk nothing evil or unkindly. 
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So I tried to turn my attention to the Britbwoods. One 
could not choose but look at her, this handsome Lady Caro- 
iiiie, whom half Norton Bury adored, the other half pursed 
up ^ir lips at the emotion of — ^but these were of the number 
fifhe declined to ' know.' All that she did know — all that 
came within her influence, were irresistibly attracted, for to 
please seemed a part of her nature. To-night, nearly erery 
one present stole gradually into the circle round her ; men 
and women alike charmed by the fascination of her ripe 
beauty, her lively manner, her exquisite smile and laugh. 

I wondered what John thought of Lady Caroline Brith- 
wood. She could not easily see him, even though her acute 
glance seemed to take in everything and everybody in the 
room. Bnt on her entrance John had drawn back a little, 
and our half-dozen of fellow-guests, who had been conversing 
with him, crept shyly out of his way ; as if, now the visible 
reality appeared, they were aghast at the great gulf that lay 
between John Halifax the tanner and the Britbwoods of the 
Mythe. A few even looked askance at our hostess, as though 
some terrible judgment must fall upon poor ignorant Mrs. 
Jeseop, who had dared to amalgamate such opposite ranks. 

So it came to pass, that while everybody gathered round 
the Britbwoods, John and I stood alone, and half concealed 
by the window. 

Very soon I Heard Lady Caroline's loud whisper — 

"Mrs. Jessop, my good friend, one moment. Where is 
your ^jeune h4ro8^ ' Vhomme du peuple f I do not see him. 
Does he wear clouted shoes and woollen stockings ? — Has he 
a broad face and tumed-up nose, like your ^paymm Anglais f^^ 

" Judge for yourself, my lady — he stands at your elbow. 
Mr. Halifax, let me present you to Lady Caroline Brith- 
wood." 

If Lord Luxmore's fair daughter ever looked confounded 
in her life, she certainly did at this minute. 

"Zt/t? Mon dieul LutI" And her shrug of amazement 
was stopped, her half-extended hand drawn back. No, it 
was quite impossible to patronize John Halifax. 

He bowed gravely, she made a gracious curtsey ; they met 
on equal terms, a lady and gentleman. 

Soon her lively manner returned. She buckled on her 
spurs for new conquest, and left the already vanquished gen- 
tilities of Norton Bury to amuse themselves as they best 
might. 



Digitized 



by Google 



176 JOHN HALIFAX. 

" I am enchanted to meet yoil; Mr. Halifax ; I adore ' le 
peupteJ Especially/' — ^with a 'sly glance at her husband, 
who, with Tory Dr. Jessop, was vehemently exalting Mr. 
Pitt and abusing the First Consul, Bonaparte, — " especially 
le peuple Franqaia. Me comprenez vous f* 

^^ifadame, je vous comprends," 

Her ladysliip looked surprised. French was not very com- 
mon among the honest trading class, or indeed any but the 
higher classes in England. 

** But," John continued, " I must dissent from Lady Caro- 
line Brithwood, if she mingles the English people with < le 
peuple FranqaisJ They are a very different class of beings." 

" Ah, qa tra, qa ira " — she laughed, humming beneath her 
breath a few notes out of that terrible song. " But you know 
French — ^let us talk in that language ; we shall horrify no one 
then." 

" I cannot speak it readily ; I am chiefly self-taught." 

" The best teaching. Mon dieu ! Truly you are made to 
be * un hero ' — just the last touch of grace that a woman's 
hand gives — ^had you ever a woman for your friend ? — ^and 
you would be complete. But I cannot flatter — plain, blunt 
honesty for me. You must — ^you shall be — * Vhomme du peu* 
pie J' Were you bom suchf — Who were your parents ?" 

I saw John hesitate ; I knew how rarely he ever uttered 
those names written in the old Bible — ^how infinitely sacred 
they were to him. Could he blazen them out now, to gratify 
this woman's idle curiosity ? 

♦^ Madam," he said, gravely, " I was introduced to you 
simply as John Halifax. It seems to me, that so long as I 
do no discredit to it, the name suffices to the world." 

" Ah — I see ! I see I " But he, with his downcast eyes, 
did not detect the meaning smile that just flushed in hers, 
was changed into a tone of soft sympathy. " You are right; 
rank is nothing — a cold, glittering marble, with no soul 
imder. Give me the rich flesh-and- blood life of the people. 
Liberie— fratemite- — egalit^. I would rather be a gamin in 
Paris streets, than my brother William at Luxmore Hall." 

'Thus talked she, sometimes in French, sometimes in 
English, the young man answering little. She only threw 
her shining nets abroad the more; she seemed determined to 
please. And Nature fitted her for it. Even if not bom an 
earl's, daughter, Lady Caroline would have been everywhere 
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the magic centre of any society wherein she ch^fee to nioTe*' 
Kot that her conversation was hrilliant or deep, but she said 
the^ most frivolous things in a way that made them appear 
^itty; and the grand art, to charm by appearing charmed^: 
was hers in perfection. She seemed to float altogether upon, 
and among the pleasantness of life ; pain, either endured or 
inJ^icted, was to her an impossibility. 

Thus her character struck me on this first meeting, and 
thus, after many years, it strikes me still. I look back upon 
what she appeared that evening — lovely, gay, attractive — ^in 
the zenith of her rich maturity. What her old age was, the 
world knows, or thinks it knows. But heaven may be 
more merciful — I cannot tell. Whatever is now said of 
her, I can only say, ' Poor Lady Caroline !' 

It must have indicated a grain of pure gold at the bottom 
of the gold-seeming dross, that, from the first moment she 
saw him, she liked John Halifax. 

They talked a long time. She drew Wm out, as a wellt 
bred woman always can draw out a young man of sense.: 
He looked pleased ; he conversed well. Had he forgotten ? 
No ; the restless wandering of his eyes at the slightest sound 
in the room, told how impossible it was he should forget. 
Yet he comported himself bravely, and I was projd that 
Ursula's kindred should see him as he was. 

"Lady Caroline" (her ladyship turned, with a slightly 
bored expression, to her intrusive hostess), " I fear we must 
give up all expectation of our young friend to-night." 

'•I told you so. Post-travelling is very uncertain, and 
the Bath roads are not good. Have you ever visited Bath, 
LIr. HaHfaxr 

"But she is surely long on the road," pursued Mrs. 
Jessop, rather anxiously. " What attendants had she ?" 

" Her own maid, and our man Laplace. Nay, don't be 
alarmed, excellent and faithful govvemantel I assure you 
your fair ex-pupil is quite safe. The fur ore about her has 
ccmsiderably abated since the heiress-hunters at Bath dis- 
covered the melancholy fact that Miss March " 

. "Pardon me," interrupted the other; "we are among 
strangers. I assure you, I am quite satisfied about my dear 
child." 

" What a charming thing is affectionate fidelity," observed 
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ter ladyship, turning once more to John, with a sweet, Isizy 
dropping of the eyelids. 

The young man only bowed. They resumed their c<Maver- 
aation^ — at least, she did, talking volubly; satisfied with mono- 
ayllabic answers. 

It was now almost supper-time— -held a glorious hour at 
Norton Bury parties. People began to look anxiously to the 
door. 

"Before we adjourn," said Lady Caroline, *'I must do 
what it will be difficult to accomplish after supper ;" and for 
the first time a sharp, sarcastic tone jarred in her smooth 
voice. " I must introduce you especially to my husband, Mx. 
Brithwoodl" 

"Madam." He lounged up to her. They were a diverse 
pair. She, in her well-preserved' beauty, and Gallic artificial 
grace — ^he, in his coarse, bloated youth, coarser and worse 
than the sensualism of middle age. 

" Mr. Brithwood, let me introduce you to a new friend of 
mine." 

The 'squire bowed, rather awkwardly ; proving the truth 
of what Norton Bury oflen whispered, that Richard Brith- 
wood was more at home with grooms than gentlemen. 

" He belongs to this your town — you must have heard of 
him, perhaps met him." 

"I have more than had the pleasure of meeting Mr. Brith- 
wood, but he has doubtless forgotten it." 

" By Jove ! I have. What might your name be, sir ?" 

"John Halifax." 

" What, Halifax the tanner?" 

" The same." 

" Phew ! " — He began a low whistle, and turned on his 
heel. 

John changed colour a little. Lady Caroline laughed — a 
thoughtless, amused laugh, with a pleasant murmur of '-'Beter 
^-" Anglais /" — ^Nevertheless, she whispered her husband— 

"ik/oTi aird — ^you forget; 1 have introduced you to this 
gentleman." 

" Gentleman indeed ! Pooh ! rubbish ! Lady Caroline — 
I'm busy talking." 

" And so are we, most pleasantly. I only called you as a 
matter of form, to ratify my invitation. Mr. Halifax, will, 
I hope, dine with us next Sunday ?" 
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"The devil he wiUr 

" Richard — you hurt me 1" — ^with a little scream, as she 
pushed his rough fingers from her ai*m, so soft, and round, 
and fair. 

" Madam, you must be crazy. The young man is a trades- 
man — a tanner. Not fit for my society." 

" Precisely ; I invite him for my own." 

But the whispers and responses were alike unheeded by 
their object. For, at the doorway, entering . with Mrs. 
Jessop, was a tall girl in deep mourning. We knew her — 
we both knew her — our dream at Enderley — our Nut-browne 
Mayde. 

John was near to the door — their eyes met. She bowed— ^ 
he returned it. He was very pale. For Miss March, her 
iivce and neck were all in a* glow. Neithej spoke, nor offered 
more than this passing ackno «rledgment, and she moved on. 

She came and sat down beside me, accidentally, I believe; 
tut when she saw me, she held out her hand. We ex- 
changed a word or two — ^her manner was unaltered ; but 
she spoke hurriedly, and her fingers had their old nervous 
twitch. She said, this meeting was to her * unexpected,' but 
* she was veiy glad to see me.' 

So she sat, and I looked side-ways at her dropped eyes— r 
her forehead with its coronet of chestnut curls. How would he 
bear the sight — he of whose heart mine was the mere faint 
echo ? Yet truly an echo, repeating with cruel faithfulness 
every throb. 

He kept his position, a little aloof from the Brithwoods, 
who were holding a slight altercation — ^though more of looks 
than words. John heeded theitf not. I was sure, though he 
had never looked directly towards us, that he had heard 
every syllable Miss March said to me. 

The 'squire called across the room, in a patronizing tono ; 
" My good fellow — that is, ahem ! I say, young Halitax ?" 

" Were you addressing me, Mr. Brithwood ?" 

•' I was. I want a quiet word or two — ^between ourselves." 

« Certainly." 

They stood face to face. The one seemed uncomfortable, 
the other was his natural self — a little graver, perhaps, as il 
he felt what was coming, and prepared to meet it, knowing 
in whose, presence he had to prove himself-^ what Richard 

n2 
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Brithwood, with all his broad acres, could never be — ^a 
gentleman. 

Few could doubt that fact, who looked at the two young 
men, as all were looking now. 

" On my soul, it's awkward — ^FU call at the tan-yard and 
explain." 

" I had rather you would explain here.'* 

" Well then, though it's a confounded unpleasant thing to 
say — and I really wish I had not been brought into such a 
position — you'll not heed my wife's nonsense T" 

" I do not understand you," 

" Come, it's no use running to cover in that way. Let*8 
be open and plain. I mean no offence. You may be a very 
respectable young man for aught I know, still rank is rank. 
Of course, Doctor Jessop asks whom he likes to his house— 
a^d, by George! I'm always civil to everybody — ^but really, 
in spite of my lady's likings, I can't well invite you to my 
table r 

" Nor could I humiliate myself by accepting any such in- 
vitation." 

He said the words distinctly, so that the whole circle 
might have heard, and was turning away, when Ml:. Brith- 
wood fired up — as an angry man Joes in a losing game. 

" Humiliate yourself ! What do you mean, sir ? Wouldn't 
you be only too thankful to crawl into the houses of ypur 
betters, any how, by hook or by crook? Ha! ha! I know 
you would. It's always the way with you common folk, you 
rioters, you revolutionists. By the Lord ! I wish you were 
all hanged." 

The young blood rose fiercely in John's cheek, but he 
restrained himself. " Sir, I am neither a rioter nor a revo- 
lutionist." 

" But you are a tradesman ? You used to drive Fletcher's 
cart of skins." 

"I did." 

" And are you not-=— I remember you now — the very lad, 
the tanner's lad, that once pulled us ashore from the eger-^ 
cousin March and me f " 

I heard a quick exclamation beside me, and saw Ursula 
listening intently — I had not noticed how intently till now. 
Her eyes were fixed on John, waiting for his answer. It came. 

" Your memory is correct ; I was that lad." 
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*• Thank'ee for it too. Lord ! what a jolly life I should 
have missed I You got no reward, though. You threw away 
the guinea I offered you ; come, I'll make it twenty guineas 
to-morrow." 

The insult was too much. " Sir, you forget that what- 
ever we may have heen, to-night we meet as equals." 
- « Equals 1" 

" As guests in the same house — ^most certainly for the time 
being, equals." 

Richard Brithwood stared, literally dumb with fury. The 
standers-by were dumb too, though such fracas were then 
not uncommon even in drawing-rooms, and in women's 
presence, especially with men of Mr, Brithwood's stamp. 
His wife seemed quite used to it. She merely shrugged her 
shoulders and hummed a note or two of " Ca iraJ' It 
irritated the husband beyond all bounds. 

" Hold your tongue, my lady ! What, because a 'prentice- 
lad once saved my life, and you choose to patronize him as 
you do many another vagabond, with your cursed liberty and 
equality, am I to have him at my table, and treat him as a 
gentleman ? By , madam, never !" 

He spoke savagely and loud. John was silent ; he had 
locked his hands together convulsively ; but it was easy to 
see that his blood was at boiling heat, and that, did he once 
slip the leash of his passions, it would go hard with Richard 
Brithwood. 

The latter came up to him with clenched fist. *' Now 
mark me, you — ^you vagabond !" 

Ursula March crossed the room, and caught his arm, her 
eyes gleaming fire, 

^^ (Jousin, in my presence this gentleman shall be treated 
BS a gentleman. He was kind to my father." 

" Curse your father !" 

John's right hand burst free; he clutched the savage by 
the shoulder, 

" Be silent. You had better." 

Brithwood shook off the grasp, turned and struck him ; 
that last fatal insult, which offered from man to man, in those 
days, could only be wiped out with blood. 

John staggered. For a moment he seemed as if he would 
have sprung on his adversary and felled him to the ground 
— but — ^he did it not. 
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Seme one whispered "He won't fight. He 13 a 
Quaker." 

" No !** he said, and stood erect ; though he was ghastly 
pale, and his voice sounded hoarse and strange — " But I am 
a Christian. I shall not return blow for blow; I am a 
Christian," 

It was a new doctrine ; foreign to the practice, if familiar 
to the ear, of Christian Norton Bury. No one answered him; 
all stared at him ; one or two sheered off from him with con- 
temptuous smiles. Then Usurla March stretched out her 
friendly hand. John took it, and grew calm in a moment. 

There arose a murmur of ' Mr. Brithwood is going." 

" Let him go ! " Miss March cried ; anger still glowing in 
her eyes. 

" Not so — It IS not right. I will speak to him. May 1 1" 
John softly unloosed her detaining hand, and went up to Mr. 
Brithwood. " Sir, there is no need for you to leave this 
house — I am leaving it. You and I shall not meet again if 
I can" help it.** 

His proud courtesy, his absolute dignity and calmness, 
completely overwhelmed his blustering adversary ; who gazed 
open-mouthed, while John made his adieu to his host and 
to those he knew. The women gathered round him — ^woman's 
instinct is usually true. Even Lady Caroline, amid a flutter 
of regrets, declared she did not believe there was a man 
in the universe who would have borne so charmingly such a 
* degradation.' 

At the word Miss March fired up. ' " Madam," she said, 
in her impetuous young voice, " no insult offered to a man 
can ever degrade him ; the only real degradation is when he 
degrades himself," 

John, passing out at the doorway, caught her words. As 
he quitted the room, no crowned victor ever m ore a look 
more joyful, more proud. 

After a minute, we followed him ; the Doctor's wife and I. 
But now the pride and joy had both faded. 

"Mrs. Jessop, you see I am right," he murmured. "I 
ought not to have come here. It is a hard world for such aa 
I. I shall never conquer it — never." 

"Yes — ^you will." And Ursula stood by him, with 
crimsoned cheek and eyes no longer flashing, but fearless 
still. 
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Mrs. Jessop put her arm round^ the young girl. " I also 
think you need not dread the world, Mr. Halifax, if yott 
always act as you did to-night 5 though I grieve that things 
should have happened thus, if only for the sake of this my 
child." 

" Have I done any harm ? oh I tell me, have I done any 
barm?" 

" No ! " cried Ursula, with the old impetuousity kindling 
anew in every feature of her noble face. " You have but 
shewed me what I remember all my life — that a Christian 
only can be a true gentleman." 

She understood him ;— -he felt she did ; understood him as, 
if a man be understood by one woman in the world, he — and 
she too — ^is strong, safe, and happy. They grasped hands 
once more, and gazed unhesitatingly into each other's eyes* 
All human passion for the time being set aside, these two 
recognized each in the other one aim, one purpose, one faith ; 
something higher than love, something better than happiness. 
It nnist have been a blessed moment for both. 

Mrs. Jessop did not interfere. She had herself known 
what true love was, if, as gossips said, she had kept constant 
to our worthy doctor for thirty years. But still she was a 
prudent woman, not unused to the worlds 

" You must go now," she said, laying her hand gently on 
John's arm. 

*' I am going. But she — what will she do f " 

^ Never mind me. Jane will take care of me»" said 
Ursula, winding her arms round her old governess, and 
leaning her cheek down on Mrs. Jessop's shoulder. 

We had never seen Miss March show fondness, that is, 
caressing fondness, to any one before. It revealed her in a 
new light ; betrajdng the depths there were in her nature ; 
infinite depths of softness and of love. 

John watched her for a minute; a long, wild, greedy 
minute, then whispered hoarsely to me, " I must go." 

We made a hasty adieu, and went out together into the 
night — the cold, bleak night, all blast and storm. 



CHAPTEB XVni. 

Fob weeks after then, we went on in our usual way$ 
Ursula March living within a stone's throw of us» She had 
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left her cousin's, and come to reside "mth Dr. Jessop and Lis 
ivife. 

It was a very hard trial for John. 

Neither of u^ were again invited by Mrs. Jessop. "We 
could not blame her ; she held a precious charge, and Norton 
Jury was a horrible place for gossip. Already tale after 
tale had gone abroad about Miss March's * ingratitude ' to 
her relations. Already tongue after tongue had repeated, in 
every possible form of lying, the anecdote of ' young Halifax 
and the 'squire.* Had it been * young Halifax and Miss 
March,' I truly believe John could not have borne it. 
, As it was, though he saw her constantly, it was always by 
chance — ^a momentary glimpse at the window, or a passing 
acknowledgment in the street. I knew quite well when he 
had thus met her — whether he mentioned it or not — knew 
by the wild, troubled look, which did not wear off for hours. 

I watched him closely, day by day, in an agony of doubt 
and pain. 

For, though he said nothing, a great change was creeping 
ever ' the lad,' as I still fondly called him. His strength, 
the glory of a young man, was going from him — ^he was be- 
coming thin, weak, restless-eyed. That healthy energy and 
gentle composure, which had been sa beautiful in him all hi§ 
life through, were utterly lost. 

" What am I to do with thee, David 1 " said I to him one 
evening, when he had come in, looking worse than usual— I 
knew why ; for Ursula and her friend had just passed our 
house, taking their pleasant walk in the spring twilight. 
« Thou art very ill, I fear." 

*• Not at all. There is not the least thing the matter with 
me. Do let me alone." 

Two .minutes afterwards, he begged my pardon for those 
shai'p-spoken words. ^' It was not ihee that spoke, John," I 
said. 

" No, you are right, it was not I. It was a sort of devil 
that lodges here : " he touched his breast. ** The chamber 
he lives in is at times a burning hell." 

He spoke in a low tone of great anguish. What could I 
answer f Nothing. 

We stood at the window, looking idly out. The chestnut 
trees in the Abbey-yard were budding green ; there came 
that faint, sweet sound of children at play, which one hears 
«fi the days begin to lengthen. - 
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"It's a lovely evening," be said. 

*' John !" I looked him in the face. He could not palm 
off that kind deceit upon me. " You have heard something 
about her?" 
' " I have," he groaned. " She is leaving Norton Bury." 

" Thank God !" I muttered. 
" John turned fiercely upon me — ^but only for a moment. 
<' Perhaps I^too ought to say, 'Thank God.' This could not 
have lasted long, or it would have made me — what I pray 
His mercy to save me from, or to let me die. Oh, lad if I 
could only die." 

He bent down over the window-sill, crushing his forehead 
on his hands. 

" John," I said, in this depth of despair snatching at an 
equally desperate hope, *'what if, instead of keeping this 
silence, you were to go to her and tell her all ?" 

"^I have thought of that : a noble thought, worthy of a 
poor 'prentice lad I Why, two several evenings I have been 
insane enough to walk to Dr. Jessop's door, which I have 
never entered, and — mark you well ! they have never asked 
me to enter, since that night. But each time ere I knocked, 
my senses came back, and I went home — ^luckily having 
made myself neither a fool nor a knave." 
* There was no answer to this either. , Alas ! I knew as 
well as he did, that in the eye of the world's common sense^. 
for a young man not twenty-one, a tradesman's apprentice, 
to ask the hand of a young gentlewoman, uncertain if she 
loved him, was most utter folly. Also, for a penniless youth 
to sue a lady with a fortune, even though it was (the Brith-» 
woods took care to publish the &ict) smaller than was at first 
supposed — would, in the eye of the world's honour, be not 
very much unlike knavery. There was no help — none ! 

" David," I groaned, " I would you had never seen her." 

" Hush I — not a word like that. If you heard all I hear of 
her — daily — hourly — her unselfishness, her energy, her 
generous, warm heart I It is blessedness even to have known 
her. She is an angel — no, better than that, a woman ! I 
did not want her for a saint in a shrine — I wanted her as a 
help- meet, to walk with me in my daily life, to comfort me, 
strengthen me, make me pure and good. I could be a good 
man, if I had her for my wife. Now — " , 

He rose, and walked rapidly up and down. His looks 
were becoming altogether wild. 
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" Come, Phineas, suppose we go to meet her up the road 
—as I meet her ahnost every day. Sometimes she merely 
bends and smiles, sometimes she holds out her little handy 
and ' hopes I am quite well !' And then they pass on, and 
I stand gaping and staring after them like an idiot There 
— ^look — there they are now." 

Ay : walking leisurely along the other side of the road-^ 
talking and smiling to one another, in their own merry^ 
familiar way, were Airs. Jessop and Miss March. 

They were not thinking of us, not the least. Only just 
ere they passed our house, Ursula turned slightly round, and 
looked behind ; a quiet, maidenly look, with the smile still 
lingering on Her mouth. She saw nothing, and no one; for 
John had pulled me from the window, and placed himself 
out of sight. So, turning back again, she went oa her way# 
They both disappeared. 

" Now, Phineas, it is all ended." 

"What do you mean?" 

" I have looked on her for the last time." 

*' Nay — she is not going yet." 

" But I am — ^fleeing from the devil and his angels. Hurrah, 
Phineas lad ! We'll have a merry night. To-morrow I am 
away to Bristol, to set sail for America." 

He wrung my hands, with a long, loud, half-mad laugh ; 
and then dropped heavily on a chair. 

A few hours after, be was lying on my bed, struck down 
by the first real sickness he had ever known. It was ap- 
parently a low agueish fever, which had been much about 
Norton Bury since the famine of last year. At least, so Jael 
said ; and she was a wise doctoress, and had cured many. 
He would have no one else to attend him — seemed terrified 
at the mere mention of Dr. Jessop. I opposed him not at 
first, fijr well I knew,' whatever the proximate cause of his 
sickness might be, its root was in that mental pang which no 
doctors could cure. So I trusted to the blessed quiet of a 
sick-room — often so healing to misery — ^to Jael's nur^g, and 
his brother's love. 

After a few days, we called in a physician — ^a stranger 
from Coltham — who pronounced it to be this Norton Bury 
fever, caught through living, as he still persisted in doing, in 
this old attic, in that unhetdthy alley where was Sally Wat* 
kina's house. It must have been coming on, the doctor said. 
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for a long time; but it had no doabt now reached it« crisis. 
He would be better soon. 

Bnt he did not get better. Days slid into weeks, and still 
he lay there, never complaining, scarcely appearing to suffer, 
except from the wasting of the fever ; yet when I sp<^e of 
recovery, he ' turned his face unto the wall ' — weary of living. 
Once, when he had lain thus a whole morning, hardly 
speaking a word, I began to feel growing jmlpable, the truth 
which day by day I had thrust behind me as some intangible, 
impossible dread — that ere now, people had died of mere soul- 
sickness, without any bodily disease. I took up his poor 
hand that lay on the counterpane ;— once, at Enderley, ho 
had regretted its somewhat'coarse strength : now, Ursula's 
own was not thinner or whiter. He di*ew it back. 
" Oh, Phineas, lad, don't touch me^ — only let me rest." 
The weak, querulous voice — that awful longing for rest ! 
What if, despite all the physician's assurances, he might be 
sinking, sinking — my friend, my hope, my pride, all my com- 
fort in this life — ^passing from it and from me into another, 
where, let me call never so wildly, he QQiild not ^ngw^r m^ 
any more, nor come back to me any mor^. 

Oh, God of mercy ! if I wer§ to b^ left in this world without 
my brother! 

I had many a time thought over the leaving him, going 
quietly away when it should please the Giver of all breath to 
recal mine, falling asleep, encompassed and sustained by his 
love until the last ; then, a burthen no longer, leaving him to 
work out a glorious life, whose rich web should include and 
bring to beautiful perfection all the poor broken threads in 
inine. But now, if this should be all vain, if he should go from 
me, not I fix)m him — ^I slid down to the ground, to my knees, 
and the dumb cry of my agony went up on high. 
How could I save him ? 

There seemed but one way ; I sprung at it ; stayed not to- 
think if it were right or wrong, honourable or dishonourable. 
His life hung in the balance, and there was but one way y 
besides, had I not cried unto God for help I 

I put aside the blind, and looked out of doors. For weeks 
I had not crossed the threshold ; I almost started to find 
that it was spring. Everything locked lovely in the coloured 
twilight ; a blackbird was singing loudly in the Abbey trees 
across the way ; all things were fresh and glowing, laden 
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With the hope of the adyaQcing year. And there he lay, on 
his sick-bed, dying ! 

All he said, as I drew the curtain back, was a faint moan 
— " No light ! I can't bear the light I Do let me rest !" 

In half-an-hour, without saying a word to human being, I 
was on my way to Ursula March, 

She sat knitting in the summer-parlour alone. The doctor 
was out ; Mrs. Jessop I saw down the long garden, bonnetted 
and shawled, busy among her gooseberry-bushes — so we 
were safe. 

As I have said, Ursula sat knitting, but- her eyes had a 
soft dreaminess. My entrance had evidently startled her, 
and driven some sweet, shy thought away. 

But she met me cordially — said she was glad to see me — 
that she had not seen either of us lately; and the knitting- 
pins began to move quic|^ly again. 

Those dainty fingers — that soft, tremulous smile — ^I could 
have hated her I 

" No wonder you did not see us. Miss March ; John has 
been very ill, is ill now — almost dying." 

I hurled the words at her, sharp as javelins, and watched 
to see them strike. 

They struck — they wounded ; I could see her shiver. 

" 111 ! — and no one ever told me ?" 

" You ? How could it affect you ? To me, now " — and 
my savage words, for they were savage, broke down in a 
burst of misery — " nothing in this world to me is worth a 
straw, in comparison with John. If he dies — " 

I let loose the flood of my misery. I d^hed it over her, 
that she might see it — ^feel it ; that it might enter all the 
fair and sightly chambers of her happy life, and make them 
desolate* as mine. For was she not the cause ? 

Forgive me! I was cruel to thee, Ursula; and thou 
wert so good — so kind ! . 

She rose, came to me, and took my hand. Hers was very 
Qold, and her voice trembled much. 

" Be comforted. He is young, and God is very merciful.'* 

She could say no more, but sat down, nervously twisting 
and untwisting her fingers. There was in her looks a wild 
sorrow — ^a longing to escape from notice ; but mine held her 
fast, mercilessly, as a snake holds a little bird. She sat 
cowering, almost like a bird, a poor, broken-winged, helpless 
little bird — ^whom the storm haa overtaken* 
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Eising, she made an attempt to quit the room. 

" I will call Mrs. Jessop : she may be of use—** 

" She cannot. Stay I " 

"Further advice, perhaps? Doctor Jessop — ^you must 
want help—" 

" None save that which will never come. His bodily sick- 
ness is conquered — it is his mind. Oh, Miss March I "— 
and I looked ^up at her like a wretch begging for life — " do 
you not know of what my brother is dying ? " 

"Dying ! " A long shudder passed over her, from head 
to foot — ^but I relented not. 

" Think — ^a life like his, that might be made a blessing to 
all he loves — ^to all the world — is it to be sacrificed thus ? It 
may be — I do not say it will — but it may be. While in 
health, he could fight against this — this which I must not 
speak of; but now his health is gone. H^ cannot rally. 
Without some change, I see clearly, even I, who love him 
better than any one can love him—" 

She stirred a little here. 

" Far better,** I repeated ; " for while John does not love 
me best, he to me is more than any one else in the world. 
Yet even I have given up hope, unless — ^But I have no right 
to say more." 

There was no need. She began to understand. A deep, 
soft red, sun-rise colour, dawned all over her face and neck, 
nay, tinged her very arms — ^her delicate, bare arms. She 
looked at me once — just once — ^with a mute but keen in- 
quiry. 

" It is the truth. Miss March — ay, ever since last year. 
You will respect it t You will, you shall respect it ! ** 

She bent her head in acquiescence — that was all. She had 
not uttered a s^gle syllable. Her silence almost drove me 
wild. 

" What ! not one word I not one ordinary message from 
a friend to a friend ?— one who is lying ill, too I " 

Still silence. 

" Better so !" I cried, made desperate at last. " Better, if 
it must be, that he should die and go to the God who made 
him — ^ay, made him, as you shall yet see, too noble a man 
to die for any woman's love." 

I left her — ^left her where she sat, and went my way. 

Of the hours that followed, the less I say the better. My 
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mind was in a tumult of pain, in which right and wrong 
were strangely confused. I could not decide — ^I can scarcely 
decide now — whether what I had done ought to have been 
done ; I only know that I did it — did it under an impulse so 
sudden and impetuous that it seemed to me like the guidance 
of Providence. All I could do afterwards was to trust the 
result where we say we trust all things, and yet are for ever 
disquieting ourselves in vain-^we of little faith ! 

I have said, and I say again, that I believe every true 
marriage — of which there is probably one in every five thou- 
sand of conjugal unions — is brought about by heaven, wid 
heaven only; and that all human influence is powerless 
either to make or to mar that happy end. Therefore, to 
heaven I left this marriage, if such it was destined to be. 
And so, after a season, I calmed myself enough to dare 
entering that quiet sick-chamber, where no one ever entered 
but Jael and me. 

The old woman met me at the door. 

" Come in gently, Phineas ; I do think there is a change." 

A change ! — that awful word ! I staggered rather than 
walked to John's bed-side. 

Ay, there was a change, but not that one — ^which made 
my blood run cold in my veins even to think of. Thank God 
for evermore for His great mercies — not that change ! 

John was sitting up in bed. New life shone in his eyes, 
in his whole aspect. Life and — ^no, not hope, but somelhing 
fiir better, diviner. 

" Phineas, how tired you look ; it is time you were 
in bed." 

The old way of speaking — the old, natural voice, as I had 
not heard it for weeks. I flung myself by the bed-side — 
perhaps I wept outright — God knows ! It is thought a 
shame for a man to weep ; yet One Man wept, and that too 
was over His friend — His brother. 

" You must not grieve over me any more* dear lad ; to- 
morrow, please God ! I mean to be quite well again." 

Amidst all my joy, I marvelled over what could be the 
cause of so miraculous a change. 

" You would smile if I told you — only a dream.". 

No, I did not smile ; for I believed in the Ruler of all 
our spirits, sleeping or waking. 

" A dream, so curious, that I have scarcely lost the impres- 
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sion of it yet. Do you know, Phineas, she has been sitting 
by me, just where you sit now." 

**Sh«r 

" Ursula." 

If I could express the tone in which he uttered the word, 
whidi hftd never fallen from his lips before — it was always 
either '* Miss March," or the impersonal form used by all 
lovers to disguise the beloved name — " Ursula," spoken as 
no man speaks any woman's name save the one which is the 
music of his heart, which he foresees shall be the one fire- 
side tune of his life, ever familiar, yet ever sweet. 

"Yes, she sat there, talking. She told me she knew I 
loved her — ^loved her so much that I was dying for her ; that 
it was very wrong ; that I must rise up and do my work in 
the world — do it for heaven's sake, not for hers ; that a true 
man should live, and live nobly, for the woman he loves — ^it 
is only a coward who dies for her." 

I listened, wonder-struck — ^for these were the very words 
that Ursula March might have uttered ; the very spirit that 
seemed to shine in her eyes that night — the last night she 
and John spoke to one another. I asked him if there was 
any more of the dream ? 

" Nothing clear. I thought we were on the Flat at En- 
derley, and I was following her ; whether I reached her or 
not, 1 cannot tell. And whether I ever shall reach her, I 
cannot tell. But this I know, Phineas, I will do as she bade 
me ; I will arise and walk." 

And so he did. He slept quietly as an infant all that 
night. Next morning, I found him up and dressed. Looking 
like a spectre^ indeed ; but with health, courage, and hope in 
his eyes. Even my father noticed it, when at dinner-time, 
with Jael's help— poor old Jael ! how proud she was — John 
crawled down-siairs. 

" Why, thee art picking up, lad ! Thee'lt be a man again 
in no time." 

" I hope so. And a better man than ever I was before." 

" Thee might be better, and thee might be worse. Any- 
how, we couldn't do without thee, John. — Hey, Phineas! 
who's been meddling with my spectacles f " 

The old man turned his back upon us, and busily read his 
newspaper, upside down. 

We never had a happier meal in our house than that 
dinner. 
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In the afternoon, my &ther stayed at Lome — a rare thing 
for him to do ; nay, more, he went and smoked his peaceful 
pipe in the garden. John lay on an extempore sofa, made of 
three of our high-backed chairs and the window-sill. 1 read 
to himt — trying to keep his attention, and mine too, solely to 
the Great Plague of London and Daniel Defoe. When, just 
as I was stealthily glancing at his face, fancying it looked 
whiter and more sunken, that his smile was fading, and his 
thoughts were wandering — Jael burst in. 

'* John Halifax, there be a woman asking for thee." 

No, John — no need for that start — that rush of impetuous 
blood to thy poor thin cheek, as' if there were but one woman 
in all the world. No, it was only Mrs. Jessop. 

At sight of him, standing up, tall, and gaunt, and pale, tho 
good lady's eyes brimmed over. 

*• You have been very ill, my poor boy! Porgive me — ^but 
I am an old woman, you know. Lie down again." 

With gentle force she compelled him and sat down by his 
side. 

*' I had no idea — why did you not let us know — the doctor 
and me 1 How long have you been ill ?" 

" I am quite well now — ^I am indeed. I shall be about 
again to-morrow, shall I not, Phineasl" and he looked 
eagerly to me for confirmation. 

I gave it, firmly and proudly. I was glad she should know 
it — glad she should see that the priceless jewel of his heart 
would not lie tossing in the mire, because a haughty girl 
scorned to wear it. Glad, that she might one day find out 
there lived not the woman of whom John Halifax was not 
worthy. 

" But you must be very careful — very careful of yourself, 
indeed." 

" He will, Mrs. Jessop. Or, if not, he has many to take 
care of him. Many to whom his life is most precious and 
most dear." 

I spoke — ^perhaps more abruptly than I ought to have 
spoken to that good old lady — ^but her gentle answer seemed 
at once to understand and f-^rgive me. 

" I well believe that, Mr. Fletcher. And I think Mr. 
Hali^uc hardly knows how much we — we all — esteem him." 
And with a kind motherly gesture she took John's hand. 
(( You must make haste and get well now. My husband 
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will come and see you to-morrow. Por Ursula — ^ here she 
carefully busied herself in the depths of her pocket — '< my 
dea^ chUd sends you this.** 

•* It was a little note — unsealed. The superscription was 
Bimply his name, in her dear, round, feir hand-writing — 
*' John Halifax:' 

His fingers closed over it convulsively. " I — she is — ^very 
kind." The words died away — the hand which grasped, ay, 
far more than a minute, the unopened letter, trembled like 
an aspen leaf. 

" Yes, hers is a grateful nature," observed Mrs. Jessop, 
sedulously looking at and speaking to me. ^< I would not 
wish it otherwise — ^I would not wish her to forget those 
whose worth she proved in her season of trouble." 

I was silent. The old lady's tongue likewise failed her. 
She took off her glove — wiped a finger across each eye-lash 
ii— and sat still. 

" Have you read your little note, Mr. Halifax T* 

No answer. 

^^ J. will take your message back. She told me what she 
had said to you." 

Ay, all the world might have read those simple lines : 

«Mt deab fbibnd, 

<^ I did not know till yesterday that you had been 
ill. i have not forgotten how kind you were to my poor 
&ther. I should l^e to come and see you, if you would 
allow me. 

" Yours sincerely, 

" Ursula Mabch." 

This was all the note. I saw it, more than thirty years 
afterwards, yeUow and faded, in the comer of his pocket* 
book. 

« Well, what shall I say to my child ?" 

" Say " — ^he half rose, struggling to speak — " ask her to 
come." 

He turned his head towards the window, and the sunshine 
glittered on two great drops, large as a child's tear. 

Mrs. Jessop went away. And now for a long hour we 
waited — scarcely moving. John lay, his eyes sometimes 
closed, sometimes fixed dreamily on the bit of blue sky that 
shone out above the iron railings, between the abbey trees. 
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More tbaa once, they wandered to the littie letter wbicK lay 
buried in his biuids. He felt it there — that was enough. 
- Mj &ther came in from the garden, and settled to his 
ftftemoon doze ; bull think John hardly noticed him — ^nor 
1, My poor old father I Tel we were aQ young once — ^let 
youth enjoy its day I 

At lengUi Ursula came^ She stood at the parlour-door, 
rosy with walking-— a vision of youth and eandid innocence, 
which blushed not, nor had need to blu^, at any intent or 
act that was sanctified by the law of God, and by her own 
heart. 

John rose to meet her. They did not speak, but (mly 
plasped hands. 

He was not strong enough for disguises now — ^in his first 
look she might have seen,, have felt^ that I had told her the truth. 
For hera — but it dropped down, down,, as Ursula March's 
clear gtance had never dropped before. Then^ I knew boiy 
all would end. 

JaeFs voice broke in sharply. << Abel Fletcher, the doctor's 
wife is wanting thee down in the kitchen-garden, and she 
says, her green gooseberries bean't half as b^ aa our'n." 

My father awoke — ^rubbed his eyes — ^became aware of a 
lady s presence — ^rubbed them again, and sat staring. 

John led Ursula to the old man's chair. 

<^ Mr. Fletcher, this is Miss March, a friend of mine, who, 
hearing I was ill, out of her great kindness *' 

His voice faltered. Miss March added, in a low tone, with 
downcast eyelids — 

<< I am an orphan, and he was kind to my dear &iher.'' 

Abel Fletdier nodded — adjusted his spectacles— eyed her 
all over — and nodded again ; slowly, gravely, with a satisfied 
inspection. His hard gaze lingered, and softened while it 
lingered, on that young face^ whereon was written simplicity^ 
di^ty, truth. 

" K thee be a friend of John's, welcome to my house. Wilt 
thee sit down I" 

Offering his hand, with a mixture of kindness and cere- 
monious grace that I had never before seen in my Quaker 
fistther, he placed her in his own arm-chair. How well I 
Remember her sitting there, in her black silk pelisse, trimmed 
with the white fur she was so fond of wearing, and her 
riding-hat, the soft feathers of which drooped on her shoulder, 
trembling as she trembled. For she did tremble very much* 
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' GradaaUj, the old man's perception opened to tlie facts 
before him. He ceased his sharp scrutiny, and half smiled, 

"Wilt thee stay, and have a dish of tea with us ? " 
' So it came to pass, I hardly remember how, that in an 
hour's space our parlour beheld the strangest sight it ha^ 

beheld since Ah, no wonder that when tdie took her 

j^lace at the table's foot, and gave him his dish of tea 
with her own hand — ^her pretty ringed lady's hand — ^my old 
&ther started, as if it had been another than Miss March 
who was sitting there* No wonder that, more than once, 
catching the sound €£ her low, quiet^ gentlewomanlike 
speech, different from any female voices here, he turned 
round suddenly with a glance, half-scared, half-eager, as if 
she had been a ghost &om the grave* , 

. But Mrs. Jessop engaged him in talk, and, woman-hater 
as he was, he could not resist the pleasantness of the doctor'^ 
little wife. The doctor, too, came in afler tea, and the old 
folk all settled Ihemselves for a cosy chat, taking very littl^ 
notice of us three. 

Miss March sat at a little table near the window, admiring 
some hyacinths that Mrs. Jessop had brought us* A wis^ 
present : for all Norton Bury knew that if Abel Fletcher had 
a sofl place in his heart, it was for his garden and hi^ 
flowers. These were very lovely ; in colour and scent de- 
licious to one who had been long ilL John lay looking at 
them and at her, as if, oblivious of past and future, his whole 
life were absorbed into that one exquisite hour* 

For me — ^where I sat, I do not clearly know, nor probably 
did anyone else. 

" There," said Miss March to herself, in a tone of almost 
childish satisfaction, as she arranged the last hyacinth to her 
liking. 

" They are very beautiful," I heard John's voice answer, 
with a strange tremble in it. " It is growing too dark to 
judge of colours ; but the scent is delicious, even here," 

" I could move the table closer to you." 

" Thank you — ^let me do it— will you sit down f " 

She did so, after a very slight hesitation,' by John's ^ide. 
Neither spoke — but sat quietly there, with the sunset light 
on their two heads, softly touching them both, and then as, 
softly melting away« 

02 
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" There is a new moon to-ni^t,'' Miss March remarked, 
^positelj and gravely. 

" Is there ? Then I have been ill a whole month. For I 
remember noticing it through the trees the night when — " 

He did not say what night, and she did not ask. To such 
a very unimportant conversation as they were apparently 
holding, my involuntary listening could do no harm. 

" You will be able to walk out soon, I hope,** said Miss 
March again. " Norton Bury is a pretty town.** 

Jolm asked, suddenly — " Are you going to leave itf* 

" Not yet — ^I do not know for certain — ^perhaps not at alL 
I mean," she added, hurriedly, ^' that being independent, and 
liaving entirely separated from, and been given up by, my 
cousins, I prefer residing with Mrs. Jessop altogether." 

«' Of course — ^most natural." The words were formally 
spoken, and John did not speak again for some time. 

** i hope," — said Ursula, breaking the pause, and thea 
stopping, as if her own voice frightened her. 

" What do you hope ?" 
, <^ That long before this moon has grown old, you will be 
i^iuite strong again." 

" Thank you ! I hope so too. I have need for strength, 
Crod knows 1" He sighed heavily. 

" And you will have what you need, so as to do your work 
in the world. You must not be afraid." 

" I am not afraid. I shall bear my burthen like other 
men. Every one has some inevitable burthen to bear." 

"So I believe." 

And now the room darkened so fast, that I could not see 
them; but their voices seemed a great way off, as the 
children's voices playing at the old well-head used to sound 
to me when I lay under the brow of the Flat — ^in the dim 
twilights at Enderley. 

" I intend," John sfdd, " as soon as I am able, to leave 
Norto9 Bury, and go abroad for some time." 

"Where?" 

"To America. It is the best country for a young man 
who has neither money, nor kindred, nor position — ^nothing, 
in fact, but his own right hand with which to carve out his 
own fortunes— as I will, if I can." 

She murmured something, about this being ' quite right.* 

" I am glad you think so." But his voice had resumed 
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that formal tone which ever and anon mingled strangely with 
its I0W9 deep tenderness. ^ In any case, I must quit Eng- 
land. I have reasons for so doing.'* 

♦* What reasons?" 

The question seemed to startle John — he did not reply at- 
cmce. 

" If you wish, I will tell you ; in order that, should I ever 
come hack — or if I should not come hack at all, you who were 
kind enough to he my Mend, will know I did not go away 
from mere youthful recklessness, or love of change. 

He waited, apparent^ for some answer — ^but it came not, 
and he continued : 

^^ I am going, because there has befallen me a great trouble, 
which, while I stay here, I cannot get free from or overcome. 
I do not wish to sink under it — ^I had rather, as you said, 
< do my work in the w(»*ld,' as a man ought. No man has a 
right is> say unto his Maker, < My burthen is heavier than I 
can bear/ Do you not think so ? " 

"I do." 

'^ Do you not think I am right in thus meeting, and trying 
to conquer, an inevitable ill? " 

«/« it inevitable?" 

*' Hush I " John answered, wildjy. " Don't reason with 
me — ^you cannot judge — ^you do not know. It is enough that 
I must go. If I stay I shall become unworthy of myself, 

unworthy of Forgive me, I have no right to talk thus ; 

but you called me 'Mend,' and I would like you to think kindly 
of me always. Because — because — " And his voice shook 
-^-broke down utterly. " God love thee and take care of thee, 
wherever I may go I " 

"John, stay I" 

It was but a low, &int cry, like that of a little bird. But 
he heard it — felt it. In the silence of the dark she crept up 
to him, like a young bird to its mate, and he took her into the 
shelter of his love for evermiure. At once, all was made clear 
between them ; for whatever the world might say, they were 
in the sight of heaven equal, nod she rec^ved as much as she 
gave. 

« « « « 

When Jael brought in lights, the room seemed to me, at 
first, all in a wild dazzle. Then I saw John rise, and Miss 
March with him. Holding her hand, he led her across the 
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room. His head was erect, his eyes shining — ^his whole; 
aspect that of a man who declares before all the world, ^^This' 
is my ownJ* 

"Eh?" said my father, gaxing at them from over his 
spectacles. 

John spoke brokenly, " We have no parents, neither she 
nor I. Bless her — ^for she has promised to be my wife.** 

And the old man blessed her, with tears* 



CHAPTER XIX. 

" I HARDLT like taking thee out this wet day, Phineas — ^but 
it is a comfort to have thee." 

Perhaps it was, for John was bent on a trying errand. 
He was going to communicate to Mr. Brithwood of the 
. Mythe, Ursula's legal guardian and trustee, the fact that she 
had promised him her hand-^him, John Halifax, the tanner. 
He did it — nay, insisted upon doing it — ^the day after he came 
of age, and just one week after they had been betrothed-^— 
this nineteenth of June, one thousand eight hundred and one« 

We reached the iron gates of the Mythe House ; — ^Jobn 
hesitated a minute, and then pulled the bell with a resolute 
hand. 

" Do you remember the last time we stood here, John I" 

"Ido, weU!" 

But soon the happy smile faded from his lips, and left them 
pressed together in a firm, almost painful gravity. He was 
not only a lover but a man* And no man could go to meet,^- 
what he knew he must meet, in this house, and on this 
errand, altogether unmoved. One might foresee a good deal 
— even in the knowing side-glance of the servant, whom he 
startled with his name, * Mr. Halifax.' 

*'Mr. Brithwood's busy, sir — ^better come to-morrow," 
suggested the man— evidently knowing enough upon his 
master's affairs. 

" I am soriy to trouble him — ^but I must see Mr. Brith- 
wood to-day." 

And John determinedly followed the man into the grand 
empty dining-room, where, on crimson velvet chairs, we sat 
and contemplated the great stag's head with its branching 
horns, the ^ver flagons and tankards, and the throstles hop- 
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ping outside across the rainy lawn: — at our fall leisure too^ 
for the space of fifteen minutes. 

** Tkos will not do," said John— quietly enough, though 
this time it was with a less steady hand that he pulled the 
beU 

** Did you tell your master I was here ? ** 

" Yes, sir." And the grin with which the footman came 
in, somehow sfid away from his mouth's comers. 

** How soon may I have the honour of seeing him ? " 

"He says, sir, you must send up your business by me.** 

John paused, eyidently subduing something within him—* 
sometMng unworthy of Ursula's lover — of Ursula's husband 
that was to be. 

^^ Tell your master, my business is solely with liimself, and 
I must request to see him. It is important, say, or I would 
not thus intrude upon his time." 

*' Very well, sir." 
' Ere long, the man brought word that Mr. Brithwood 
Would be at liberty, for five minutes only, in the justice-room. 
We were led out, crossing the court-yard once more — ^wherej 
just riding out, I saw two ladles, one of whom kissed her 
hand gaily to John Halifax — ^tothe magistrate'^ office. There^ 
safely separated from his own noble mansion, Mr. Brithwood 
administered justice. In the outer room a firtout young fellow 
*— a poacher, probably — sat heavily ironed, sullen and fierce ; 
and by the door a girl with a child in her arms, and — God 
pity her 1 no ring on her finger — -^tood crying; another ill* 
looking fellow, maudlin drunk, with a constable by him^ 
called out to us as we passed for * a drop o' beer.* 

These were the people whom Richard Brithwood, Esquire^ 

magistrate for the county of , had to judge and punish, 

according to his own sense of equity and his knowledge of 
his country's law. 

He sat behind his office-table, thoroughly magisterial, dic- 
tating so energetically to his clerk behind him, that we had 
both entered, and John had crossed the room, before he saw 
us, or seemed to see. 

« Mr. Brithwood." 
* " Oh — ^Mr. Halifax. Good morning." 

John returned the salutation, which was evidently meant 
to show that the giver bore no grudge ; that, indeed, it wa^ 
impossible so dignified a personage as Bichard BriUiwood, 
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Esquire, in his public capacity, too, could bear a grudge 
against so inferior an individual as Joiin Halifax. 

" I should be glad, sir, of a few minutes' speech with you.'* 

" Certainly— certainly j speak on ;" and he lent a magis-* 
terial ear. 

'^ Excuse me, my business is private," said John, looking 
at the clerk. 

"No business is private here,** returned the 'squire^ 
haughtily* 

"Then shall I speak with you elsewhere? But I must 
buve the honour of an interview with you, and immediatdiy." 

Whether Mr. Brithwood was seized with some indefinite 
alarm, he himself best knew why, or whether John's manner 
irresistibly compelled him to civility, as the stronger always 
compels the weaker, I cannot tell — but he signed to the clerk 
to leave the room. 

"And, Jones, send back all the others to the lock-^up 
house till to-morrow. Bless my life! it's near three o'clock. 
They can't expect to keep a gentleman's dinner waiting— ^ 
these low fellows." 

I suppose this referred only to the culprits outside ; at all 
events, we chose to take it so. 

" Now — ^you, sir — ^perhaps you'll dispatch your business | 
the sooner the better." 

" It will not take long. It is a mere matter of form, which 
nevertheless I felt it my duty to be the first to inf<Min you* 
Air. Brithwood, I have the honour of bearing a message to 
you fi'om your cousin — ^Miss Ursula March." 

" She's nothing to me — ^I never wish to see her face again, 
the — ^thc vixen ! " 

" You will be kind enough, if you please, to avoid all sudi 
epithets ; at leasts in my hearing." 

" Your hearing ! And pray who are you, sir ?" 

" You know quite well who I am." 

"Oh, yes! And how goes the tanning? Aoiy ofiers in 
the horse-'flesh line I Always happy to meet you in the way 
of business. But what can you possibly have to do with me, 
or with any member of my family ?" 

John bit his lip ; the 'squire's manner was extremely gall- 
ing ; more so, perhaps, in its outside civility than any gross 
riidencss. 

" Mr. Brithwood, I was not speaking of myself but of 
the lady whose message I have the hoDA— *- ^ •-• 
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^'Hiai ladj, sir, has choeen to put herself away from ber 
SEuniljy and her ffuuily can hold no further intercourse with 
ber," said the 'squire, loftily. 

^' I am aware of that," was the reply, with at least equal 
bauteur. 

^^ Are you ? And pray what right may you have to be 
acquainted with Miss March's private concerns ?" 

" The right — ^which, indeed, was the purport of her mes- 
sage to you — that in a few months I shall become her 
husband." 

John said this very quietly — so quietly, that, at first, the 
'squire seemed hardly to credit his senses. At last, he burst 
into a horse-laugh. 

" Well, that is the best joke I ever did bear." 

" Pardon me ; I am perfectly serious." 

^< Bah I how much money do you want, fellow? A pretty 
tale ! you'll not get me to believe it — ha ! ha ! She.wcmldn't 
be so mad. To be sure, women have their fancies, as *we 
know, and you're a likely young fellow enough; but to 
marry you ^" 

John 8{Mrang up— his whole frame quivering with fiiry. 
" Take care, sir ; take care how you insult my vnfe /" 

He stood over the vn'etch — the cowardly, shrinking vn'etch 
—he did not touch him, but he stood over him till, terrified 
out of his life, Richard Brithwood gasped out some i^logy. 

^ Sit down — ^pray sit down again. Let us {proceed in our 



John Halifax sat down. 

*' So — ^my cousin is your wife, I Ithink you were saying I" 

*' She will be, some months hence. We were engaged a 
week ago, with the full knowledge and consent of Doctor 
and Mrs. Jessop, her nearest Mends." 

'^ And of yours?" asked Mr. Brithwood, with as much 
sarcasm as his blunt wits could furnish him. 

" I have no relatives." 

^< So I always understood. And that being the case, may 
I ask the meaning of the visit! Where are your lawyers, 
jour marriage settlements, hey % I say, young man---ha ! 
ha ! I should like to know what you can possibly want with 
me» Miss March's trustee I " 

^' Nothmg whatever. Miss March, as yon are aware, is 
by her Other's will, left perfectly firee in her choice of 
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tiamage; and she has chosen. But since, under certidn cit"} 
cumstances, I wish to act with perfect openness, I came to 
tell you, as her cousin and the executor of this will, that she 
is about to become my wife.'' 

And he lingered over that Qame, as if its very utterance 
6trengtiiened and calmed him. 

"May I inquire into those *cert£dn circumstances t * ** 
asked the other, still derisively. 

" You know them already. Miss March has a fortune and 
I have none ; and though I wish that difference were on the 
^herside — though it might and did hinder me from seeldng 
her — ^yet now she is sought and won, it shall not hinder mj 
marrying her." 

" Likely not,** sneered Mr. Brithwood. 

John's passion was rising again. ^ 

"I repeat, it shall not hinder me. The world may say 
what it chooses; we follow a higher law than the world — she 
and L She knows me ; am I to be afraid to trust her? Am 
I to be such a coward as not to dare to marry the woman I love, 
because the world might say T married her for her money ? " 
' He stood, his clenched hand resting on the table, looking ftdl 
into Richard Brithwood's face. * The 'squire sat dumb* 
founded at the young man's vehemence. 

" Your pardon," John added, more calmly. " Perhaps I 
owe her some pardon too, for bringing her name thus into 
discussion 5 but I wished to have everything clear between, 
myself and you, her nearest relative. You now know exactly 
how4the matter stands. I will detain you no longer — ^1 have 
nothing more to say." 

"But I have," roared out the 'squire; at length, recover- 
ing himself, seeing his opponent had quitted the field." *' Stop 
a minute." 

John paused at the door. 

" Tell Ursula March she may marry you, or any other 
vagabond she pleases — it's no business of mine. But her 
fortune is my business, and it's in my hands, too. Might's 
right, and possession's nine-tenths of the law. Not one 
penny shall she get out of my fingers as long as I can keep 
hold of it." 

John bowed, his hand still on the door. " As you please, 
Mr. Brithwood. That was not the subject of our interview, 
©ood morning." ; 
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And we were away. 

Re^r<>ssing the iron gates, and out into ike 'Open road, 
John breathed freely. 

« That's over— all is well * 

*^ Do you think what he threatened is true t Can he do it ?** 

"Very likely; don't let us talk about that." And he 
walked -on fighdy, as if a load were taken off his mind, and 
body and soul leaped up to meet the glory of the summer sun<* 
i^k^e, the freshness of the summer air. 
' *' 1 what a day this is I — ^afier the rain, too ! How she 
will enjoy it!** 

And coming home through Norton Bury, we met her, 
walking with Mrs. Jessop. No need to dread that meeting 
now. 

Yet she looked up, questioning, through her blushes. Of 
coarse he had told her where we were going to-day ; her who 
had a right to know every one of his ooncems now. 

" Yes, dear, all is quite right. Do not be afraid*'* 

Afiraid, indeed i Not the least fear was in those dear eyes. 
Nothing but perfect content — ^perfect trust. 

John drew her arm through his. " Come, we need not 
mind Norton Bury now," he said, smiling. 

So they two walked forward, talking, as we could see, 
earnestly and rather seriously to one another ; while Mrs». 
Jessop and 1 followed behind. 

** Bless their dear hearts!" said the old lady, as she sat 
resting on the stile of a bean-field. ** Well, we have all been 
young once." 

Not all, good Mrs. Jessop, thought I ; not all. 

Yet, surely it was most pleasant to see them, as it is to see 
all true lovers— young lovers, too, in the morning of their 
days. Pleasant to see written on every line of their happy 
faces the blessedness of Nature's law of love — ^love began in 
youth-time, sincere and pure, free from all sentimental shams, 
or follies, or shames — love mutually plighted, the next 
strongest bond to that in which it will end, and is meant to 
end, G-od's holy ordinance of marriage. 

We came back across the fields to tea at Mrs. Jessop's. It 
was John's custom to go there almost every evening ; though 
certainly he could not be said to ' go a-courting.' Nothing 
could be more unlike it than his demeanour, or indeed the 
demeanour of both. They were very quiet lovers, never 
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making mucli of one another ^ before folk/ No whispering 
in comers^ or stealing awaj down garden walks. No public 
show of caresses — caresses whose "very sweetness must 
consist in their entire sacredness ; at least, / should think 
so. No coquettish exactions, no testing of cither's power 
over the other, in those perilous small quarrels which may be 
the renewal of passion, but are the death of true love. 

NO) our young couple were well-behaved always. She sat 
at her work, and he made himself generally pleasant, falling 
in kindly to the Jessops' household ways. But whatever he 
was about, at Ursula's lightest movement, at the least sound 
of her voice, I could see him lift a quiet glance, as if always 
conscious of her presence ; her who was the delight of his eyes* 

To-night, more than ever before, this soft, invisible link 
seemed to be drawn clos^ between them, though they spoke 
little together, and even sat at opposite ^des of the table; 
but whenever their looks met, one could trace a soft, smiling 
interchange, full of trust, and peace, and joy. He had 
evidently told her all that had happened tO'^day, and she was 
satisfied. 

More, perhaps, than I was ; for I knew how little Joha 
would have to Hve upon besides what means his wife brought 
him ; but that was their own affair, and I had no business to 
make public my doubts or fears. 

We all sat round the tea-table, talking gaily together, and 
then John left us, reluctantly enough ; but he always made 
a point of going to the tan-yard for an hour or two, in my 
father^s stead, every evening. Ursula let him out at the 
front door ; this was her right, silently claimed, which 
nobody either jested at or interfered with. 

When she returned, and perhaps she had been away a 
minute or two longer than was alwolutely necessary, there 
was a wonderful brightness on her young face ; though she 
listened with a degree of attention most creditable in its 
gravity, to a long dissertation of Mrs. Jessop's, on the best 
and cheapest way of making jam and pickles. 

^< You know, my dear, you ought to begin and learn all 
about such things now." 

'^ Yes," said Miss March, with a little droop of the head. 

**I assure you" — turning to me — "she comes every day 
Into the kitchen — never mind, my dear, one can say anything 
to Mr. Fletcher. And what lady need be ashamed of know- 
ing how a dinner is cooked, and a household kept in order?" 
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^^ Nay, she should rather be proad ; I know John thinks 

80.'^ 

At this answer of mine, Ursula half-smiled ; but there 
was a colour in her cheek, and a thoughtfulness in her eyes, 
deeper than any that our conversation warranted or occa- 
sioned. I was planning how to divert Mrs. Jessop from the 
subject, when it was broken at once by a sudden entrance, 
which startled us all like a flash of lightning. 

^^ Stole away ! stole away ! as my husband would say. 
Here have I come in the dusk, all through the streets, to Dr. 
Jessop's very door. How is she? where is she, ma petite /** 

« Caroline I " 

" Ah ! come forward. I haven't seen you for an age,** 

And Lady Caroline kissed her on both cheeks in her lively, 
French fashion, which Ursula received patiently, and re- 
turned — no, I will not be certain whether she returned it or 
not. 

" Pardon — ^how do you do, Mrs. Jessop, my dear woman ? 
What trouble I have had in coming ! Are you not glad to 
see me, Ursula ? " 

" Yes, very." In that sincere voice which never either 
ftdsified or exaggerated a syllable. 

•* Did you ever expect to see me again ? '* 

" No, certainly I did not. And I would almost rather not 
see you now, if ** 

"If Richard Brithwood did not approve of it? Bah! 
what notions you always had of marital supremacy. So, ma 
chere, you are going to be married yourself I hear ? *• , 

" Yes." 

" Why, how quietly you seem to take it ! The news per- 
fectly electrified me this morning. I always said that young 
man was ' un heros de romans ! ' Ma foil this is the prettiest 
little episode I ever heard of. Just King Cophetua and the 
beggar-maid — only reversed. How do you feel, my Queen 
Cophetua?" 

" I do not quite understand you, Caroline." 

"Neither should I you, for the tale seems incredible. 
Only you gave me such an honest ' yes,' and I know you 
never tell even white lies. But it can't be true ; at least, 
not certain. A little affair de coeur, maybe — ah ! I had 
several before I was twenty — very pleasant, chivalrous, 
romantic, and all that 5 and such a brave young fellow, too I 
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HelasI lore ia Bweet et your ageT — with a little sigh— ^ 
"but marriage! My dear chil^ you are not surely pro^* 
mised to this youth V* 

"I am/' 

" How sharpfy you say it I Nay, don't be angry, I liked 
him greatly. A very pretty fellow. But then he belong? 
to the people." 

"So do I." 

" Naughty child, you will not comprehend me. I mean 
the lower orders, the bourgeoisie^ My husband says he is a 
tanner's 'prentiee-boy." 

" He was apprentice ; he is now partner in Mr. Fletcher's 
tan-yard." 

" That is nearly as bad» And so you are actually going 
to marry a tanner?" 

"I am going to marry Mr. Halifax. We will, if you 
please, cease to discuss him, Lady Caroline." 

" La Mlesauva^ /" laughed the lady ; and, in the dusk, I 
fancied I saw her reach over ta pat Ursula's hand in her 
careless, pretty way. " Nay, I meant no harm." 

" I am sure you did not ; but we will change the subject." 

" Not at alL I came to talk about it. I couldn't sleep 
till I had. Je fame hien, iu h mkj ma petite TJrsuU^ 

" Thank you," said Uisula, gently. 

" And I would like well to see you married. Truly, we 
women must marry, or be nothing at all. But> as to marry* 
ing for love, as we used to think of, and as charming poets 
make believe — ^my dear» now-a-days, nous avana changi tou^ 
cela" 

Ursula replied nothing. 

" I suppose, my friend the young bourgeois is very much 
in love with you ? With * lea heaux yeux de voire cassette^* 
Richard swears ; but I know better. What of that ? All 
men say they love one — ^but it will not last. It bums itself 
out. It will be over in a year, as we wives all know. Dp 
we not, Mrs. Jessop ? Ah ! she is gone away." 

Probably they thought I was away too— or else they took 
no notice of me — and went talking on. 

" Jane would not have agreed with you, cousin Caroline ; 
she loved her husband very dearly when she was a girl. 
They wereT poor, and he was afraid to marry ; so he let 
her go. That was wrong, I think." 
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" How 'wise we are growing in these things now 1** 
laughed Lady Caroline. ^ But come^ I am not interested in 
old turtle-doves. Say about yourself." 
<*I have nothing more to say." 

^' Nothing more ? Man Dteul are you aware that Richard 
is furious; that he vows he will keep every sous he has of 
yours — ^law or no law, for as long as ever he can t He declared 
80 this morning. Did young Hali&x tell you ?" 
<<Mr« Halifax has told me." 

<< < Mr, Halifax I' how proudly die says it. And are you 
3till going la be married to kim T^ 
"Yes." 

" What I a bourgeois — ^a tradesman ! with no more money 
than those sort of people usually have, I believe. You, who 
have had all sorts of comforts, have always lived as a gentle- 
woman. Truly, though I adore a love-marriage, in theory, 
practically, I think you are mad— quite mad, my dear," 
"Do you?" 

" And he, too ! Yerily, what men are t Especially mei| 
in love. All selfish together." 
"Caroline I" 

<' Isn't it selfish to drag a pretty creature down, and make 
.her a drudge, a slave — a mere poor man's wife?" 

" She is proud of being such I" burst in the indignant 
young voice. " Lady Caroline, you may say what you like 
to me ; you were kind always, and I was fond of you ; but 
vou shall not say a word against Mr. Halifax. You do not 
know him — how could you?" 

" And you do? Ah I mapetite^ we all think that, till we 
find out to the contrary. And so he urges you to be married 
at once — ^rich or poor — at all risks, at all costs? How 
lover-like — ^how like a man I I guess it all. Half beseeches 
•—half persuades — " 

" He does not !" And the girl's voice was sharp with 
pain. " I would not have told you, but I must— for his 
sake. He asked me this afternoon, if I was afiraid of being 
poor ? if I would like to wait, and let him work hard alone, 
till he could give me a home like ^at I was bom to ? He 
did, Caroline." 

" And you answered — *" 

"No— a thousand times, no 1 He will have a hard battle 
to fight — ^would I let him fight it alone ? when I can help 
him — ^when he says I can." 
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** Ah, child ! you that knofw nothing of poverty, how can 
you bcaritt" 

"IwiUtry." 

*' You that never ruled a house in your life— •* 

** I can learn." 

" del! 'tis wonderful ! And this young man has no friends, 
no connections, no fortune I only himself/* 

"Only himself," said Ursula, with a proud contempt. 

" Will you tell me, my dear, why you marry him V* 

*' Because " — and Ursula spoke in low tones, that deemed 
wrung out of her almost against her will — " because I honour 
him, because I trust him ; and, young as I am, I have seen 
enough of the world to be thankful that there is in it one man 
whom I can trust, can honour, entirely. Also— though I am 
often ashamed lest this be selfish — because when I was in 
trouble he helped me ; when I was misjudged, he believed in 
me ; when I was sad and desolate, he loved me. And I am 
proud of his love — ^I glory in it. No one shall take it from 
me — ^no one will — ^no one can, unless I cease to deserve it," 

Lady Caroline was silent. Despite her will, you might 
hear a sigh breaking from some deep comer of that light, 
frivolous heart. 

" Bim I chacun h son godt f But you have never stated 
one trifle — not unnecessary, perhaps, though most married 
folk get on quite well without it. — ' Honour,'.' triist,' — ^pshaw I 
My child — 4o you love Mr. Halifax?" 

No answer. 

" Nay, why be shy ? In England, they say, and among 
the people — no offence, ma petite-— one does sometimes happen 
to care for the man one marries. Tell me, for I must be 
gone, do you love him ? one word, whether or no t" 

Just then the light coming in, showed Ursula's fiice, 
beautifrd with more than happiness, uplifted even with a re- 
ligious thankfulness, as she said simply, 

"John knows." 



CHAPTER XX. 



In the late autumn, John married Ursula March. He was 
twenty-one, and she eighteen. It was very young — ^too 
young, perhaps, ]5rudent folk might say : and yet sometimes 
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I think a doable blessing fdls on unions like this. A right 
and holy marriage, a true loTe-marriage, be it early or la^e, 
is — must be — sanctified and happy ; yet those who baye the 
best chance of happiness, who, meeting on the very threshold 
of life, enter upon its duties together ; with free, fresh hearts, 
easily moulded the one to the other, rich in all the riches of 
youth, acute to enjoy, brave and hopeful to endure. 

Such were these two— God bless them I 

They were married quite privately, neither having any 
near kindred. Besides, John held strongly the opinion that 
so solemn a festival as marriage is only desecrated by out- 
wsu'd show. And so, one golden autumn morning, Ursula 
widked quietly up the Abbey aisle, in her plain whke muslin 
gown ; and John and she plighted their faithful vows, no one 
being present except the Jessops and I. They th^i went 
away for a brief holiday — ^went away without either pomp or 
tears, entirely happy — husband and wife together. 

When I came home, and said what had happened, my 
good &.ther seemed little surprised. He had expressly de- 
sired not to be told anything of the wedding till all was ov^ 
-^-rhe hated marriages. 

•^ But since it is done, maybe 'tis as well,** said he, grimly. 
^^ She seems a kindly young thing ; wise, even — far a wo- 
man." 

"And pleasant too, father? ** 

" Ay, but favour is deceitftil, and beauty vain. So the 
lad's gone : " and he looked round, as if imssing John, who 
had lived in our house ever since his illness. " I thought as 
much, when he bade me good-night, and asked my leave to 
take a journey. So he's married and gone ! Come, Phineas, 
sit thee down by thy old father : I am glad thee wilt always 
remain a bachelor." 

We settled ourselves, my fatber and I ; and while the old 
man smoked his meditative pipe, I sat thinking of the winter 
evenings when we two lads had read by the fire-side ; the 
summer days when we had lounged on the garden wall. He 
was a married man now, the head of a household ; others 
had a right — ^the first, best, holiest right — ^to the love that 
used to be all mine ; and though it was a marriage entirely 
happy and hopeful, though all that day and every day I re- 
joiced both with and for my brother, still it was rather sad to 
miss him from our house, to feel that his boyish days were 
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quite over-r-tliat liis boorish place would know him no more. 
. But of course I had flillj overcome, or at least suppressed 
this feeling, when, John haying brought his wife home, I 
went to see them in their own house. 

I had seen it once before ; it was an old dwelling-house, 
which mj father bought with the Hour-mill, situatedj in the 
middle of the town, the front windows looking on the street, 
the desolate garden behind shut in by four brick walls. A 
most un-bridal-like abode. I feared thej would find it so, 
even though John had been bu^ there the last two months, 
in early mornings and late evenings, keeping a comical secresy 
over the matter, as if he were jealous that anyone but himself 
should lend an eye, or put a finger to the dear task of making 
ready for his young wife. 

There could not be greater preparations, I knew, for the 
third of my Other's business promised but a small income. 
Yet the gloomy outside being once passed, the house looked 
wonderfully bright and dean; the walls and doors newly 
painted and delicately stencilled: — C" Master did all that 
himseiy' observed the proud little handmaid, Jenny — ^Jem 
Watkins's sweetheart. I had begged tne place for her my-, 
self of Mistress Ursula.) Though only a few rooms were 
furnished, and that very simply, almost poorly, all was done 
with taste and care ; the colours were mingled, the wood-work 
graceful and good. 

They were out gardening, John Hali&x and his wife — 

Ay, his wife ; he was a husband now. They looked so 
youug, both of them, he kneeling, planting box-edging, she 
standing by him with her hand on his shoulder — ^the hand 
with the ring on it. He was laughing at something she had 
said, thy very laugh of old, David I Neither heard me come 
till I stood close by. 

" Phineas, welcome, welcome I" He wrung my hand fer- 
vently, many times ; so did Ursula, blushing rosy red. They 
both called me * brother,' and both Were as fond and warm as 
any brother and sister could be. 

A few minutes after, Ursula — " Mrs. Halifax," ad I said I 
ought to call her now — slipped away into the house, and John 
and I were left together. He glanced after his wife till she 
was out of sight, played with the spade, threw it down, 
placed his two hands on my shoulders, and looked hard in 
my face. He was trembling with deep emotion. 



Digitized 



by Google 



JOHN HALIFAX. 211 

" Art ihou happy, David? " 

^'Aj, lad, almost afraid of my happiness. God make 
me worthy of it, and of her ! " 

He lifted his eyes upwards ; there was in them a new look, 
sweet and solemn, a look whieh expressed the satisfied con- 
tent of a life now rounded and completed by that other dear 
life which it had received into and united with its own — 
making a full and perfect whole, which, however kindly and 
fondly it may look on Mends and kindred outside, has no 
absolute need of any, but is complete in and sufficient to itself, 
as true marriage should be. A look? unconsciously fulfilling 
the law — God's own law— that a man shall leave father and 
mother, brethren and companions, and shall cleave unto his 
wife, and " they two shall become one flesh," 

And although I rejoiced in his joy, still I fblt half-sadly for 
a moment, the vague, fine line of division which was thus for 
evermore drawn between him and me of no fault on either 
side, and of which be himself was unaware. It was but the 
right and natural law of things, the difference between the 
married and unmarried, which only the latter feel. Which, 
perhaps, the Divine One meant them to feel — that out of their 
great solitude of this world may grow a little inner Eden, 
where they may hear His voice, * walking in the garden in 
the cool of the day.' 

We went round 3^ohn's garden ; there was nothing Eden- 
like about it, being somewhat of a waste still, divided between 
ancient cabbage-beds, empty flower-beds, and great old 
orchard-trees, very thinly laden with fruit. 

" We'll make them better next year," said John, hopeftilly. 
^' We may have a very decent garden here in time." He 
looked round, his little domain with the eye of a master, and 
put his arm, half-proudly, half shyly, round his wife's 
shoulders — she had sidled up to hire, ostensibly bringing him 
a letter, though possibly, only for an excuse, because in those 
sweet early days they naturally liked to be in each other's sight 
continually. It was very beautiful to see what a demure, 
sofr, meek matronliness had come over the high spirit of the 
'Nut-browne Mayde.' 

" May I read ?" she said, peeping over him. 

" Of course you may, little one." A comical pet-name for 
him to give her, who was anything but small. I could have 
smiled, remembering the time when John Halifax bowed to 
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the Btatelj-and dignified young gentlewoman who stood at 
Mrs. Tod's door. To think he should ever have come to call 
Miss Ursula March * little one !" 

But this was not exactly a time for jesting, since, on read- 
ing the letter, I saw the young wife flush an angry red, and 
then look grave. Until John, crumpling up the paper, and 
dropping it almost with a hoyish frolic into the middle of a 
large rosemary-bush, took his wife by both her hands, and 
gazed down into her troubled face, smiling. 

" You surely don't mind this, love ? We knew it all be- 
fore. It can make no possible difference." 

"No I But it is BO wrong — so unjust. I never believed 
he dared do it — to you." 

" Hear her, Fhineas ! She thinks nobody dare do any# 
thing ill to her husband — not even Bichard Brithwood." 

"Heisiir— " 

" Hush, dear ! — we will not talk about him ; since, for all 
his threats, he can do us no harm, and, poor man ! he never 
will be hatf as happy as we." 

That was true. So Mr. Brithwood's insulting letter was 
left to moulder harmlessly away in the rosemary-bush, and 
we all walked up and down the garden, talking over a 
thousand plans for making ends meet in that little household. 
To their young hopefulness even poverty itself became a 
jest ; and was met cheerfully, like an h<9ne8t, hard-featured, 
hard-handed Mend, whose rough &ee was often kindly, and 
whose harsh grasp made one feel the strength of one's own* 

" We mean," John ssud gaily, " to be two living Essays 
on the Advantages of Poverty. We are not going to be 
afraid of it, ot ashamed of it. We d<m't care who knows it. 
We consider that our respectability Ues solely in our two 
selves." 

" But our neighbours ?" 

" Our neighbours may think of us exactly what they like* 
Half the sting of poverty is gone when one keeps house f<nr 
one's own o^fort and not for the comments of one's neigh* 
hours." 

" I should think not," Ursula cried, tossing back h«r head 
in merry defiance. ^* Besides, we are young, we have few 
wants, and we can easily reduce our wants to our havings." 

<' And no more grey silk gowns ?" said her husband, half^ 
fondly, ludf-^utdly. 
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<* Tou will not be so rude as to say I shall not look equally 
well in a cotton one ? And as for being as happy in it — ^wby, 
I know best." 

He smiled at her once more, — ^that tender, manly^ smile, 
which made all soft and lustrous the inmost depths of his 
brown eyes y truly no woman need be afraid, with a smile 
like that to be the strength, the guidance^ the sunshine of her 
home. 

We went in, and the young mistress showed us her new 
house ; we investigated and admired all, down to the very 
scullery ; then we adjourned to the sitting-room — ^the only 
one— and,^ after tea, Ursula arranged her books, some cm 
stained shelves, which she proudly informed me were of John's 
own making, and some on an old spinnet, which he had 
picked up, and which, he said, was of no other use than to 
hold books, since she was not an accomplished young lady, 
and could neither sing nor play. 

"But you don't dislike the spinnet, Ursula? It caught my 
fency. Do you know I have a faint remembrance that once, 
on such a thing as this, my mother used to play ?" 

He spoke in a low voice ; Ursula stole up to him, with a 
fond, awed look. 

*' You never told me anything about your mother?*' 
" Dear, I had little to tell. Long ago, you knew who you 
were going to marry — John Halifax, who had no Mends, no 
kindred, whose parents left him nothing but his name." 
" And you cannot remember them ?" 
" My father, not at all ; my mother, very little." 
" And have you nothing belonging to them ?" 
" Only one thing. Should you like to see it ?" 
" Very much." She still spoke slowly and with slight hesi- 
tation. " It was hard for him not to have known his parents," 
she added, when John had left the room. " I should like to 
have known them too. But still — ^when I know him — *' 

She smiled, tossed back the coronet of curls from her fore- 
head — ^her proud, pure forehead, that would have worn a 
coronet of jewels more meekly than it now wore the un- 
adorned honour of being John Halifax's wife. I wish he 
could have seen her. 

That minute he re-appeared. 

'^ Here, Ursula, is all I have of my parents. No one has 
seen it, except Phineas there, until now." 
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He held in his hand the little Greek Testament which he 
had showed me years before. Carefollj, and with the same 
fond, reverent look as when he was a boy, he undid the case^ 
made of silk, with ribbon strings— nloubtless a woman's work 
— ^it must have been his mother's. His wife touched it, 
softly and tenderly. He showed her the fly-leaf; she looked 
over the inscription, and then repeated it fdoud. 

" ' Guy HaUfax^ gefUleman.' I thought — ^I thought — ^ 

Her manner betrayed a pleased surprise : she would not 
have been a woman, especially a woman reared in pride of 
birth, not to have felt and testified the like pleasure for a 
iQoment. 

" Yon thought that I was only a labourer's son 5 or — ^no- 
body's. Well, does it signify ? " 

" No," she cried, as clinging round his neck, and throwing 
her head back, she looked at him with all her heart in her 
eyes. " No, it does not signify. Were your father the king 
on his throne, or the beggar in the streets, it would be all 
the same to me ; you would still be yourself — my husband — 
my John Halifax." 

" God bless thee — ^my own wife that He has given me ! " 
John murmured, through his close embrace. 

They had altogether forgotten anyone's presence, dear 
souls ! so I kept them in that happy oblivion, by slipping out 
to Jenny in the kitchen, and planning with her how we could 
at least spare Jem Watkins two days a week to help in the 
garden, under Mr. Halifax's orders. 

"Only, Jenny," smiled I, with a warning finger, "no 
idling and chattering. Young folk must work hard, if they 
want to come to the happy ending of your master and mis- 
tress." 

The little maid grew the colour of her swain's pet peonies, 
and promised obedience. Conscientious Jem there was no 
fear of — all tlie re sy- cheeked damsels in Christendom would 
not have turned him aside from one iota of his duty to Mr. 
Halifax. Thus there was love in the parlour, and love in 
the kitchen. But, I verily ^jelieve, the young married couple 
were served all the better for their kindness and sympathy 
to the humble pair of sweethearts in the rank below them. 

John walked home with me — a pleasure I had hardly 
expected, but which was insisted upon both by him aijd 
Ursula. For from the very first of her betrothal, there had 
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been a thorough brother-and-sisterly bond established be- 
tween her and me. Her womanly, generous nature would 
have scorned to do what, as I have heard, many young 
wives do — seek to make coldness between her husband and 
his old friends. No ; secure in her riches, in her rightful 
possession of his whole heart, she took into hers everything 
that belonged to John, everyone he cared for ; to be for ever 
held sacred and beloved, being his, and therefore her own. 
Thus, we were the very best of friends, my sister Ursula 
and me. 

John and I talked a little about her— of her rosy looks, 
which he hoped would not fade in their town dwelling — and 
of good Mrs. Tod's wonderful delight at seeing her, when, 
last week, they had stayed two days in the dear old cottage 
at Enderley. But he seemed slow to speak about his wife, 
or to dilate on a joy so new that it was hardly to be breathed 
on, lest it might melt into air. 

Only when, as we were crossing the street, a fine equipage 
passed, he looked after it with a smile. 

Grey ponies ! she is so fond of long-tailed grey ponies. 
Poor child ! when shall I be able to give her a carriage ? 
Perhaps some day — ^who knows !" 

He turned the conversation, and began telling me about 
the cloth mill — ^his old place of resort ; which he had been 
over once again, when they were at Rose Cottage. 

" And do you know, while I was looking at the machinery, 
a notion came into my head, that, instead of that great water- 
wheel — ^you remember it t — ^it might be worked by steam." 

« What sort of steam V 

" Phineas, your memory is no better, I see. Have you 
forgotten my telling you how, last year, some Scotch en- 
gineer tried to move boats by steam, on the Forth and Clyde 
canal 1 Why should not the same power be turned to account 
in a cloth-mill ? I know it could — I have got the plan of 
the machinery in my head already. I made a drawing of 
it last night, and showed it to Ursula ; she understood it 
directly." 

I smiled. 

" And I do believe, by common patience and skill, a man 
might make his fortune with it at those Enderley cloth 
mills." 

" Suppose you try 1" I said in half jest, and was surprised 
to. see how seriously John took it. 
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*'I wish I conld try — if it were only practicable. Onc^ 
or twice I have thought it might be. The mill belongs to 
Lord Luxmore. His steward works it. Now, if one could 
get to be a foreman or overseer — " 

" Try — ^you can do anything you try." 

" No, I must not think of it — she and I have agreed that 
I must not," said he, steadily. "It's my weakness — ^my 
hobby, you know. But — ^no hobbies now. Above all, I 
must not, for a mere fancy, give up the work that lies under 
my hand. What of the tan-yard, Phineas V 

" My father missed you, and grumbled after you a good 
deal. He looks anxious, I think. He vexes himself more 
than he need about business." 

" Don't let him. Keep him as much at home as you can. 
I'll manage the tan-yard ; you know — and he knows too— 
that everything which can be done for us all, I shall do." 

I looked up, surprised at the extreme earnestness of his 
manner. 

« Surely, John " 

" Nay, there is nothing to be uneasy about — ^nothing more 
than there has been for this year past. All trade is bad just 
now. Never fear, well weather the storm — ^I'm not afiraid." 

Cheerfully as he spoke^ I began to guess — ^what he already 
must have known — ^that our fortunes were as a slowly leak- 
ing ship, of which the hehn had slipped from my old father's 
feeble hand. But John had taken it — John stood firm at 
the wheel. Perhaps, with God's blessing, he might yet 
guide us safe to land. 

I had not time to say more, when, with its pretty grey 
ponies, the curricle once more passed our way. Two ladies 
were in it : one leaned out and bowed. Presently a lacquey 
came to beg Mr. Halifax would come and speak with Lady 
Caroline Brithwood. 

"Shall you go, John!" 

" Certainly — ^why not I" And he stepped forward to the 
carriage-side. 

"Ai! delighted to see mon beau cousin. This is he, 
Emma," turning to the lady who sat by her — oh, what a 
lovely face that lady had ! no wonder it drove men mad ; 
ay, even that brave man, in whose honest life can be chro- 
nicled only this one sin, of being bewitched by her. 

John caught the name — ^perhaps, too, he recognized the 
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£Bice — ^it was only too public, alas ! His own took a sternness, 
such as I had never before seen, and yet there was a trace 
of pity in it too. 

^' You are quite well. Indeed, he looks ao—n^e8t»ce poB^ 
ma chere f* 

John bore gravely the eyes of the two ladies fixed on him, 
in rather too plain admiration — very gravely, too, he bowed. 

" And what of our young bride, our treasure that we stole 
— ^nay, it was quite fair— quite fair. How is Ursula?" 

" I thank you, Mrs. Hahfax is well." 

Lady Caroline smiled at the manner, courteous through all 
its coldness, which not ill became the young man. But she 
would not be repelled. 

<' I am delighted to have met you. Indeed, we must be 
friends. One's friends need not always be the same as one's 
husband's, eh, Emma f You will be enchanted with our 
^r bride. We must both seize the first opportunity, and 
come as disguised princesses, to visit Mrs. Halifax." 

" Again let me thank you. Lady Caroline. But " 

" No ' hut's.' I am resolved. Mr. Brithwood will never 
find it out. And. if he does — ^why, he may. I like you 
both ; I intend us to be excellent Mends, whenever I chance 
to be at Norton Bury. Don't be proud, and reject me, there's 
good people — the only good people I ever knew who were 
not disagreeable." 

And leaning on her large ermine mufi^, she looked right 
into John's face, with the winning sweetness which Nature, 
not courts, lent to those fair features — ^already beginning to 
fade, already trying to hide by art their painM, premature 
decay. 

John returned the look, half sorrowMly ; it was so hard 
to give back harshness to kindliness. But a light laugh from 
the other lady caught his ear, and his. hesitation — ^if hesi- 
tation he had felt — ^was over. 

" No, Lady Caroline, it cannot be. You will soon see 
yourself that it cannot. Living, as we do, in the same neigh- 
bourhood, we may meet occasionally by chance, and always, 
. I hope, with kindly feeling ; but, under present circumstances 
— ^indeed under any circumstances— intimacy between your 
bouse and ours would be impossible*" 

Lady Caroline shrugged her shoulders with a pretty air of 
pique. " As you vnll I I never trouble myself to court the 
friendship of any one. Lejeu ne vautpaa la chandelle.'* 
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" Do not mistake me," John said, earnestly. " Do not 
suppose I am ungrateful for your former kindness to my wife ; 
but the diflPerence between her and you — ^between your life 
and hers — zs so extreme.^' 

" VramentP' withanother shrugand8mile,*rather a bitter one. 

" Our two paths lie wide apart — ^wide as the poles ; our 
house and our society would not suit you ; and that my wife 
should ever enter yours" — glancing from one to the other of 
those two faces, painted with false roses, lit by false smiles — 
" No, Lady Caroline," he added, finnly, '' it is impossible." 

She looked mortified for a moment, and then resumed her 
gaiety, which nothing could ever banish long. 

" Hear him, Emma ! So young and so unkindly ! Mais 
nous verrons. You will change your mind. Au revoivy men 
beau cousin,** 

They drove off quickly, and were gone. 

" John, what will Mrs. Halifax say? " 

" My innocent girl ! thank God she is safe away from them 
all — safe in a poor man's honest breast." He spoke with 
much emotion. 

« Yet Lady Caroline " 

' " Did you see who sat beside her 1 " 

" That beautifol woman 1 " 

" Poor soul ! alas for her beauty ; Phineas, that was 
Lady Hamilton." 

He said no more, nor I. At my own door he left me, with 
his old merry laugh, his old familiar grasp of my shoulder. 

" Lad, tfiie care of thyself, though Tm not by to see. 
Remember, I am just as much thy tyrant as if I were living 
here still." 

I smiled, and he went his way, to his own quiet, blessed, 
married home. 



CHAPTER XXI. 

The winter and spring passed calmly by. I had much ill- 
health, and could go out very little ; but they came con- 
stantly to me, John and Ursula, especially the latter. During 
this niness, when I learned to watch longingly for her kind 
face, and listen for her cheerful voice talking pleasantly and 
sisterly beside mf chair, she taught me to give up ' Mrs, 
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Halifax/ and call her Ursula. It was only by slow degree^ 
I did so, truly ; for she was not one of those gentle creatures 
whom, married or single, one calls instinctiyely by their 
Christian names. Her manner in girlhood was not exactly 
either ' meek ' or ' gentle ; ' except towards him, the only onq 
who ever niled her, and to whon> she was, through life, the 
meekest and tenderest of women. To every one else shQ 
comported herself, at least in youth, with a dignity and deci- 
sion — a certain stand-off-ishness — so that, as I said, it was 
not quite easy to think of her as ' Ursula.' Aflterwards, 
when seen in the light of a new character, for which Heaven 
destined and especially fitted her, and in which she appeared 
altogether beautiful — ^I began to give her another name — 
but it will come by-and-by. 

In the long midsummer-days, when our house was veiy 
quiet and rather dreary, I got into the habit of creeping over 
to John's home, and sitting for hours under the apple-trees in 
his garden. It was now different from the wilderness he 
found it ; the old ti*ees were pruned and tended, and young 
ones planted. Mrs. Halifax called it proudly ' our orchard,' 
though the top of the tallest sapling could be reached with 
her hand. Then, in addition to the indigenous cabbages, 
came long rows of white-blossomed peas, big-headed caulir 
flpwers, and all vegetables easy of cultivation. My father 
sent contributions from his celebrated gooseberry-bushes, and. 
his wall-fruit, the pride of Norton Bury ; Mrs. Jessop stocked ■ 
the borders from her great^ar^^rres of sweet-scented common 
flowers ; so that, w^ed in as it was, and in the midst 
of a town likewise, it was growing into a very tolerable 
garden. Just the kind of garden that I love — ^half trim^ 
half wild — fruits, flowers, and vegetables living in com- 
fortable equality and fraternity, none being too choice to 
be harmed by their neighbours, none esteemed too mean to 
be restricted in their natural profusion. Oh ! dear old- 
fashioned garden I full of sweet- Williams and white-Nancies, 
and larkspur and London-pride, and yard-wide beds of 
snowy saxifrage, and tall, pale evening primroses, and holly- 
hocks six or seven feet high, many-tinted, fi'om yellow to 
darkest ruby-colour ; while for scents, large blushing cab- 
bage-roses, pinks, gUly-flowers, with here and there a great 
bush of southern •wood or rosemary, or a border of thyme, 
or a sweet-briar hedge — a pleasant gai'den, where all colours 
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ftnd perfumes wei*e blended together ; ay, even a stray dan- 
delion, that stood boldly up in his yellow^ waistcoat, like a 
young country bumpkin, who feels himself a decent lad in his 
way— or a plant of wild marjoram, tiiat had somehow got 
in, and kept meekly in a comer of the bed, trying to turn 
into a respectable cultivated herb. Dear old garden !^— such 
as one rarely sees now-a-days ! — ^I would give the finest 
modem pleasure-ground for the like of thee ! 

This was what John's garden became ; its every inch and 
every fiower still live in more memories than mine, and 
will for a generation yet ; but I am speaking of it when it 
was young, like its gardeners. These were Mrs. Halifax 
and her husband, Jem and Jenny. The master could not do 
much ; he had long, long hours in his business ; but I used 
to Watch Ursula, morning after morning, superintending her 
domain, with her faithful attendant Jem — ^em adored his 
* missis.' Or else^ when it was hot noon, I used to lie in 
their cool parlour, an4 listen 'to her voice and step about the 
house, teaching Jenny, or learning from her — for the young 
gentlewoman had much to learn, and was not ashamed of it. 
either. She laughed at her own mistakes, and tried again ; 
she never was idle or dull for a minute. She did a great 
deal in the house herself. Often she would sit chatting with 
me, having on her lap a coarse brown pan, shelling peas, 
slicing beans, picking gooseberries; her fingers — ^Miss March's 
' fair fingers — ^looking fairer for the contrast with their un- 
accustomed work. Or else, in the summer evenings, she 
would be at the window sewing — ^always sewing — but so 
placed, that with one glance she could see down the street 
where John was coming. Far, far off she always saw him ; 
and at the sight her whole face would change and brighten, 
like a meadow when the sun comes out. Then she ran to 
open the door, and I could hear his low * my darling !' and 
a long, long pause, in the hall. 

They were very, very happy in those early days — those 
quiet days of poverty; when they visited nobody, and 
nobody visited them ; when their whole world was bounded 
by the dark old house and the garden, with its four high 
walls. 

One July night, I remember, John and I were walking up 
and down the paths by star-light. It was very hot weather, 
inclining one to stay without doors half the night. Ursula 
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had been with us a good while, strolling about on her hus- 
band's arm ; then he had sent her in to bed, and we too re- 
mained out together. 

How soft they were, those faint, misty, summer stars ! 
what a mysterious, perfumy haze they let fall over us ! — ^A 
haze through which all around seemed melting away in de? 
licious intangible sweetness, in which the very sky above 
our heads — the shining, w(H*ld-besprinkled sky — ^was a thing 
felt rather than seen. 

" How strange all seems ! how unreal !** said John, in a 
low voice, when he had walked the length of the garden in 
ailence, " Phineas, how very strange it seems !*' 

^< What seems r 

*' What?— oh, everything." He hesitated a minute^ 
" No, not everything — ^but something which to me seems 
now to £11 and be mixed up with all I do, or think, or feel. 
Something you do not know — but to-night Ursula said I 
might tell you." 

Nevertheless he was several minutes before he told me. 

" This pear-tree is fiill of fruit — is it nott How thick 
they hang ; and yet it seems but yesterday that Ursula and 
I were standing here, trying to count the blossoms." 

He stepped — ^touching a branch with his hand. His voice 
sank so, X could hardly bear it 

" Do you know, Phineas, that when this tree is bare — ^we 
shall, if with God's blessing all go^ well— we shall have-^^ 
little child." 

I wrung his hand in a^ence. 

" You cannot imagine how strange it feels. A child — 
hewB and mine-^little feet to go pattering about our house — 
a little voice to say — Think, that by Chiistmas-time I shall 
be afaih&rj' 

He sat down on the garden-bench, and did not speak for a 
)ong time. 

" I wonder," he said at last, " if, when I was bom, my 
father was as young as I am ; whether he felt as I do now. 
You cannot think what an awful joy it is to be looking for- 
ward to a child ; a little soul of God's giving, to be made fit 
for His eternity. How shall we do it ! we Qiat are both so 
ignorant, so young — she y^ill be only just nineteen when, 
^eaae God, her baby is born. Sometimes, of an evening, 
we sit for hours on this bench, she and I, talking of what 
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we ought to do, and how we ought to rear the little thing, 
until we fall into silence, awed at the blessing that is coming 
to us." 

" God will help you both, and make you wise." 

" We trust He will ; and then we are not afraid." 

A little while longer I sat by John's side, catching the 
dim outline of his face, half upUfted, looking towards those 
myriad worlds, which we are taught to believe, and do be- 
lieve, are not more precious in the Almighty sight than one 
living human soul. 

But he said no more of the hope that was coming, or of 
the thoughts which, in the holy hush of that summer nighty 
had risen out of the deep of his heart. And though after 
this time, they never again formed themselves into words, 
yet he knew well that not a hope, or joy, or fear of his, 
whether understood or not, could be unshared by me. 

In the winter, when the first snow lay on the ground, the 
little one came. 

It was a girl — ^I think they had wished for a son ; but 
they forgot all about it when the tiny maiden appeared. She 
was a pretty baby — ^at least, all the women-kind said so, 
from Mrs. Jessop down to Jael, who left our poor house to 
its own devices, and trod stately in Mrs. Halifax's, exhibiting 
to all beholders the mass of white draperies with the infinite- 
simal human morsel inside them, which she vehemently de- 
clared was -the very image of its father. 

For that young father — 

But I — ^what can / say ? How should / tell of the joy of 
a man over his first- bom ? 

I did not see John till a day afterwards — ^when he came 
into our house, calm, happy, smiling. But Jael told me, 
that when she first placed his baby in his arms, he had wept 
like a child. 

The little maiden grew with the snow-drops. Winter 
might have dropped her out of his very lap, so exceedingly 
fair, pale, and pure-looking was she. I had never seen, or 
at least never noticed, any young baby before ; but she crept 
into my heart before I was aware. I seem to have a clear 
remembrance of all the data in her still and quiet infancy, 
from the time her week-old fingers, with their tiny pink 
nails — a ludicrous picture of her father's hand in little — 
made me smile as they closed over mine. 
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She was named Muriel — after the rather peculiar name of 
John's mother. Her own mother would have it so ; only, 
wishing out of her full heart, happy one I that there should 
be a slight alteration made in the second name. Therefore 
the baby was called Muriel Joy — ^Muriel Joy Halifax. 

That name — ^beautiftd, sacred, and never-to-be-forgotten 

among u& — ^I write it now with tears 

« « « « 

In December, 1802, she was bom— our Muriel. And on 
February 9th — ^alas ! I have need to remember the date I — 
she formally received her name. We all dined at John's 
house — ^Dr. and Mrs. Jessop, my father and I. 

It was the first time my ^tber had taken a meal under any 
roof but his own, for twenty years. We had not expected 
him ; since, when asked and entreated, he only shook his 
head ; but just when we were all sitting down to the table, 
Ursula at Uie foot, her cheeks flushed, and her lips dimpling 
with a housewifely delight, that everything was so nice and 
neat, she startled us by a little cry of pleasure. And there, 
in the door- way, stood my father ! 

His broad figure, but slightly bent even now, his smooth- 
shaven face, withered, but of a pale brown still, with the 
hard lines softening down, and the keen eyes kinder than 
they used to be ; dressed careftiUy in his First-day clothes, 
the stainless white kerchief supporting his large chin, 
his Quaker's hat in one hand, his stick in the other, looking 
in at us, a half-amused twitch mingling with the gravity of 
his mouth — thus he stood — thus I see thee, O my dear old 
father ! 

The young couple seemed as if they never could welcome 
him enough. He only said, " I thank thee, John," " I thank 
thee, Ursula ; " and took his place beside the latter^ giving 
no reason why he had changed his mind and come. Simple 
as the dinner was, simple as befitted those who, their guests 
knew, could not honestly afford luxuries ; though there were 
no ornaments, save the centre nosegay of laurestinus and 
white Christmas roses — ^I do not think King George himself 
ever sat down to a nobler feast. 

Afterwards, we drew merrily round the fire, or watched 
outside the window the thickly-falling snow. 

"It has not snowed these two months," said John— 
" Never since the day our little girl was born." 
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And at that moment, as if she heard herself mentioned, and 
.was indignant at our having forgotten her so long, the little 
maid up-stairs set up a cry — ^tliat unmistakeable child's cry, 
which seems to change the whole atmosphere of a household. 

My father gave a start — ^he had never seen or expressed 
a wish to see John's daughter. We knew he did not Hke 
babies. Again the little helpless waU ; Ursula rose and stole 
away — ^Abel Fletcher looked after her with a curious expres- 
sion, then began to say something about going back to the 
tan-yard. 

" Do not, pray do not leave us," John entreated ; ** Ursula 
wants to show you our little lady.'* 

My father put out his hands in deprecation ; or as if de- 
siring to thrust from him a host of thronging, battling 
thoughts. Still, came faintly down at intervals the tiny 
vcMce, dropping into a soft coo of pleasure, like a wood-dove 
in its nest — every mother knows the sound. And then Mrs. 
Halifax entered, holding in her arms her little winter-flower, 
her baby-daughter. 

Abel Fletcher just looked at it and her — closed his eyes 
against both, and looked no more. 

Ursula seemed pained a moment, but soon forgot it in the 
general admiration of her treasure. 

- "She might well come in a snow-storm," said Mrs. 
Jessop, taking the child. " She is just like snow, so soft and 
Tdiite." 

" And so soundless — ^she hardly ever cries. She just lies in 
this way half the day over, cooing quietly, with her eyes shut 
There, she has caught your dress fast. Now, was there ever 
a two months' old baby so quick at noticing things ? and she 
does it all with her fingers — she touches everything ; — ah ! 
take care, doctor," the mother added, reproachfully, at a loud 
slam of the door, which made the baby tremble all over. 

" I never knew a child so susceptible of sounds," said 
John, as he began talking to it, and soothing it ; — ^how 
strange it was to see him ! and yet it seemed quite natural 
already. " I think even now she knows the difference be- 
tween her mother's voice and mine ; and any sudden noise 
always startles her in this way." 

"She must have astonishingly quick hearing," said the 
doctor, slightly annoyed. Ursula wisely began to talk of 
something else — showed Muriel's eyelashes, very long for 
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Buch a baby — and descanted on the colour of ber eyes, tbat 
fruitful and never-ending theme of mothers and friends. 

"I think they are Hke her father's; yes, certainly like 
her father's. But we have not many opportunities of judg- 
ing, for she is such a lazy young damsel, she hardly ever 
opens them — ^we should often fancy her asleep, but for that 
Httle soft coo ; and then she will wake up all of a sudden. 
There now 1 do you see her? Come to the window, my 
beauty ! and show Dr. Jessop your bonny brown eyes." 

They were bonny eyes I lovely in shape and colour, deli- 
cately fringed ; but there was something strange in their 
expression — or rather, in their want of it. Many babies 
have a round, vacant stare — ^but this was no stare, only a 
wide, fiill look — ^a look of quiet blankness — an unseeing look. 

It caught Dr. Jessop's notice. I saw his air of vexed 
dignity change into a certain anxiety. 

" Well, whose are they like — ^her father's or mine t His, 
I hope — it will be the better for her beauty, ^^ay, we'll 
.excuse all compliments." 

" I — ^I can't exactly tell. I could judge better by candle- 
ligbt." 

"We'll have oAudles." 

" No— no 1 Had we not better put it off altogether, till 
another day? — I'll call in to-morrow, and look at her eyes." 

His manner was hesitating and troubled. John noticed it. 

" Love, give her to me. Go and get us lights, will you V 

When ^e was gone, John took his baby to the window, 
gazed long and intently into her little face, then at Dr. Jessop. 
"Do you think — ^no— it's not possible — ^that there can be 
anything the matter with the child's eyes ?" 

Ursula coming in, heard the last words. 

" What was that you said about baby's eyes ?" , 

No one answered her. All were gathered in a group at 
the window, the child being held on her father's lap, while 
Dr. Jessop was trying to open the small white lids, kept so 
continually closed. At last the baby uttered a litde cry of 
pain — the mother darted forward, and clasped it almost 
savagely to her breast. 

" I will not have my baby hurt I There is nothing wrong 
with her sweet eyes. Go away ; you shall not touch her, 
John." 

"Love!" 



Digitized 



by Google 



226 JOHN nkiiFAX. 



melted at that low, fond word; leaned against his 
shoulder — ^trying to control her tears. 

^< It shocked me so — ^the bare thought of sndi a thing. 
O I husband, don't let her be looked at again." 

*< Onlj once again, my daiiing. It is best. Them we shall 
be quite satisfied. Phineas, give nte the candle." 

The words — caressing, and by strong constraint, made 
calm and soothing — ^were yet firm. Ursula resisted no moi«, 
but let him take Muriel — ^little, unconscious, cooing dove! 
Lulled by her fiitther's voice, she once more opened her eyes, 
wide. Dr. Jessop passed the candle before them many times, 
once so close that it almost touched her fistce ; but the full, 
quiet eyes never blenched nor closed. He set the light down. 

^^ Doctor !" whispered the father, in a wild appe^ against 
— ay, it was against certainty. He snatched the candle, and 
tried the experiment himself. 

** She does not see at all. Can she be blind t" 

"Borttblmd." 

Yes, those pretty baby-eyes were dark— quite dark. Thet^ 
was nothing painful nor unnatural in their look, save, perhaps, 
the Uankness of gaze which I have before noticed. Out- 
wardly, their organization was perfect ; but in the fine inner 
mechanism was something wrong — something wanting. She 
never had seen — ^never would see — ^in this world. 

" Blind r The word was uttered softly, hardly above a 
breath, yet the mother heard it. She pushed everyone 
aside, and took the child herself. Herself, with a desperate 
incredulity, she looked into those eyes, which never could 
look back either ,her agony or her love. Poor mother ! 

" John I John I oh, John ! "*-the name rising into b cry, 
as if he could surely help her. He came and took her in 
his arms — ^took both, wife and babe. She laid h«: head on 
his shoulder in bitter weeping. ^' Oh, John ! it is so hard. 
Our pretty one— our own little child ! " 

John did not speak, but only held her to him — close and 
fast. When she was a little calmer, he whispered to her the 
comfort — ^the sole comfort even her husband could give her 
— ^through whose will it was that this affliction came. 

" And it is more an ^iiction to you than it will be to her, 
poor pet ! " said Mrs. Jessop, as she wiped her Mendly eyes. 
" She will not miss what she never knew. She may be a 
happy little child. Look, how she lies and smiles." 
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But llie mother eould not take that consolation jet. She 
walked to and fro, and stood rocking her bahy, mute indeed, 
bat wiih tears ^ing in showers. Gradually her anguish 
wept itself awaj, or was smothered down, lest it riiould dis- 
turb the little creature asleep on her breast. 

Soffie one came behind her, and placed her m the arm* 
•chair, gently. It was mj father. He sat down by het, 
taking her hand. 

<^ Grieve not, Ursula. I had a little brother who was 
li^ind. He was the happiest creature I ever knewr" 

Hy father sighed. We aM m€u:Telled to see the wonderM 
softness, even tenderness, which had come into him. 

**Give me thy child for a minute." Ursula laid it across 
his knees ^ be put his hand solemnly on the baby^breasl, 
"^God Idess this Httle e^e 1 Ay, and she shall be blessed.** 

These words, spoken with as full assurance as the pro- 
phetic benediction of the departing patriarchs of old, struck 
us all. We looked at little Muriel as if the blessing were 
already upon her ; as if the mysterious touch which had 
sealed up her eyes for ever, had left on her a sanctity like as 
of one who has been touched by -the finger of God. 

*^ Now, children, I must go home," said my father. 

They did not detain us : it was indeed best that the poor 
young par^its should be left alone. 

<* You will come agais so(m ? " begged Ursula, tendwiy 
claiming the hand which he had laid upon her curls as he 
rose, with another milrmured ^ God bless thee ! " 

*' Perhaps. We never know. Be a good wife to thy hus- 
band, my girl. And John, never be thou harsh to her, nor 
too hard upon her little failings. She is but young — ^but 
young." 

He sighed again. It was plain to see he was thinking of 
another than Ursula. 

As we walked down the street, he spoke to me only once 
or twice, and then of things which startled me by their 
strangeness — ^things which had happened a long time ago ; 
sayings and doings of mine in miy childhood, which I had 
not the least idea he had either known of or remembered. 

When we got in-doors, I askod if I E&ould come and sit 
with him till his bed-time. 

*' No— no ; thee^ looks tired, and I have a business letter 
to write. Better go to thy bed as usual." 

Q2 
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I bade him good-night, and was going, when he called me 
back. 

*^How old art thee, Phineas — ^twenty-four or five!" 

** Twenty-five, father." 

<< Eh ! so much V* He put his hand on my shoulder, and 
looked down on me kindly, even tenderly. ''Thee art but 
weakly still, but thee must pick up» and live to be as old a 
man as thy &ther. Good-night. God be with thee, my 
son I" 

I left him. I was happy. Once I had never expected 
my old father and I would have got on together so well, or 
loved one another so dearly. 

In the middle of the night Jael came into my room, and 
sat down on my bed's foot, looking at me. I had been 
dreaming strangely, about my own childish days, and about 
my father and mothw when we were young. 

What Jael told me — by slow degrees, and as tenderly as 
when she was my nurse years ago— seemed at first so unreal 
as to be like a part of the dream. 

At ten o'clock, when she had locked up the house, she had 
come as usual to the parlour-door, to tell my fiither it was 
bed-time. He did not answer, being sitting with his back to 
the do<»*, apparently busy writing. So she went away, 

Half-an-hour afterwards, she came again. He sat there 
still — ^he had not moved. One hand supported his head ; 
the other, the fingers stiffly holding the pen, lay on the table. 
He seemed intenSy gazing on what he had written. It ran 
thus: 

"GrOOD Friend, 

"To-morrow I shall be — ** 

But there the hand had stopped — ^for ever. 

O dear father ! on that to-morrow thou wert with God I 



CHAPTER XXn. 

It was the year 1812* I had lived for ten years as a 
brother, in my adopted brother's house, whither he had 
brought me on the day of my father's funeral ; entreating that 
I should never leave it again* For, as was shortly after- 
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wards made clear, fate — say Providence — ^wasnow inevifably 
releasing him from a bond, from which, so long as my poor 
£etther lived, John would never have released himself. It was 
discovered that the profits of the tanning trade had long been 
merely nominal — that of necessity, for the support of our two 
families, the tan-yard most be sold, and the business con- 
fined entirely to the flour-mill. 

At this crisis, as if the change of all things broke her stout 
old heart, which never could bend to any new ways — ^Jael died. 
We laid her at my father's and mother's feet — poor old Jael! 
and that grave -yard in St. Mary's Lane now covered over all 
who loved me, all who were of my youth day — ^my very own. 

So thought I — or might have thought— but that John 
and Ursula then demanded with one voice, *' Brother, come 
home." 

I resisted long : for it is one of my decided opinions, that 
married people ought to have no one, be the tie ever so close 
and dear, living permanently with them, to break the sacred 
duality — ^no, let me say the unity of their hom^. 

I wished to try and work for my living, if that were pos- 
sible — ^if not, that out of the wreck of my father's trade might 
be found enough to keep me, in some poor way. But John * 
Halifax would not hear of that. -Aiid Ursula — she was 
sitting sewing, while the little one lay on her lap, cooing 
sofily with shut eyes — ^Ursula took my hand to play with 
Muriel's. The baby-fingers closed over mine — " See there, 
Phineas ; she wants you too." So I stayed. 

Perhaps it was on this account, that better than all his 
other children, better than anything on earth except himself, 
I loved John's eldest daughter, little blind Muriel. 

He had several children now. The dark old house, and 
the square town garden, were aUve with their voices from 
morning till night. First, and loudest always, was Guy — i 
bom the year after MurieL He was very like his mother, 
and her darling. After him came two more, Edwin and 
Walter. But Muriel still remained as "sister" — ^the only 
sister either given or desired. 

If I could find a name to describe that child, it would be 
not the one her happy mother gave her at her birth, but one 
more sacred, more tender. She was better than Joy — she 
was an embodied Peace. 

Her motions were slow and tranquil — ^her voice soft — ■ 
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every expressum of her little face> extraordinarily Beafene^ 
Whether creeping about the house, with a foot-fall siknt as 
snow, or sitting among us, eith^ knitting busily at her father's 
knee, or listening to his talk and the children's play, eyery-* 
where and always, Muriel was the same. ISTo one ever saw 
her angry, restless, or sad. The soft dark calm in which she 
lived seemed never broken by the troubles ofthis our tnm-* 
Uous wcwld. 

She was, as I have said, from her veiy babyhood, a Uving 
peace. And such she was to us all, during those ten struggling 
years, when pur household had much to contend with, much 
to endure. K at night, her &ther came home jaded and 
worn, sickened to the soul by the hard battle he had to fight 
daily, hourly, with the outside world, Muriel would come 
softly and creep into his bosom, and he was comforted, If^ 
busying herself about, doing faithfully her portion too, that 
the husband when he came in of evenings might find all 
oheerAii and never know how heavy had been the house- 
hold cares during the day — if, at times, Ursula's voice took 
too sharp a tone — at sight of Muriel it softened at once. Ko 
one could speak any but soft and sweet words when the l^ind 
child was by. 

Yet, I think either parent wxndd have looked aauized^ 
had anyone pitied them for having a blind child. The loss 
— a loss only to them, and not to her, the darling !-**became 
familiar, and ceased to wound; the blessedness was ever 
new. '^ At/, and she shall be blessed^** had said my dear &tlier» 
So she was. From her, or for her, her parents never had 
to endure a single pain. Even the sicknesses of in^Emcy and 
childhood, of which the three others had their natural share* 
always passed her by, as if in pity. Nothing ever ailed 
Muriel. 

The spring of 1812 was an era long remembered in oar 
&mily. Scarlet fever we»t through the house — ^saMy, but 
leaving much care behind. When at last they all came 
round, and we were able to gather our pale little flock to a 
garden feast, under the big old pear-tree, it was with the 
trembling thankfulness of those who have gone through 
great perils, hardly dared to be recognized as such till they 
were over. 

^* Ay, thank God it is over !" said John, as he put hia 
arm round his wife» and looked in her worn face, where still 
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ker own smile lingered — her brigkt, brave smile, tbat no- 
thing could ever drive away. " And now we must try and 
make a little holiday for you." 

" Nonsense I I am as well as possible. Did not Dr. Jessop 
tell me, this morning, I was looking younger than ever ? I 
-^a mother of a fiunily, thirty years oldt Pray, Uncle 
Phineas, do I look my age V* 

I could not say she did not«*-especialIy now. But she 
wore it se gracefully, so carelessly, that I saw — ay, and 
tndj her husband saw-<-a sacred beauty about her &dpd 
cheek, more lovely and loveable than all the bloom of her 
youth. Happy woman ! who was not afraid of growing old. 

" Love "—John usually called her " Love " — putting it at 
the beginning of a sentence, as if it had been her natural 
Christian name — ^which, as in all infant households, had been 
gradually dropped or merged into the universal title of 
* mother.' My name for her was always emphatically ' The 
Mother ' — ^the truest type of motherhood I ever knew. 

^^ Love," her husband began again, after a long look in her 
£Eice — ^ahv John, thine was altered too, but himself was the 
last thing he thought of — " Say what you like — 1 know what 
we'll do : for the children's sake. Ah, that's her weak point \ 
->-^see, Phineas, she is yielding now. Well go for three 
months to Longfield." 

Now Longfield was the Utopia of our femilyi old and 
young. A very simple &mily we must have be^ — for thii; 
Longfield was only a small farm-house, about sis miles off^ 
where once we had been to tea, and where ever since we hac( 
longed to live. For, pretty as our domain had grown, it was 
still in the middle of a town, and the children, like all 
naturally-reared children, craved after the freedom of the 
country— after corn-fields, hay-fields, nuttings, blackberry- 
ings-**4el^ts hitherto known only at rare intervals, when 
their father could spare a whole long day, and be at once the 
defence and cheer, the sun and the shield, of the happy little 
baad« 

'< Hearken, ohildren ! &ther says we shall go for three 
whole months to live at Longfield.'^ 

The three boya set up a shout of ecstacy. 

" I'll swim boata down the stream, and catch and ride 
every one of the horses. Hurrah ! " shouted Guy. 

'^ And 111 see after the ducks and chickens, and watch all 
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the threshing and winnowing," said Edwin, the practical and 
grave. 

" And m get a 'ittle 'amb to p'ay wid me," lisped Walter 
— still * the baby*— or considered such, and petted accordingly. 

"But what does my little. daughter say?" said the father, 
turning — as he always turned, at the lightest touch of those 
soft, blind fingers, creeping along his coat sleeve. "What 
will Muriel do at Longfield V 

" Muriel will sit all day and hear the birds sing." 

" So she shall, my blessing ! " He often called her his 
' blessing,* — which in truth she was. To see her now, lean- 
ing her cheek against his — the small soft face, almost a minia- 
ture of his own, the hair, a paler shade of the same bright 
colour, curling in the same elastic rings — they looked less 
like ordinary father and daughter, than like a man and his 
good angel ; the visible embodiment of the best half of his 
soul. So she was ever to him, this child of his youth — his 
first-born and his dearest. 

The Longfield plan being once started, father and mother 
and I began to consult together as to ways and means ; what 
should be given up, and what increased, of our absolute 
luxuries, in order that the children might this summer- 
possibly every summer — have the glory of 'living in the 
country.' Of these domestic consultations there was never 
any dread, for they were always held in public. There were 
no secrets in our house. Father and mother, though some- 
times holding different opinions, had but one thought, one 
aim — the family good. Thus, even in our lowest estate, there 
had been no bitterness in our poverty; we met it, looked it 
in the f ice, oft«n even laughed at it. For it bound us alto- 
gether, hand in hand ; it taught us endurance, self-depend- 
ance, and, best of all lessons, self-renunciation. I think, 
one's whole after-life is made easier and more blessed, by 
having known what it was to be very poor when one was 
young. 

Our fortunes were rising now, and any little pleasure did 
not take near so much contrivance. We found we could 
manage the Longfield visit — ay, and a horse for John to ride 
to and fro — without any worse sacrifice than that of leaving 
Jenny — now Mrs. Jem Watkins, but our cook still- — ^in the 
house at Norton Bury, and doing with one servant instead 
of two. Also, though this was not publicly known till after- 
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wards, bj the motber's renouncing a long*promised silk dress 
— ^the only one since her marriage, in which she had deter- 
mined to astonish John by choosing the same colour as that 
identical grey gown he had seen hanging up in the kitchen 
at Enderley. 

" But one would give up anything,'* she said, " that the 
children might have such a treat, and that father might have 
rides backwards and forwards through green lanes all 
summer. Oh, how I wish we could always live in the 
country!*' 

" Do you ?** And John looked — ^much as he had looked 
at long-tailed grey ponies in his bridegroom days — longing 
to give her everything she desired. ^* Well, perhaps, we may 
manage it some time.** 

"When* our ship comes in — ^namely, that money which 
Richard Brithwood will not pay, and John Halifax will not 
go to law to make him. Nay, father dear, I am not going to 
quarrel with any one of your crotchets." ^he spoke with a 
fond pride, as she did always, even when arguing against the 
too-Quixotic carrying out of the said crotchets. " Perhaps, as 
the reward of forbearance, the money will come some day 
when we least expect it ; then John shall have his heart's 
desire, and start the cloth-mills at Enderley.** 

John smiled, half-sadly. Every man has a hobby — ^this 
was his, and had been for fifteen years. Not merely the 
making a fortune, as he still firmly believed it could be made, 
but the position of useftil power, ^e wide range of influence, 
the infinite opportunities of doing good. 

" No, love ; I shall never be * patriarch of the valley,' as 
Phineas used to call it. The yew-hedge is too thick for me, 
eh, Phineast** 

** No ! ** cried Ursula — ^we had told her this little incident 
of our boyhood — "you have got half through it already. 
Everybody in Norton Bury knows and respects you. I am 
sure, Phineas, you might have heard a pin fall at the meet- 
ing last night, when he spoke against hanging the Luddites. 
And such a shout as rose when he ended— oh, how proud I 
was!** 

"Of the shout, love?" 

" Nonsense ! — but of the cause of it. Proud to see my 
husband defending the poor and the oppressed — proud to see 
him honoured and looked up to^ more and more every year^ 
till—*' 
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^ Till it may come at last to ihe propheey in your birth-day 
verse — 'Her husband is known in the gates; he sitteth. 
among the elders of the land/ " 

Mrs. Hali&x laughed at me for reminding her of this, but 
allowed that she would not dislike its being fulfiUed. 

^' And it will be too. He is already < known in the gates ;' 
known far and near. Think how many of our ne^hbours comet 
to John to settle their differences, ini^^ad of going to lawt 
And how many poachers has he not peimuwled out of their 
dishonest — ^" 

** Illegal," corrected John. 

<^ Well, their iU^al waye^ and made decent, respectable 
men of them ! Then, see how he is consulted, and his opinioBi 
followed, by rich folk as wett as poor folk, all about the* 
neighbourhood. I Mtf sure John is as pqpiiliur, and has as 
much influence^ as many a member of parliament.'' 

John smiled with an amused twitch about his mouth, b«l ha 
said nothing. He rarely did say anything about himsel^*^ 
not even in his own household. The ^ly of his life was* 
its unconsciousnes&-*"Uke our own sQent Severn, howev^ 
broad and grand its current might be, that course teemed the 
natural ch^nel into which it flowed. 

'< There's Muriel,'' said the fether, listening. 

Often thus the child slipped away, and suddenly we heard 
all over the house the sweet sounds of ' Muriel's voice,' aa 
some one had called the old harpsichord. When almost a 
bal^, she would feel her way to it, ahd find out first bar* 
monies, then tunes, with that qoickneas and d^Ubca^ of ear 
peculiar to the bHnd. 

^ How well she plays 1 I wish I oould buy her one of 
those new instruments they call ' piano-fortes ; * I wa« look* 
ing into the mechanism of one the o^er day." 

^ She would like an organ better. Yon should iMive seen 
her hce in the Abbey church this morning." 

<< Hark ! she has stopped playing^ Gruy, run and brio^ 
your sister here," said the fiither, ever yearning after his daor* 



Gruy came back with a wonderful story of two gentlemen 
in the parlour, one of whom had patted his head — " Such a 
grand gentleman, a great deal grander than father! " 

That was true, as regarded the bright nankeens, the bluft 
coat with gold buttons, and the showiest of cambric kercbie& 
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swatbing Him up to the very chin. To this ^ grand ' person- 
age John bowed fbrmallj, bul his wife flushed up in surprised 
recognition. 

<^ It is so long since I had the happiness of meeting Miss 
March, that I conclude Mrs. Halifax has forgotten me ? " 

"No, Lord liuxmore, allow me to introduce my hus- 
band." 

And, I fancied, some of Miss March's old hauteur re- 
turned to the mother's softmied and matronly mien ; — ^pride, 
but not for herself or in herself, now. For^ truly, as tl^ two 
men stood together — ^though Lord Lnxmore had been hand- 
some in his youth, and was universally said to have as fine 
manners as the F^ince Regent himself — any woman might 
well have held her head loftily, introducing John Halifax as 
^ my husband.' 

Of the two, the nobleman was least at his ease, for the 
welc<»ne of both Mr. and Mrs. Hali&x, though courteonSj 
was decidedly cold. They did not seem to feel, and, if ru- 
mour spoke true, I doubt if any hcmest, virtuous, middle- 
dass Others and mothers would have felt — ^that their house 
was greatly Inmoured w sMie^ed by the presence of the 
Eari of Luxmore. 

But the nobleman was, as 1 have said, wonderfully fine- 
mannered. He lm>ke the ice at once. 

^ Mr. Halifax, I have long wished to know you. Mrf. 
Haliftuc, my daughter encouraged me to pay this impromptu 
visit." 

Here ensued polite inquiries after Lady Caroline Brith- 
wood ; we learned that she was just returned from abroad, 
and was entertaimng, at the Mythe House, her father and 
brother. 

" Pardcm— I was forgetting my son — ^Lord Ravenel.'* 

The youth thus pres^ted merely bowed. He was about 
eighteen or so, tall and spare, with thin features and lai^ 
soft eyes. He soon retreated to the garden-door, where he 
stood, watching the boys play, and shyly attempting to make 
friends with Muriel. 

^ I believe Ravenel has. seen you years ago, Mrs. Halifax. 
His sister made a great pet of him as a child. He has just 
completed his education — at the ec^ege of St. Omer, was it 
not, William t" 

^* l^e CathoHe coU^e of St. Qmer,'' r^eated the boy. 
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"Tut — ^what matters 1** said tho father, sbarplj. "Mr. 
Halifax, do not imagine we are a Catholic £Eimily still. I 
hope the next Earl of Luxmore will be able to take the oaths 
and his seat, whether or no we get Emancipation. Bjr the 
bye, you uphold the Bill ?" 

John assented ; expressing his conviction, then unhappily 
a rare one, that everyone's conscience is free ; and that all 
men of blameless life ought to be protected by, and allowed 
to serve, the state, whatever be their religious opinions. 

" Mr. Halifax, I entirely agree with you. A wise man 
esteems all faiths alike worthless." 

" Excuse me, my lord, that was the very last thing I 
meant to say. I hold every man's faith so sacred, that no 
other man has a right to interfere with it, or to question it* 
The matter lies solely between himself and his Maker." 

*' Exactly! What facility of expression your husband 
has, Mrs. HaHfax! He must be — ^indeed, I have heard he 
is — ^a first-rate public speaker." 

The wife smiled, wife-like ; but John said, hurriedly — 

" I have no pretension or ambition of the kind. I merely 
liow and then try to put plain truths, or what I believe to 
be such, before the people, in a form they are able to under* 
stand." 

"Ay, that is it. My dear Sir, the people have no more 
brains than the head of my cane (his Royal Highness's gift, 
Mrs. Halifax); they must be led or driven, like a flock of 
sheep. We " — & lordly * we !' — " are their proper shepherds* 
But, then, we want a middle class — ^at least, an occasional 
voice fi:om it, a — " 

"A shepherd's dog, to give tongue," said John, drily. 
"In short, a public orator. In the House, or out of itt" 

"Both." And the earl tapped his boot with that royal 
cane, smiling. " Yes ; I see you apprehend me. But, before 
we commence that somewhat delicate subject, there was 
another on which I desired my agent, Mr. Brown, to obtain 
your valuable opinion." 

"You mean, when, yesterday, he offered me, by your 
lordship's express desire, the lease, lately fallen in, of your 
cloth-mills at Eaderley I" 

Now, John had not told us that ! — ^why, his manner too 
plainly showed. 

"And all will be arranged, I trust? Brown says you 
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have long wished to take the mills; I shall be most happj 
to have you for a tenant/* 

(« My lord, as I told your agent, it is impossible. We will 
say no more about it." 

John crossed over to his wife with a cheerful air. She 
sat looking grave and sad. 

Lord Luxmore had the reputation of being a keen-witted, 
diplomatic personage; undoubtedly he owned, or could as- 
sume, that winning charm of manner which had descended 
in perfection to his daughter. Both qualities it pleased him 
to exercise now. He rose, addressing with kindly frankness 
the husband and wife. 

" If I may ask — ^being a most sincere well-wisher of yours, 
and a sort of connexion of Mrs. Halifax's, too — ^why is it 
impossible f " 

*' I have no wish to disguise the reason : it is because I 
have no capital." 

Lord Luxmore looked surprised. ** Surely— -excuse me, 
but I had the honour of being well acquainted with the late 
Mr. March — surely, your wife's fortune — " 

Ursula rose, in her old impetuous way — "His wife's fortune ! 
(John, let me say it?— I will, I must !)— of his wife's for- 
tune, Lord Luxmore, he has never received one farthing. 
Bichard Brithwood keeps it back ; and my husband would 
work day and night for me and our children, rather than go 
to law." 

"Oh! on principle, I suppose? I have heard of such 
opinions," said the earl, with the slightest perceptible sneer. 
" And you agree with him ?" 

" I do, heartily. I would rather we lived poor all our 
days, than that he should wear his life out, trouble his spirit, 
perhaps even soil his conscience, by squabbling with a bad 
man over money matters." 

( It was good to see Ursula as she spoke ; good to see the 
look that husband and vdfe interdumged-^-husband and wife, 
different in many points, yet so blessedly, so BsSeijonel Then 
John said — 

"Love, perhaps another subject than our own afimrs 
would be more interesting to Lord Luxmore." 

" Not at all — ^not at aU 1" And the earl was evidently 
puzzled and annoyed. " Such extraordinary conduct," he 
muttered : " so very — a-hem! — ^unwise. If ihe matter were 
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faiown^-caught op hj tbose neirspapers-^I mast really have 
a little conversation with Brithwoodl" 

. The conversation paused, and John changed it entirdy, hy 
making some remarks on the present minister, Mr« Percivi^ 

*^ I Mked his last speech much. He seems a dear^headed, 
honest man, for all his dogged opposition to the Bill." 

" He will never oppose it m<Mrft." 

«' Nay, I think he will, my lord— to the donth." 

" That may be— and yet — '* his lordship smiled. " Mf . 
Halifax, I have just had news by a carrier pige<nai — «sy birds 
fly well — most important news for us and our party« Yester- 
day, in the lobby of the House of Commons, Mr. Perdval 
was shot." 

We all started* An hour ago we had be^i reading his 
speech. Mr. Percival shot ! 

<^ Oh, John," cried the mother, her eyes &ii\ of t^urs ; ^ his 
fatherless children!" 

And for many minutes they stood, hearing Uie lamentable 
histwy, and looking at their little ones at play in the garden; 
thinking, as many an English &ther aii^ mother did that 
day, of the stately house in London, where the widow and 
arphims bewailed their dead. He mi^t or might not be a 
great statesman, but he was undoubtedly a good man 4 maay 
still remember the shock of his untim^y death, and how, 
whether or not they liked him living, all the honest hearts 
of England mourned for Mr. Percival. 

Possibly, that number d^ not include the Earl of Lux- 
more. 

^' Requiescat in pace I I shall propose the eanonication of 
poor B^lingham. For now Percival is dead, there will be 
an immediate election ; and on that election d^p^ids Catholic 
Emancipation. Mr. Halifax," turning quickly round to him, 
'*' you would be of great use to us in parliament." 

"Should I r 

" Will you — ^I like pkm i^eaking^^will you ^iter it f " 
Enter parliament! John Hal^Gax in parliament! H» 

wife and I were both astounded by the suddenness of the pes- 

fiibility ; which, however, John himself seemed to receive as 

no novel idea* 
Lord Luxmore continued. *< I assure you nothing is more 

easy ; I can bring you in at once, for a borough near here-^ 

my ^mily borough." 
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** Which yovL wish to he held hy some conveDient p^^on 
till Lord Ravenel eomeB <^ age ? So Mr. Browfi informed me 
yesterday.*' 

Lord Luxmore slightly frowned. Such ^unsactions, m 
common then in the service of the country «s they still are 
in the service of the church, were yet generally glossed over, 
iw if a certain discredit attached to them. The yoimg lord 
seemed to §oeL it ; at sound of his name, he turned round to 
listen, and turned back again, blushing scarlet. Not so the 
Earl, his father. 

*< Brown is-— (may I offer you a plnch^ Mr. HaMucf-'-^ 
what, not the prince Re^nt's own mixture T) — ^Brown is in- 
deed a worthy fellow, but too hasly in his c(mclumons« As 
it hi^>pens, my son is yet undecided betwe^i the clmrch^- 
that is, the priesthood---and politics. But to our conversa- 
tion — ^Mrs. Hf^ax, may I not enlist you on my side t We 
could easily remove all difficulties, such as qualification, ^. 
Would you not like to see your husband member for the old 
and honourable IxHxmgh of KingsweH?" 

^^ KingsweU I '^ It was a tumble-down viSage, where John 
held and managed for me the sole renmant of landed propertjr 
which my po(Mr father had left me» ^^ KingsweU ! why there 
are not a dozea houses in the place.'' 

^^ The fewer the better, my dear madam. The ele<^<m 
would cost me scaredy any — trouble; and the country be 
TEstly Ihe gaine^ by your husband's tal^^ts and probily. Of 
course, he will give up the — ^I forget what is his bumness now 
— ^and live independent* He is made to e^dne as a politician : 
it will be both happiness and honour to myself to have in 
fiome way contributed to that end. Mr. Halifax, you will 
accept my boa:oughl" 

^^Not on any conmderatien your lordship could offer me." 

Lord Luxmore scaroely credited his ears. *^ My dear sir— 
you are the most extnu^rdinary — ^may I again enquire your 
reasons!" 

^' I have several ; one wiH suffice. Though 1 wish to gain 
influence — ^power perhaps ; still the last thing I should desire 
would be politidd influence." 

** You might possibly escape that unwelcome possession," 
returned the earl. ^ Half the Hou^e <^ Commons is made 
up of harmless dummies, who vote as we bid them." 

^^ A character, my lord, for which I am decidedly unfitted. 
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Until political conscience ceases to be a thing of traffic, until 
the people are allowed honestly to choose their own honest 
representatives, I must decline being of that number. Shall 
we dismiss the subject?" 
^ " With pleasure, sir." 

And courtesy being met by courtesy, the question so mo« 
mentous was passed over, and merged into trivialities. Per- 
haps the Earl, who, as his pleasures palled, was understood to 
be fixing his keen wits upon the pet profligacy of old age, 
politics — saw, clearly enough, that in these chaotic days of 
contending parties, when the maddened outcry of the < people ' 
was just being heard and listened to, it might be as well not 
to make an enemy of this young man, who, with a few more, 
stood as it were midway in the gulf, now slowly beginning to 
narrow, between the commonalty and the aristocracy. 

He stayed some time longer, and then bowed himself away 
with a gracious condescension worthy of the Prince of Wales 
himself, carrying with him the shy, gentle Lord Ravenel, who 
had spoken scarcely six words the whole time. 

When he was gone, the father and mother seemed both 
relieved. 

^' Truly, John, he has gained little by his visit, and I hope 
it may be long before we see an earl in our quiet house again. 
Come in to dinner, my children." 

But his lordship had left an uncomfortable impression 
behind him. It lasted even until that quiet hour — often the 
quietest and happiest of our day — ^when, the children being 
aU in bed, we elders closed in round the fire. 

Ursula and I sat there, longer alone than usual. 

<^ John is late to-night," she said more than once ; and I 
could see her start, listening to every foot under the window, 
every touch at the door-bell ; not stirring, though : she knew 
his foot and his ring quite well always. 

^' There he is ! " we both said at once — ^much relieved; and 
John came in. 

Brightness always came in with him. Whatever cares he 
had without — and they were heavy enough, God knows — ^they 
always seem to slip off the moment he entered his own door ; 
and whatever slight cares we had at home, we put them aside; 
as they could not but be put aside, nay, forgotten — at the sight 
of him. 

*' Well, Uncle Phineas I Children all right, my darling I 
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A fire I .Fm glad of it. Truly, to-night is as cold as' 
November." 

' ** John; if you have a weakness, it is for fire. You're a, 
regular salamander.*' 

He IjMighett— farming his hands at the blaze. " " Yes, I. 
would rather be hungry than cold, any day. ' Love, oar one 
e^rtravagance is certainly coals. A grand fire this ! ' I do 
like it so!" 

- She called him * foolish ; * but smoothed down with a quiet,, 
kiss the forehead he lifted up to her as she stood beside him,*^ 
looking a&'if she would any day have converted the whole 
house into fuel, for his own private and particular benefit.^ = 
.' " Little ones all in bed , of course t " 
"Lideed, they would have lain awake half the night—' 
those naughty boys — talking of LongfieH, You nevet saw 
children so delighted." 

* " Are theyl" I thought the tone was rather sad, and. 
that the father sat listening with less interest than usual 16 
the pleasant little household chronicle, tilways wonderful and 
always new, which it was his custom to ask for and have, 
night after night, when he came home, — saying it wasJto him, 
after his day's toil, Hke a ' babbling o' green fields.'— Soon it* 
stopped. 
' " J(^n, dear, you are very tired ? " 
** Rather." 

" Have you been very busy all day ? ** 
"Very busy." 

'I uaderstood, almost as well as his wife did, what those 
brief answers indicated ; so, stealing away to the table where ' 
Guy's blurred copy-book and Edwin's astonishing addition- 
sums were greatly in need of Uncle Phineas, I left the fire- 
side comer to those two. Soon, John settled himself in my ^ 
easy chair, and then one saw how very weary he was— 
weary in body and soul alike — weary as we seldom beheld ' 
him. It went to my heart to watch the listless stretch of his 
large, strong ^frame — the sharp lines about his mouth — Klines 
wMch ought not to have come there in his two-and-thirty 
years. And his eyes — ^they hardly looked like John's eyes, 
as they gazed in a sort of dull quietude, too anxious to be 
dreamy, into the red coals — ^and nowhere else. 

At lastj he roused himself, and took up his wife's work. 
" More little coats I Love, you are always sewing." 

B 
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^< Mothers most — ^7011 know. And I think nerer did boys 
ont-grow their things like our bojs. It is pleasant, too. If 
only clothes did not wear out so fast." 

««Ahr A sigh— £rofn the very depth of the Other's 
heart. 

^' Not a bit too fast for my clever fingers, though,'' said 
Ursula, quickly. <<Look, John, at this lovely braiding. 
But I'm not going to do any more of it. I shall certainly 
have no time to waste over fineries at Longfield." 

Her husband todk up the £uiciful woii^, admired it, and 
laid it down again. After a pause he said — 

^< Should you be very much disappointed if-^if we do not 
go to Longfield after allf ' 

^'Not go to Longfield!" The involuntary exdamatioit 
showed how deep her longing had been. 

" Because I am afndd — ^it is hard, I know-— but I am 
afiraid we cannot manage it. Are you very sorry 1" 

^< Yes»" she said, fra^ly and truthfully. ^^Not so much 
for myself but — ^the children." 

" Ay, the poor children." 

Ursula stitched away rapidly for some moments, till the 
grieved look faded out of her face ; then she turned it, all 
cheerful once more, to her husband. Now« John, tell me. 
Never mind about the children. Tell me." 

He told her, as was his halnt at all times, of some losses 
which had to-day befallen him— bad debts in his business — 
which would make it, if not impracticable, at least imprudent, 
to enter on any new expenses that year. Nay, he must, if 
possible, retrench a little. Ursula listened, without ques* 
tion, comment, or complaint. 

^^ Is that all ? " she said at last, very gently. 

"All." 

" Then never mind. I do not. We vnll find some other 
pleasures for the children. We have so many pleasures, ay, 
all of us. Husband, it is not so hard to give up this one." 

He said, in a whisper, low almost as a lover's, " I could 
give up anything in the world but them and thee." 

So, with a brief information to me at supper -time — " Uncle 
Phineas, did you hear? we cannot go to Longfield," — ^the 
renunciation was made,. and the subject ended. For this year, 
at least, our Arcadian dream was over. 

But John's troubled looks did not pass away. It seemed 
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as if this nig^t bU long toil h^d come to that crisis when the 
strongest man breaks down—- or trembles within a hair's 
breadth of breaking down ; conscious too, horribly conscious, 
that if SO) himself will be the least part of the universal ruin. 
His face was haggard, his moTcments irritable and restless ; : 
be started nervously at every sound. Sometimes even a hasty 
word, an uneasiness about trifles, shewed how strong was the 
effort he made at self-controL Ursula, usually by &r the 
most quick-tempered of the two, became to-night mild and 
palient. She neither watched nor questioned him — ^wise 
woman as she was ; she only sat still, busying herself over her 
work, speaking now and then of little things, lest he should 
notice her anxiety about him« He did at last. 

^ Nay, I am not ill, do not be afraid. Only my bead aches 
so — ^let me lay it here, as the children do/' 

His wife made a place for it on her shoulder ; there it 
rested — ^the poor tired head, until gradually the hard and pain- 
ful expression of the features relaited, and it became John's 
own natural face — as quiet as any of the little faces on their 
pillows up-stairs, whence,doubtless, slumber had long banished 
all anticipation of Longfield. At last, he, too fell asleep. 

Ursula held up her finger, that I might not stir. The 
clock in the comer, and the soil sobbing of the fiame (m the 
hearth, were the only sounds in the parlour. She sewed on 
quietly, to the end of her work ; then let it drop oh her lap, 
and sat stiU. Her cheek leaned itself softly against John'-s 
hair, and in her eyes, which seemed so intently contempla- 
ting the little frock, I saw large bright tears gather — Ml. 
But her look was serene, nay, happy ; as if she thought of 
these beloved ones, husband and children — her very own — 
preserved to her in health and peace, — ay, and in that which 
is better than either, the unity of love. For that priceless 
blessing, for the comfort of being his comfort, fpr the sweetness 
of bringing up these his children in the fear of God and in 
the honour of their father — she, true wife and mother as she 
was, would not have exchanged the wealth of the whole 
world. 

" What's that ?" We all started, as a sudden ring at the 
bell pealed through the house, waking John, and Mgbtening 
the very children in their beds. All for a mere letter too, 
brought by a lacquey of Lord Luxmore's. Having — some- 
what indignantly — ascertained this fact, the mother ran up 
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s^irs to (Juiet her little ones. When she came down, John ' 
still stood with the letter in his hand. He had not told me ; 
what it was ; when I chanced to ask, he answered in a low 
tone — " Presentljr !" On his wife's entrance, he gave her ' 
the letter without a word. 

Wellmi^tit startle her into a cry of joy. Truly the 
deaHngs of heaven to us were wonderful 1 

"Mr. John Halifax. 

"SiK, 

"Your wife, Ursula Hali^uc, having some time since 
attained the age fixed by her late £a,ther as her majority, I 
will, within a month after date, pay over to your order all . 
moneys,' prmcipal and interest, accruiog to her, and hitherto 
lef^ in my hands, as trustee, according to the will of the late .; 
Henry March^ Esquire. 

"lam, sir, 

" Yours, &c., 

"Richard Brithwood." } 

. " Wonderful — ^wonderful !** 

It was all I could say. That one bad man, Ibr his own ' 
purposes, should influence another bad man to an act of, 
justice'— and that their double evil should be made to work \ 
out our good 4 Also, that this should <K)me just in our time 
of ^jeed^ — when John's strengtii seemed ready to foil. • 

" Oh John — John ! now you need not worit so hard !" 

That was his wife's first cry, as she clung to him almost in 
tears. 

He too was a good deal agitated. This sudden lifting of 
the burthen made him feel how heavy it had been-^how ter- 
rible the responsibility — how sickening the fear. 

" Thank God ! In any case, you are quite safe now — you 
and the children I" 

He sat down, very pale. His wife knelt beside him, and 
put her arms round his neck— I quietly went out of the 
room. 

When I came in again, they were standing by the fire-side 
—both cheerftil, as two people to whom had happened such . 
unexpected good fortune, might naturally, be expected to 
appear. I offered my congratulations in rather a comical 
vein than otherwise ; we all of us had caught John's habit 
of putting things ia a comic light whenever < he felt them 
keenly. • - 
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,, " Yes, he is a. rich man now— mind you treat your brother 
with exti*a respect, Phineas.'* 
' " And your sister too. 

* For she sail walk in silk attire^ 
And tiller hae to spare/ 

: She's quite young and handsome still — ^isn't she ? How mag- 
.ni&^nt she'll look in that grey silk gown !" 

"John, you ought to be ashamed of yourself! you — ^the 
father of a fomily 1 you — ^that are to be the largest mill-owner 
^ Enderley— " 

He looked at her fondty, half deprecatingly. " Not till I 
have made you and the children all safe — as I said." 
. "We are safe— quite safe — ^when we have you. Oh, 
Phineas! make him see it as I do. • Make him understand 
ihat it will be the happiest day in his wife's life, when she 
jknows him happy in his heart's desire." 
. We sat a Httle while longer, talking over, the strange 
change in our fortunes — ^for they wished to make ine feel 
that now, as ever, what was theirs was mine ; then Ursula 
took her candle to depart. 

"Love!" John cried, calling her back as she shut the 
door, and watching her stand there patient — watching with 
something of the old mischievous twinkle in his eyes. " ^irs. 
Halifax, when shall I have the honour of ordering your long- 
tailed grey ponies?'^ 



CHAPTER XXni. 

KoT many weeks afterwards, we went to live at Longfield, 
which henceforth became the family home for many years. 

Longfield ! happy Longfield ! little nest of love, and joy, 
and peace — ^where the children grew up, and we grew old— 
where season after season brought some new change ripening 
in us and around us— where summer and winter, day and 
night, the hand of God's providence was over our roof^ bless- 
ing our goings out and our comings in, our basket and our 
store ; crowning us with tiie richest blessing of all, that we 
were made a household where ' brethren dwelt togetb^ in 
unity.' Beloved Longfield ! my heart, slow pulsing as befits 
one near the grave, thrills warm and young as I remember 
thee ! 
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Yet bow shall I describe it — ^tbe familiar spot; so familia 
that it seems to need no descripUon at all. 

It was but a small place when we first came theie. It led 
out of the high-road by a field-gate — ^the White Gate ; from 
which a narrow path wound down to a stream, thence up 
a green slope to the house; a mere farm-house, nothing 
more. It had one parlour, three decent bed-rooms, kitchen, 
and out-houses; we built extempore chambers out of the 
bam and cheese-room. In one of these the boys, Guy and 
Edwin slept ; against the low roof of which the Mher gene- 
rally knocked his head every morning when he came to call 
the lads. Its windows were open all summer round, and 
birds and bats used oftentimes to fly in, to the great delight 
of the youthful inmates. 

Another infinite pleasure to the little folk was that, for the 
first year, the farm-house kitchen was made our dining-room. 
There, through the open door, Edwin's pigeons, Muriel's two 
doves, and sometimes a stately hen, walked in and out at 
pleasure. Whether our live-stock, brought up in the law of 
kindness, were as well-trained and well-behaved as our chil- 
dren, I cannot tell ; bat certain it is that we never found any 
harm from this system, necessitated by our early straits at 
Longfield — ^this ' liberty, fraternity, and equality.' 

Those words, in themselves true and lovely, but wrested 
to such false meaning, whose fisital sound was now dying out 
of Europe, merged in the equally false and fatal shout of 
' Gloii^e ! gloire ! ' remind me of an event which I believe was 
tfie first that broke the delicious monotony of our new life. 

It was one September morning. Mrs. Halifax, the chil- 
dren, and I were down at the stream, planning a bridge 
across it, and a sort of stable, where John's horse might be 
put up— the mother had steadily resisted the long-tailed grey 
ponies. For with all the necessary improvements at Long- 
field, with the large settlement that John insisted upon ma- 
king on his wife and children, before he would use in his 
business any portion of her fortune, we found we were by no 
means so rich as to make any great change in our way of 
Hfe advisable. And, after all, the mother's best luxuries 
were to see her children merry and strong, her husband's 
face lightened of its care, and to know he was now placed 
beyond doubt in the position he had always longed for ; for 
was he not this very day gone to sign the lease of Enderley 
Mills? 
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Mrs. Halifax had just looked at her watch, and she and I 
Vere wondering, with quite a childish pleasure, whether he 
were not now signing the important deed, when Guy came 
running to saj a coach-and-four was trying to enter the 
White Gate. 

. " Who can it bet — ^But they must be stopped, or theyTl 
spoil John's new gravei road that he takes such pride in. 
IJncle Phineas, would you mind going to see ? " 

Who should I see, but almost the last person I expected — 
who had not been beheld, hardly spoken of^ in our household 
these ten years — ^Lady Caroline Brilhwood, in her travelling- 
habit of green cloth, her velvet riding-hat, wiUi its Prince of 
Wales' feathers, gayer than ever — though her pretty &ce 
was withering under the paint, and her lively manner grow- 
ing coarse and bold. 

^<Is this Longfield?— Does Mr. Halifi&x— mon Dieuj Mr. 
Fletcher, is that you ? " 

She held out her hand with the frankest condescension, 
and in the brightest humour in the world. She insisted on 
sending on the carriage, and accompanying me down to the 
stream, for a * surprise ' — ^a ' scene.' 

Mrs. Halifax, seeing the coach drive on, had evidently for- 
gotten all about it. She stood in the little dell which the 
stream had made, Walter in her arms — ^her figure thrown 
back, so as to poise the child's weight. Her right iiand 
kept firm hold of Guy, who was paddling barefoot in the 
stream ; Edwin, the only one of the boys who never gave 
any trouble, was soberly digging away, beside little MurieL 

The lady clapped her hands. ^^BravaJ braviaaimaf a 
charming £Eunily picture, Mrs. Hali^UL." 

"Lady Caroline!" 

Ursula left her children, and came to greet her old acquaint- 
ance, whom she had never once seen since she was Ursula 
March. Perhaps that' fact touched her, and it was with a 
kind of involuntary tenderness that she looked into the 
sickly face, where idl the smiles could not hide the wrinkles. 

^^ It is many years since we met ; and we are both some- 
what altered, cousin Caroline." 

" You are, with those three great boys. The little girl yours 
also t — Oh, yes, I remember William told me — ^poor little 
thing I" And with uneasy awe she turned firom our blind 
Muriel, our child of peace. 
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'' Will you come up to the house 1 my husband has only 
ridden over to Enderley ; he will be home soon,** " 

^< And glad to see me, I wonder ? For I am rather afraid 
jpf that husband of yours — eh, Ursula? Yet I should 
greatly like to stay." 

Ursula laughed, and repeated the welcome. . She was so 
hi^py -herself — she longed to distribute her happiness. 
They walked, the children following, towards the house. 

Under the great walnut-tree, by the sunk fence which 
yarded the flower-garden from the sheep and cows, Mrs. 
Halifax stopped and pointed down the green slope of the 
field, across the valley, to the wooded bills opposite. 

" Isn't it a pretty view ?" said Guy, creeping up and 
touching the stranger's gown; our children had liv^ too 
much in an atmosphere of love to know either shyness or 
fear. 
. « Very pretty, my little friend.'V 

" That's One-tree Hill. Father is going to take us all a 
walk there this afternoon." 

* Do you like going walks with your father f *^ 

^' Oh, don't we I" An electric smile ran through the 
whole circle. It told enough of the blessed home-tale. 
. Lady Caroline laughed a sharp laugh. " Eh, my dear, I 
see how things are. You don't regret having married John 
ffalifax, the tanner I" 

"Regretl" 

" Nay/ be not impetuous. I always said he was a noble 
^llow — so does the earl now. And William — you can't 
think what a hero your husband is to William." 
: "LordJaavenelf 

" Ay, my little brother that was — growing a young maa 
now — ^a frightful bigot, wanting to make our house as 
Catholic ad wheti two or three of us lost our heads for King 
Jimies. But he is a good boy — poor Willidm I I had rather 
Qot talk about him." 

Ursula inquired courteously if her cousin Bichard were welL 

. "Bah! — ^I suppose he is; he is always well. His late 

astonishing honesty to Mr. Halifax cost lum a fit of gout; — 

mats rCimporte, If they meet, I suppose all things wiU be 

smooth between them I" 

" My husband never had any ill-feeling to Mr. Brithwood." 
; '^I should not bear him an undying enmity if he had. 
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But you see 'tis election time, and the earl wishes to put in a 
^ehdemaii,^ a Mend of outSy for Kingswell. Mr. Halifax 
owns some cottages there, eh t" . 

* ** Mr. t'letcher does* My husband transacts business—" 

- " Sttop I stop !" cried Lady Caroline. " I don't unders^nd 
^business ; I only know that they want your husband to be 
Mendly with mine. 1» this plain enough ?" 

- "Certainly: be under no apprehension. Mr. Halifax 
never bears malice against anyone. Was this the reason of 
your visit, Lady Caroline !" 

"Eh — mon- Dim I what would become of us if we were all 
AST straightforward as you, Mistress Ursula? But it sounds 
charming — ^in the country. No, my dear % I came — nay, 1 
hardly know why. Probably, because I liked to come — 
iny usual reascm for most actions. Is that your salk-a^ 
manger f "W<»'t you ask me to dinner, ma causine f* 

" Of course," the mother said, though I fancied, after- 
wards;' the inyitatk>i;i rather weighed upon her mind, pro- 
bably from the doubt whether or no John would like it. But 
in little things, as in great, she had always this safe trust in 
him — that conscientiously to do what she felt to be right, 
was the surest way to be right in her husband's eyes. 
• So Lady Caroline was our guest for the day — a novel 
guest — ^but she made herself at once familiar and pleasant. 
Guy, a little gentleman from his cradle, installed himself 
her admiring knight attendant everywhere : Edwin brought 
hi^r ta see his pigeons; Walter, with sweet, shy blushes, 
^ered her " a 'ittle f'o#^er ;" and the three, as the greatest 
of all favours, inmsted on escorting her to pay a visit to the 
beautiful calf not a week old. 

- Laughing, she followed the boys ; telling them how lately 
in Sicily she had been presented to a week-old prince, son of 
Louis Philippe the young Duke of Orleans and the Princess 
Marie-Amelie. " And truly, children, he was not half so; 
pretty as your little calf. Ursula, I am sick of courts some- 
times. I would turn shepherdess myself, if we could find a 
tderaUe Arcadia." 

" Is there any Arcadia like home!" 

" Home !" — ^Her face expressed the utmost loathing, fear, 
and scorn. I remember hearing that the 'Squire since his 
return from abroad had grown just like his father ; was 
drunk every day and all day long. "Is your husband altered, 
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Ursula? He must be quite a jouDg man still. Ob, what if 

is to be young !" 

, ** John looks much older, people say ; but I don't see it.'' 

** Arcadia again ! Can such Uiings be ? especially in Eng- 
land, that paradise of husbands, where the first husband in 
the realm sets such an illustrious example. How do you 
stay-at-home British matrons feel towards my friend the 
Princess of Wales ?" ^ 

'^ God help her, and make her as good a woman as she is 
B wronged and miserable wife," said Ursula, sadly. 

^^ Quert/j Can a ' good woman ' be made out of a * wronged 
and miserable wife ?' If so, Mrs. Hali&x, you should cer* 
tainly take out a patent for the manulacture." 

The subject touched too near home. Ursula wisely avoided 
it, by enquiring if Lady Caroline meant to remain in £ng* 
land. 

"Ceto depend.'* She turned suddenly grave. "Your 
fresh air makes me feel weary. Shall we go in-doors ?" 

Dinner was ready laid out — ^a plain meal ; since neither 
the father nor any of us cared for table dainties ; but I think 
if we had lived in a hut, and fed off wooden platters on po- 
tatoes and salt, our repast would have been fair and orderly, 
and our hut the neatest that a hut could be. For the mother 
of the £stmily had in perfection almost the best genius a woman 
can have — the genius of tidiness. 

We were not in the least ashamed of our simple dinner- 
table, where no difference was ever made for anybody. We 
had Httle plate, but plenty of snow-white napeiy and pretty 
china ; and what with the scents of the fiower-garden on one 
side, and the green waving of the elm-tree on the other, it 
was as good as dining out-of-doors. 

The boys were still gathered round Lady Caroline, in the 
little ck)set off the dining-room wh^e lessons were learnt ; 
Muriel sat as usual on the door^sill, petting one of her doves 
that used to come and perch on her head and her shoulder, 
of their own accord, when I heard the child say to herself— 

" Father's coming." 

"Where, darling r 

" Up the farm-yard way. There — ^he is on the gravel- 
walk. He has stopped ; I daresay it is to pull some of the 
jessamine that grows over the weU. Now, fly away, dove I 
Father's here." 
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And the next nunute a general shout echoed, <^ Father's 
hereP 

He stood in the doorway, lifting one after the other up in 
his arms ; havinig a kiss and a merry word for all — this good 
&ther I 

O solenm name, which Deity Himself claims and owns ! 
Happy these children, who in its fullest sense could under- 
stand the word * fatherl' to whom, from the dawn of their 
little lives, their father was what all fathers should be — the 
truest representative here on earth of that Father in heaven, 
who IS at once justice, wisdom, and perfect love. 

^^VVJi too— most blessed among women — the woman who 
gave her children such a father 1 

Ursula came — ^for his eye was wandering in search of her 
— and received the embrace, without which he never left her 
or returned. 

" AU rightly settled, John ?** 

*« Quite settled.** 

" I am so glad.** With a second kiss, not often bestowed 
in public, as congratulation. He was going to tell more, 
when Ursula said, rather hesitatingly — " We have a visitor 
to-day." 

Lady Caroline came out of her comer, laughing. " Tou 
did not expect me, I see. Am I welcome ?'* 

^^ Any welcome that Mrs. Hali£six has given is also mine." 

But John's manner, though polite, was somewhat con- 
strained; and he felt, as it seemed to my observant eye, 
more surprise than gratification in this incursion on his quiet 
home. Also I noticed, that when Lady Caroline, in the 
height of her condescension, would have Muriel close to her 
at dinner, he involuntarily drew his little daughter to her 
accustomed place beside himself. 

" She always sits here, thank you.** 

The table-talk was chiefly between the lady and her host ; 
she rarely talked to women when a man wafi to be had. 
Conversation veered between the Emperor Napoleon and 
Lord Wellington, Lord William Bentinck and Sardinian 
policy, the conjugal squabbles of Carlton House, and the one- 
absorbing political question of this year — Catholic eman- 
cipation. 

" You are a staunch suj^rter of the Bill, my &ther says. 
Of course, you aid him in the Eingswell election, to-morrow ?" 
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" I cs^rx scarcely call it an election," returned John. , He 
had been commenting on it to us that morning rather severely. 
An election ! it was merely a talk in the King's Head par- 
lour, a nomination, and show of hands by some dozen poor 
labourers, tenants of Mr% Brithwood and Lord Luxtnore, who 
got a few pounds a-piece for their services, — ^and the thing 
was done. 

" Who is tbe nominee, Lady Caroline V^ 
"A young gentleman of small fortune, but excellent parts, 
who returned with us from Naples." 

The lady's manner being rather more formal than she 
generally usisd, John looked up quickly. 
^ " The election being to-morrow, of course his name is no 
secret!" 

" Oh, no I Vermilye. Mr. Gerard Vermilye. Do you 
Inowhim?" 

" I have heard of him." 

As he spoke— either intentionally or no — John looked full 
at Lady Caroline. She dropped her eyes,, and began playing 
with her bracelets. Both immediately quitted the subject di 
Kjngswell election. 

Soon after, we rose from table; and Guy, who had all 
dinner-time fixed his admiring gaze upon the * pretty lady,* 
Insisted on taking her down the garden and gathering for 
Jier a magnificent arum Mly, the mother's favourite lily, t 
suggested gaining permission first ; and was sent to ask the 
question. 

I found John and hia wife in serious, even painful conver- 
sation. 

" Loye,"^ he was saying, " I have known it for very long ; 
but if she had not come here, I would never have grieved 
you by telling it." 

" Perhaps it is not true," cried Ursula^ warmly. " The 
world is ready enough to invent cruel falseboods about us 
women." 

" Us women 1 ' Don't say that, Ursula. I will not have 
my wife named in the same breath with her.** 

"John!" 

" I will not, I say. You don't know what it cost me even 
Co see her touch your hand." 

''John!" 

The seft tone recalled him to his better self. 
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" Forgive me 1 but I would not have the least taint come 
near this wiife of mine. I could not bear to think of her • 
holding intercourse with a light woman^ — a woman false to 
her husband." 

" I do not believe it. Caroline was foolish, she was never 
wicked. Listen! — ^If this- were true, how could she be 
laughing with our children now J Oh! John — think — ^she ; 
has no children." 

* The deep pity passed from Ursula's heart to her husband's. ' 
John clasped foiidly the two hands that were laid on his 
shoulders, as> looking up in his &ce, the happy wife pleaded 
sileritly for one whom all the world knew was so wronged 
aM so unhappy. ' • • 

" We will wait a little before we judge. Love, you are a 
better Christian than L" 

All afternoon they both showed more than courtesy — - 
kindness, to this woman, at whom, as anyone out of our re- 
tired household would have known, and as John did know 
wfeU— ^all the world waiB already pointing the £nger, on ac- 
count of ]\Ir. Gerard Vermilye. She, on her part, with her 
chameleon power of seizing and sunning herself in the delight 
of the moment, was in a state of the highest enjoyment. She 
turned ' shepherdess,' fed the poultry with Edwin, pulled off 
her jewelled ornaments, and gave them to Walter for play- 
things ; nay, she even washed off her rouge at the spring, 
and came in with faint natural roses upon her faded cheeks. 
So happy she seemed, so innocently, childishly happy ; that 
more than once I saw John and Ursula exchange satisfied 
looks, rejoicing that they had followed after the divine 
charity which * thinketh no evil.' 

After tea we all turned out, as was our wont on summer 
evenings ; the children playing about ; while the father and 
mother strolled up and down the sloping field-path, arm in 
arm like lovers, or sometimes he fondly leaning upon her. 
Thus they would walk and talk together in the twilight, for 
hours. 

Lady (^aroline pointed to them. " Look ! Adam and Eve 
modernised ; Baucis and Philemon when they were young. 
Bon Dim 1 what it is to be young I " 

She said this in a gasp, as if wild with terror of the days 
that were coming upon her — ^the dark days. 

"People are always young," I answered, "who love one 
aopther as these do." 
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y* Loye! what an old-fashioned word. I hate it ! It is so 
—what would you say in English? — so dechircmt. I would 
not cultivate une grande passion for the world." 

I smiled at the idea of ^e bond between Mr. and Mrs. 
Halifax taking the Frenchified character of ^une grandi 
passumJ 

^^ But home-love, married love, love among children and at 
the fire-side ; — ^you believe in that ? " 

She turned upon me her beautiful eyes ; they had a scared 
look, like a bird's driven right into the fowler's net. 

** (Test impossible — mpassible ! " 

The word hissed itself out between her shut teeth — " tb- 
possibUJ Then she walked quickly on, and was her lively 
self once more. 

When the evening closed, and the younger children were 
gone to bed, she became rather restless about the non-appear- 
ance of her coach. At last a lacquey arrived, on foot. She 
angrily enquired, why a carriage had not been sent for her I'* 

*< A^ter didn't give orders, my lady,** answered the man, 
somewhat rudely. 

Lady Caroline turned pale — ^with anger or fear — perhaps 
both. 

" You have not properly answered your mistress's question," 
said Mr. HaHfitx. 

" Master says, sir — ^begging my lady's pardon for repeating 
it — ^but he says, ^ My lady went out against his will, and she 
may come home when and how she likes.' " 

^^ My lady " burst out laughing, t^id laughed violently and 
long. 

<^ Tell him, I will. Be sure you tell him I will. It is the 
last and the easiest obedience." 

John sent the lacquey out of the room ; and Ursula said 
something about ' not speaking thus before a servant.' 

" Before a servant ! Why, my dear, we furnish entertain- 
ment for our whole establishment, my husband and I. We 
are at the My the what the Prince Regent and the Princess 
of Wales are to the country at large. We divide our people 
between us ; I fascinate — he bribes. Ha ! ha ! Well done, 
Richard Brithwood ! I may come home ' when and how I 
like V Truly, I'll use that kind permission." 

Her eyes glittered with an evil fire : her cheeks were hot 
and red. 
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^^ Mrs. Hali&x, I 8ba& be thrown on your hospitality for 
an hour or two kniger. Could you send a letter for me ?** 

" To your husband ? Certainly." 

"My husband? — ^Never ! — ^Yes, to my husband.** The first 
part of the sentence was full of fiwce contempt ; the latter, 
RDOfhered, and slowly desperate. *^ Tell me, Ursula, what 
constitutes a man one's husband ? Brutality, tyranny — the 
tyranny which the law sanctions ? Or kindness, sympathy, 
devotion, everything that niakes life beautiful— everything 
that constitutes happiness and — ^* 

"Sin." 

The word in her ear was so low, that she started as if 
conscience onty had uttered it— conscience, to whom only 
her intents were known. ^ 

John came forward, s^ieaking gravely, but not unkindly. 

" Lady Caroline, I am deeply grieved that this should 
hsve happened in my house, and through your visiting us 
against your husband's will." 

"HiswiUr 

" Pardon me ; but I think a wife is bound to the very last 
to obey in all things not absolutely wrong, her husband's 
wilL I am glad you thought of writing to Mr. Brithwood.** 

She shook her head, in mocking denial. 

"May I ask, then — since I am to have the honour Qf 
sending it — ^to whom is this letter ?" 

"To—" I think she would have* told a falsehood, if 
John's eyes had not been so keenly fixed upon her. " To— 
a friend." 

" Friends are at all times dangerous to a lady who — " 

" Hates her husband — ha ! ha ! Especially male friends?" 

" Especially male friends." 

Here Guy» who had lingered out of his little bed most 
unlawfully — ^hovering about, ready to do any chivalrous duty 
to his idol of the day — came up to bid her good night, and 
held up his rosy mouth, eagerly. 

"I — kiss a little child! I!" — ^and from her violent 
laughter, she burst into a passion of tears. 

The mother signed me to carry Guy away ; she and John 
took Lady Caroline into the parlour, and shut the door. 

Of course, I did not then learn what passed — ^but I did 
afterwards. 

Lady Caroline's tears were evanescent, like all her emo- 
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lions. Soon she became composed— asked again for writings 
materials— then countermanded the request. 

".No, I will wait till to-morrow. Ursula, you will take 
me in for the night ?" . . 

Mrs. Halifax looked xippealingly to her husband, but he 
gave no assent. ^ 

" Lady Caroline, you should willingly stay, were it not, as 
y^u must know, so fatal a step. In your position, you. 
should be most careful to leave the world and your hus^. 
band no single handle against you." 
. *« Mr. Halifax, what right have you—" 

" None, save that of an honest man, who sees a woman ^ 
cruelly wronged, and desperate with her wrong ; who would . 
thankfully save her if he could." 
■ ^' Save me ? From what- — or whom V\ 

" From Mr. Gerard Vermilye, who is now waiting down [ 
the road, and whom, if Lady Caroline Brithwood once flies ; 
to, or even sees, at this crisis, she loses her place among 
honourable English matrons for ever." * " 

' John said this, with no air of virtuous anger or contempt, *^ 
biit as the simple statement of a fact. The convicted woman . 
dropped her face between her hands. . _ . 

. Ursula, gi'eatly shocked, was some time before she spoke. 

"Js it true, Caroline f i 

" What is true ?" • 

" That which my husband has heard of you ?" 

"Yes," she cried, springing up, and dashing back her . 
beautiful hair — ^beautiful still, though she must have been 
five or six and thirty at least — " Yes, it is true — ^it shall be 
true. I will break my bonds, and live the life I was made 
for. I would have done it long ago, but for— no matter. 
Why, Ursula, he adores me ; young and handsome as he is, 
he adores me. He will give me my youth back again, ay, 
he will." 

And she sang out a French chanson, something about 
*to liberie et sesplaisirs^ la jeunesae^V amour, ^ ' 

The mother grew sterner — any such wife and mother 
would. Then and there, compassion might have died ont of ; 
even her good heart, had it not been for the sudden noise 
over-head of children's feet — children's chattering. Once 
more the pitiful thought came — " She has no children.", 

" Caroline," she said, catchmg her gown as she passed, 
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** when I was with you, you had a child which only breathed 
and died. It died spotless. When you die, how dare you 
meet that little baby V\ 

The singing changed to sobbing. ** I had forgotten. My 
little baby ! Oh, mon Dteu, mon Dieu r 

Mrs. Halifax, taking in earnest those meaningless French 
ejaculations, whispered something about Him who alone can 
comfort and help us all. 

" Him ! I never knew Him, if indeed He be. No, no, 
there is no after-life." 

Ursula turned away in hot'ror. " John, what shall we do 
with her? No home ! — no husband ! — ^no God I " 

" He never leaves Himself without a witness. Look love.**' 

The wretched woman sat rocking to and fro — ^weeping 
and wringing her hands. " It was cruel — cruel ! You should 
not have spoken about my baby. Now " 

•* Tell me — just one word — ^I will not believe anybody's 
Word except your own, Caroline, are you — still innocent ?** 

Lady Caroline shrank from her touch. «* Don't hold me 
sd. You may have one standard of virtue, I anothei?." 

" Still, tell me." 

** And if I did, you, an * honourable English matron '-^ 
was not that your husband's word ? — would turn from me, 
mostKkely?" 

" She will not," John said. " She has been happj, and 
you most miserable." 

" Oh, most miserable." 

That bitter groan went to both their hearts, Ursula leaned 
over her — ^herself almost in tears. " Cousin Caroline, John 
says true — ^I will not turn from you. I know you have 
been sinned against — cruelly — cruelly. Only tell me that 
you yourself have not sinned." 
' " I have ' sinned,' as you call it." 

Ursula started— drew closer to her husband. Neither 
spoke. 

" Mrs. Halifax, why don't you take away your hand*?" 

« I?_let me think. This is terrible. Oh, John I" 

Again Lady Caroline said, in her sharp, bold tone, ^^ Take 
away your hand." 

"Husband, shaUl?" 

"No." 

For some minutes they stood together, both silent, with 

8 
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this poor woman.^ I call ber * poor/ as did they $ knowing, 
that if a sufferer needs pity, how tenfold more does a sinner! 

John spoke first ** Cousin Caroline." She Ufted up her 
head in amazement* ^^ We are jour cousins, and we wish to 
be your friends, my wife and I. Will you listen to ust" 

She sobbed still, hot less violenily. 

" Only, first — yon must promise to renounce ibt tver 
guilt and disgrace.** 

<<I feel it none. He is an honourable genHemaiiL— he 
loves me, and I love him. That is the true marriage.. Koy 
X will make you no such promise. Let me go." 

** Pardon me — not yet* I cannot suffer my wife's kin»- 
wt)man to elope firom my own house, without trying to 
prevent it." 

" Prevent !— sir ! — ^Mr. Halifax! You forget who you 
are, and who I am — ^the daughter of the Earl o? Luxmcnre." 

<^ Were you the King's daughter, it would make no differ* 
ence. I will save you in spite of yourself, if I can. I have 
already sp<^en to Mr. Yermilye, and he has gone away." 

<* Gone away I the only living soul thai loves me. Gona 
away I I must follow him— quick — quick." 

*^ Tou cannot. He is miles distant by this time. He is 
afraid lest this story should come out to-morrow at Kings^ 
well ; and to be an M.P. and safe from arrest is better tp 
Mr. Yermilye than even yourself Lady Caroline." 

John's wife, unaccustomed to hear him take that cool, 
worldly, half-sarcastic tone, turned to him somewhat re- 
proachfully ; but he judged best. For the moment, this tone 
had mm*e weight with the woman of the world ^han any 
homilies. She began to be afndd of Mr. Halifax* Impulse, 
rather than resolution, guided her, and even these impulses 
were feeble and easily governed. She sat down again, mut- 
tering — 

" My will is firee. You cannot control me." 

<< Only so far as my conscience justifies me in preventing a 
crim^." 

"A crime?" 

" It would be suck No sophistries of French philosophy 
on your part, no cruelty on your husband's, can abrogate the. 
one law, which if you disown it as Gpd's, is still man's*— 
being necessary for the peace, honour, and safety of society." 

« What hiw ?" 
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" Thoa i^alt nU commit adultenf,*^ 

People do not often utter this j^in Bible word. It made 
Ursula start, even when spoken scdemnly by her own hus- 
band. It tore from the self-convicted woman all the senti- 
mental ditfgmses with which the world then hid, and still 
hides-^its corruptions. Her sin arose and stared her blaekly 
in the face — a» sin. She cowered before it. 

«*Am I—Oaf f And William wOl know it. Poor Wil- 
liam I*^ She looked up at Ursula^— for the first time with the 
gttUty look ; hitherto, it had been only one of pain or despair. 
"Nobodj^ knows it, except you. Don't tell WilKam. I 
would have gone Imig i^, but for him. He is a good boy ; 
—don't let him guess his sister was — -** 

She left the word nnspc^en. Shame seemed to crush her 
down to the earth ; shame, the precursor of saring penii^ce 
— at least, John thought so. He quitted the roomv leading, 
her to the mittistry c^ his other self, hfe wife. As he sat 
down with me, and told me hv a few words what indeed I had 
ahready more than half guessed, I eouM not but notice the 
expression of his own face. And I recognized how a man 
can be at once righteous to judge, tender to pity, and strong 
to save ; a man, tiie principle of whose life is, as John's was 
—that it should be made '^ comfortjJsle to the image " of Him, 
who was Hims^f on earth the image of God. 

Ursula came oot &tA balled ter husband. They talked for 
8<M}>e time together. I guessed, from what I hes^ that she 
wished Lady Caroline to stay the night here, but that he 
with better judgment was urging the necessity of h^ return^ 
ing to the protection of het husband's home widiout an hour's 
deii^« 

^it is her only chance of saving her reputation. She must 
do it, at least temporarily, till some better measure can be 
taken. Tell her do, Ursula." 

After a few minutes, Mrs. Halifax came out again. 

" I hare persuaded her at last* She says she wifl do what- 
ever you think best« Only before she goesy she wants to4cok 
at the children. May she t" 

"Poor soul I — yes," John murmured, turning away^ 

Stepping out of sight, we saw the poor lady pass ^ough 
the quiet, empty house into the childi^n's bed-room« We 
heard her smothered sob, at times, the whole way. 

Then I went down to the Qtrea^, i^nd helped J0I411 to 
s2 , ' 
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saddle his horse^ with Mrs. Halifax's ^old saddle — ^in her 
girlish daysj Ursula used to be very fond of riding. 

'^ She can ride back again from the My the," said John. 
^' She wishes to go, and it is best she should ; so that nothing 
need be said, except that Lady Caroline spent a day at 
Longfield, and that my wife and I accompanied her safe 
home." 

. While he spoke, the two ladies came down the field*path. 
I fancied I heard, even now, a £Eiint echo of that peculiarly 
sweet and careless laugh, indicating how light were all im« 
pressions on a temperament so plastic and weak — so easily 
re-moul4ed by the very next influence that fate might throw 
across her perilous way. 

John Hali&ix assisted her on horseback, took the bridle 
under one arm and gave the other to his wife* Thus they 
passed up the path, and out at the White Gate. 

I delayed a little while, listening to the wind, and to the 
prattle of the stream, that went singing along in daylight or 
in darkness, by our happy home at Longfield. And I sighed 
to myself "Poor Lady Caroline!" 



CHAPTER XXIV. 



Midnight though it was, I sat up until John and his wife 
came home. They said scarcely anything, but straightway 
retired. Li the morning, all went on in the house as usualy 
and no one ever knew of this night's episode, except us three. 

In the morning, Guy looked wistfully around him, asking 
for the ^ pretty lady ;' and being told that she was gone, and 
liiat he would not be likely to see her again, seemed dis* 
appointed for a minute ; but soon he went down to play at 
the stream, and forgot all. 

Once or twice I fancied the mother's clear voice about the 
house was rarer than its wont ; that her quick, active, cheer* 
fill presence — ^penetrating every nook, and visiting every 
creature, as with the fireshness of an April wind — ^was this 
day softer and sadder ; but she did not say anything to me, 
nor I to her. 

John had ridden off early — to the flour-mill, which he 
still kept on, together with the house at Norton Bury — ^he 
always disliked giving up any <M. associations* At dmner^ 
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time he came home, sajing he was going out again im< 
mediately. 

Ursula looked uneasy. A few minutes after, she followed 
me under the walnut-tree, where I was sitting with Muriel, 
and asked me if I would go with John to Kingswell. 

" The election takes place to-day, and he thinks it right 
to be there. He will meet Mr. Brithwood and Lord Lux- 
more ; and though there is not the slightest need — ^my hus- 
band can do all that he has to do alone — still, for my own 
satisfaction, I would like his brother to be near him." 

They invariably called me their brother now; and it 
seemed as if the name had been mine by right of blood 
always. 

Of course, I went to Kingswell, riding John's brown mare, 
he himself walking by my side. It was not often that we 
were thus alone together, and I enjoyed it much. AU the 
old days seemed to come back again as we passed along the 
quiet roads and green lanes, just as when we were boys 
together, when I had none I cared for but David, and David 
€ared only for me. The natural growth of things had made a 
difference in ibis, but our affection had changed its outward 
form only, not its essence. I often think that all loves and 
firiendships need a certain three days' burial before we can 
be quite sure of their truth and immortality* Mine — ^it hap- 
pened just after John's marriage, and I may confess it now 
—had likewise its entombment, bitter as brief. Many cruel . 
hours sat I in darkness, weeping at the door of its sepulchre, 
thinking that I should never see it again ; but, in the dawn 
of the morning, it rose, and I met it in the desolate garden, 
different, yet the very same. And after that, it walked with 
me continually, secure and imperishable evermore. 

I rode, and John sauntered beside me along the footpath, 
now and then plucking a 1 iaf or branch off the hedge, and 
playing with it, as was his habit when a lad. Often, I 
Caught the old smile — ^not one of his three boys, not even 
handsome Guy, had their father's smile. 

He was telHng me about Enderley Mill, and all his plans 
there, in the which he seemed very happy. At last, his long 
life of duty was merging into the life he loved. He looked 
as proud and pleased as a boy, in talking of the new inven- 
tions he meant to apply in cloth-weaving ; and how he and 
his wife had agreed together to live for some years to come 
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at little Longfield, atrictlj within their settled income, thkt 
all the remainder of his capital might go to the improvement 
of Enderley Mills and null^people. ^ 

^' I shall be master of nearfy a lumdml, n^ and women. 
Think what good we may do ! She has half-a-dosen {Jans 
on foot already — ^bless her dear heart I " 

It was easy to guess whom he referred to — ^the one who 
w&ai hand-in-hand with him in everything. 

^^ Was the dinner in the bam, next Monday, her plan, 
toot" 

" Partly. I thought we would be^n a sort of yearly fes- 
tiYal for the old tan-yard people, and those about the flour- 
mill, and the Kingswell tenants — ^ah, Phineas, wasn't I ri^it 
about those I^gswell folk I " 

These were about a dozen poor families, whom, when our 
mortgage fell in, he had lured out of Sally Watkins' miser- 
able alley to these old houses, where they had at least fresh 
country air, and space enough to live wholesomely and de^ 
dently, instead of herding together like pigs in a sty. 

" You ought to be proud of your tenants, Phineas. I as- 
sure you, they form quite a contrast to their neighbours, who 
are Lord Luxmore's." 

^' And his voters likewise, I suppose?^ — the *firee and in- 
dependent burgesses ' who are to send Mr. Vermilye to par- 
liament I" 

" K they can," said John, biting his lip with that resolute 
half-combative air which I now saw in him at times, roused 
by things which continmiUy met him in his dealings with the 
world — ^things repugnant alike to his feelings and his princi- 
ples, but which he had still to endure, not having risen high 
enough to oppose, single-handed, the great mass of social cor- 
ruption which at this crisis of English history kept gathering 
and gathering, until out of the very horror and loathsome- 
ness of it, an outcry for purification arose. 

" Do you know, Phineas, I might last week have sold your 
houses for double price ? They are valuable, this election 
year, since your five tenants are the only voters in Kingswell 
who are not likewise tenants of Lord Luxmore. Don't you 
see how the matter stands?" 

It was not difficult, for that sort of game was played all 
over England, connived at, or at least winked at, by those 
who had political influence to sell or obtain, until the Reform 
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Bin opened up the election sjdtem in aS its rottenness and 
enormity. 

" Of course, I knew you would not sell your houses; and I 
shall use every possible influence I have to prevent your ten 
ants selling their votes. Whatever may be the consequence, 
the sort of thing that this Eongswell election bids &ir to be, 
is what any honest Englishman ought to set his &ce against, 
and prevent if he can.** 

« Can your 

" I do not feel sure, but I mean to try. First, for simple 
right and conscience ; secondly, because if Mr. Vermilye is 
not saved from arrest by being placed in Parliament, he will 
be outlawed and driven safe out of the country. You see V 

Ay, I did, only too well. Though I foresaw that what- 
ever John was about to do, it must necessarily be something 
that would run directly counter to Lord Luxmore — and he 
had only just signed the lease of Enderley Mills. Still, if 
right to be done — he ought to do it at all risks, at all costs ; 
and I knew bis wife would say so. 

We came to the foot of Kingswell Hill, and saw the little 
hamlet — ^with its grey old houses, it small, ancient church, 
guarded by enormous yew-trees, and clothed with ivy that 
indicated centuries of growth. 

A carriage overtook us ; in it were two gentlemen, one of 
whom bowed in a friendly manner to John. He returned it. 

" This is well ; 1 shall have one honest gentlemen to deal 
with to-day." 

"Who is he?" 

*'Sir Ralph Oldtower, firom whom I bought Longfield. 
An excellent man — ^I like him — even his fine old Roman 
face, like one of his knighly ancestors on the tomb of Kings- 
well church. There's something pleasant about his stiff 
courtesy and his staunch Toryism ; for he fully believes in it, 
and acts up to his belief. A true English gentleman, and I 
respect him." 

" Yet, John, Norton Bury calls you a democrat." 

" So I am, for I belong to the people. But I nevertheless 
uphold a true aristocracy — the best men of the country — do 
you remember our Greeks of old ? These ought to govern, 
and will govern, one day, whether their patent of nobility be 
birth and titles, or only honesty and brains." 

<^ Thus he talked on, and I liked to hear him, for talking 
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was'rare in bis busy life of constant action. I liked to observe 
how during these ten years his mind had brooded over many 
things ; how it had grown, strengthened, and settled itself, 
erdarging both its vision and its aspirations ; as a man does, 
who, his heart at rest in a happy home, his time and will to 
look out from thence into the troublous world outside, ready 
to do his work there likewise. That John was able to do it 
^-ay, beyond most men — few would doubt who looked into his 
face ; strong with the strength of an intellect which owed all 
its development to himself alone ; calm with the wisdom 
which, if a man is ever to be wise, comes to him after he has 
crossed the line of thirty years. In that face, where day by 
day Time was writing its fit lessons — beautiful, because they 
were so fit — ^I ceased to miss the boyish grace, and rejoiced 
in the manhood present, in the old age that was to be. 

It seemed almost too short a journey, when, putting his 
hand on the mare's bridle — the creature loved him, and 
turned to lick his arm the minute he came near — John stopped 
me to see the view from across Kingswell churchyard. 

*' Look, what a broad valley, rich in woods, and meadow- 
land, and corn. How quiet and blue lie the Welsh hills 
far away, it does one good to look at them. Nay, it brings 
back a little bit of me which rarely comes uppermost now, 
as it used to come long ago, when you read your namesake, 
and Shakspeare, and that Anonymous Friend who has sinqe 
made such a noise in the world. I delight in him still. Think 
of a man of business liking Coleridge." 

" I don't see why he should not." 

" Nor I. Well, my poetic tastes may come out more at 
Enderley. Or perhaps when I am an old man, and have 
fought the good fight, and — ^holloa, there ! Matthew Hales^ 
have they made you drunk already ?" 

The man — he was an old workman of ours — touched his 
hat, and tried to walk steadily past ' the master,' who looked 
at once both stern and sad. 

" I thought it would be so ! — ^I doubt if there is a voter in 
all Kingswell who has not got a bribe." 

" It is the same everywhere," I said. " What can one 
man do against it, single-handed V* 

*' Single-handed or jnot, every man ought to do what he 
can. And no man knows how much he can do till he tries." 

So saying, he went into the large parlour of the Luxmore 
Arms, where the election was going on. 
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A very simple thing, that election! Sir Ralph Oldtower, 
who was sheriff, sat at a table, with his son, the grave- 
looking young man who had been with him in the carriage ; 
near them were Mr. Brithwood of the Mythe, and the Earl 
of Lttxmore* 

The room was pretty well filled with farmers' labourers 
and tiie like. We entered, making little noise ; but John's 
head was taller than most heads present ; the sheriff saw him 
at once, and bowed courteously. So did young Mr. Herbert 
Oldtower, so did the Earl of Luxmore. Richard Brithwood 
alone took no notice, but turned his back and looked another 
way. 

it was now many years since I had seen the 'squire, Lady 
Caroline's husband. ■ He had fulfilled the promise of his 
youth, and grown into a bloated, coarse-featured, middle- 
aged man ; such a man as one rarely meets with now-a- 
days; for even I, Fhineas Fletcher, have lived to see so great 
a change in manners and morals, that intemperance, instead 
of being the usual characteristic of ^ a gentleman,' has become 
a rare failing — ^a universally-contemned disgrace. 

" Less noise there I " growled Mr. Brithwood. " Silence, 
you fellows at the door! Now, Sir Ralph, let's get the 
business over, and be back for dinner." 

Sir Ralph turned his stately grey head to the light, put on 
his gold spectacles, and began to read the writ of election. 
As he finished, the small audience set up a feeble cheer. 

The sheriff acknowledged it, then leaned over the table, 
talking with rather frosty civility to Lord Luxmore. Their 
acquaintance seemed solely that of business. People whis- 
pered that Sir Ralph never forgot that the Oldtowers were 
Crusaders when the Ravenels were — ^nobody. Also, the 
baronet, whose imcesters were all honourable men and stain- 
less women, found it hard to overlook a certain royal bar- 
sinister, which had originated the Luxmore earldom, together 
with a ftiw other blots which had tarnished that scutcheon 
since. So folk said ; but probably Sir Ralph's high principle 
was at least as strong as his pride, and that the real cause of 
his dislike was founded on the too well-known character of 
the Earl of Luxmore. 

They ceased talking ; the sheriff rose, and briefiy stated 
that Richard Brithwood, Esquire, of the Mythe, would nomi- 
nate a candidate. 
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Tlie<»iididatewa8GrenirdyeriBnje,E9qiiire; at tlie men- 
tion of whose name one Norton Baiy man brc^e into a boree 
langh, which was quenched hj his immediate ejection from 
tiie meeting. 

Then, ]^. Thomas Brown, steward of the Eaii of Lux- 
more, seconded the nomination. 

After a few words between the liierifr, his son, and Lord 
Lnxmore, the result of wluch seemed rather unsatisfiictory 
than otherwise, Sir Ralph Oldtower again rose. 

** Grentlemen and electors, there bcang no other can£date 
proposed, nothing is left me but to declare Grerard Yermilje, 
Esquire " 

John Hali^&x made his waj to liie taUe. ^ Sir RiQph, 
pardon mj interruption, but may I speak a few words ?" 

BIr. Brithwood started up witii an angrj oath. 

"My good sir," said the baronet, with a look of reprehen- 
sion which proved him of tiie minority who tiiought swearing 
ungentlemanly. 

<(By , Sir Ralph, you shall not hear that low fellow T 

" Excuse me, I must, if he has a right to be heard. BIr, 
Halifax, are you a freeman of Kingswell ?" 

" I am." 

This fact surprised none more than mysdf. 

Brithwood furiously exclaimed that it was a falsehood. 
" The fellow does not belong to this neighbourhood at all. 
He was picked up in Norton Bury streets — a beggar, a thie^ 
for all I know." 

" You do know very well, Mr. Brithwood. Sir Ralph, I 
was never either a beggar or a thief. I began life as a woik- 
ing lad — a farm-labourer — ^until Mr. Fletcher, the tanner, 
took me into his employ." 

** So I have always understood," said Sir Ralph, cour- 
teously. ^^ And next to the man who is fortunate enough to 
boast a noble origin, I respect the man who is not ashamed 
of an ignoble one." 

" That is not exactly my position either," said John, with 
a hsU smile. <* But we are passing from the question in 
hand, which is simply my claim to be a freeman of this 
borough." 

" On what grounds ?" 

^ You will find in the charter, a clause, seldom put in 
force, that the daughter of a freeman can confer the fi^edom 
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on her hnsbancL Ify wife's late fitther, Mr. Heniy March, 
was a burgeas of KinggwdL I claimed m/ pghts, and 
registered, this jear. A«k jjour clerk, Sk Balph, if I ba^e 
not spoken correctly.'* 

The old white^eaded deik allowed the &ct 

Lord Luxmore looked consideiuhlj surprised, and politeljr 
hicredulous still. His son-in-law broke out into loud abuse 
of this 'knavery.' 

'^ I will pass over this ugly word, Mr. Brithwood, merely 
stating that—" 

''We are quite satisfied," interrupted Lord Luxmore, 
blandly. '' My dear sir, may I request so useful a vote and 
so powerful an interest as yours, for our friend, Mr. Yer- 
milye?" 

'^ My lord^ I should be very sorrj £»r you to mi8i4[>prehend 
me for a moment. It is not my intention, except at the last 
extremity, to vote at all. If I do, it will certainly not be for 
Mr. Brithwood*8 nominee. Sir Ralph, I doubt i^ under 
some circumstances, which by your permission I am about to 
state, Mr. Gerard Yermilye can keep his seat, even if 
elected." 

A murmur arose from the crowd of mechanics and 
labourers, who, awed by such propinquity to gentoy and even 
nolHlity, had hitherto hung i^eepishly back; but now, like 
all English crowds, were quite ready to ' follow the leader,' 
especially one they knew. 

" Hear him ! hear the master !" was distinguishable on 
all sides. Mr. Brithwood looked too enraged for words ; but 
tiOrd Luxmore, taking snuff with a sarcastic smile, said — 

^^ Honored mutant mores / — ^I thought, Mr. Halifax, you 
eschewed politics?" 

"Mere politics I do, but not honesly, justice, morality; 
and a few facts have reached my knowledge, though possibly 
not Lord Luxmore's, which make me feel that Mr. Yermilye's 
election would be an insult to all three ; therefore, I oppose it." 

A louder murmur rose. 

" Silence, you scoundrels !" shouted Mr. Brithwood ; add- 
ing his usual* formula of speech, which a second time extorted 
the old baronet's grave rebuke. 

"It seems. Sir Ralph, that democracy is rife in your 
neighbourhood. True, my acquaintance has not hdn much 
among the commonality, but still I was not aware that the 
people choose the member of parliament." 
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" They do not, Lord Luxmore," returned the sheriff, some- 
what haughtily. "But we always hear the people. ]VIr, 
Hali&x, he hrief. What have you to allege against Mr* 
Brithwood's nominee ?" 

" First, his qualification. He has not three hundred, nor 
one hundred a-year. He is deeply in debt, at Norton Bury 
and elsewhere. Warrants are out against him ; and only as 
an M.P. can he be safe from outlawry. Add to this, an 
ofience common as daylight, yet which the law dare not 
wink at when made patent— that he has bribed, with great 
or small sums, everyone of the fifteen electors of Kingswellj 
and I think I have said enough to convince any honest 
Englishman that Mr. Gerard Vermilye is not fit to represent 
them in Parliament. 

Here a loud cheer broke from the crowd at the door and 
under the open vnndows, where, thick as bees, the villagers 
had now collected. They, the un- voting, and consequently 
unbribable portion of the community — ^began to hiss indig- 
nantly at the fifteen unlucky voters. For though bribery 
was, as John had truly said, * as common as daylight,' still, 
if brought openly before the public, the said virtuous public 
generally condemned it, if they themselves had not been 
eoncemed therein. 

The sheriff listened uneasily to a sound, very uncommon at 
elections, of the populace expressing an opinion contrary to 
that of the lord of the soil. 

*' Really^ Mr, Brithwood, you m«st have been as ignorant 
as I was of the character of your nominee, or you would 
have chosen some one else. Herbert" — ^he turned to his 
son, who, until the late dissolution, had sat for some years 
as member for Norton Bury — " Herbert, are you acquainted 
with any of these facts ? * 

Mr. Herbert Oldtower looked uncomfortable. 

" Answer," said his Either. " No hesitation in a matter 
of right and wrong. Grentlemen, and my worthy friends, 
will you hear Mr. Oldtower, whom you all know I Herbert, 
are these accusations true ? " 

^^I am afraid so," said the grave young man, more 
gravely. 

** Mr. Brithwood, I regret extremely that this discovery 
was not made before. What do you purpose doing ? " 

^' By the Lord that made me, nothing ! The borough is 
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Lord Lnxmore's ; I could nominate Satan himself if I chose. 
My man shall stand." 

" I think," Lord Lnxmore said, with meaning, ♦' it would 
be better for all parties that Mr. Yermilje should stand." 

^^ Mj lord," said the baronet ; and one could see that not 
(mlj rigid justice, but a certain obstinacy, marked his cha- 
racter, especially when anything jarred against l^is personal 
dignity or prejudices; "you forget that, hovvever desirous I 
am to satisfy the family to whom this borough belongs, it is 
impossible for me to see with satis&ction — even though I 
cannot preyent-— the election of any person so unfit to serve 
his Majesty* If, indeed, there were another candidate, so 
that the popular feeling might decide this very difficult 
matter " 

"Sir Ralph," said John Halifax, determinedly, "this 
brings me to the purpose for which I spoke. Being a land- 
holder, and likewise a freeman of this borough, I claim the 
right of nominating a second candidate." 

Intense, overwhelming astonishment struck all present. 
Such a right had been so long unclaimed, that everybody 
had forgotten it was a right at all. Sir Ralph and his clerk 
laid their venerable heads together for some minutes, before 
they could come to any conclusion on the subject. At last, 
the sheriff rose. « 

"I am bound to say, that, though very uncommon, this 
proceeding is not illegal."^ 

/* Not iUegal?" almost screamed Richard Brithwood. 

" Not illegal. I therefore wait to hear Mr. Halifax's nomi- 
nation. Sir, your candidate is, I hope, no democrat?" 

" His political opinions differ from mine, but he is the 
only gentleman whom I in this emergency can name ; and is 
one whom, myself, and I believe all my neighbours, will be 
heartily glad to see once more in parliament. I beg to nom- 
inate Mr. Herbert Oldtower." 

A decided sensation at the upper half of the room. At the 
lower half an unanimous, involuntary cheer ; for among our 
county families there were few so warmly respected as the 
Oldtowers. 

Sir Ralph rose, much perplexed. "I trust that no one 
present will suppose I was aware of Mr. Halifax's intention. 
Nor, I understand, was Mr. Oldtower. My son must speak 
for himsel£" 
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Mr. Oldtower, with his aecustomed gravity, aecompanied 
by a not unbecoming modesty, said, that in this conjuncture^ 
and being personally acquainted with both Mr. Biithwood 
and the Earl of Luitmore, he feH no^ hesitation in accepting 
the honour offered to him. 

^^ That being the case,** said his father, though evidently 
annoyed, ^I have only to fulfil n^ duty as public officer to 
the crown." 

Amidst some confusion, a show of hands was caHed tot; 
and then a cry rose of ** Go to ^e poll !** 

" Go to the poll r shouted Mr. BrithFood. ^^This- is a 
&mily borough. There has not been a poll here these fifty 
years. Sir Ralph, your 8on% mad." 

^*' Sir, insanity is not in the family of the Oldtowers. My 
position here is simply as sheriff of the county. If a pott be 
called for — ** 

** Excuse me. Sir Ralph, it would be hardly worth white. 
May I offer you — " 

It was — only his snuff-box. But the Earl's poHte and 
meaning smile filled up the remainder of the sentence. 

Sir ^Iph Oldtower drew himself up haughtily, a«d 1*w 
fire of youth fiashed indignantly from his grand old eyes. 

" Lord Luxmore seems not to understand the duties ftocl 
principles of us country gentlemen," he said coldly, and 
tmmed away, addressing the general meeting. '' Gentlemen, 
the poll will be held this afternoon, accc»'ding to the sugges-^ 
tion of my neighbour here." 

" Sir Ralph CMdtower has convenient neighbours,** re- 
marked Lord Luxmore. 

"Of my neighbour, Mr. Halifex," repeated the old 
baronet, louder, and more emphatically. ** A gentleman,"— 
he paused, as if doubtful whether in that tStle he were award<^ 
ing a right or bestowing a^ courtesy, looked at John, and^ 
decided — " a gentleman for whom, ever since I have knovni 
him, I have entertained the highest respect." 

It was the first public recognition of the position which for 
some time had been tacitly given to John Halifisix in his own 
neighbourhood. Coming thus, fi:x)m this upriglit and honours- 
able old man, whose least merit it was to hold, and worthily, 
a baronetage four centuries old, it made John's cheek gBow 
with an honest gratification, and a pardonable pride. 

" Tell her," he said to me, when, the meeting having dis- 
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persed, he asked me to ride home and explain the reason of 
hifl detenUon at Kingswell — ^' Tell mj wife all. Site will be 
pleased, you know.'' 

Aj9 she was. Her face glowed and brightened as onfy a 
wife's can — a wife whose dearest pride is in her husband'a 
honour.. 

NeverihelesSy. she hurried me back again as quicklj as I 
came. 

As I once more rode up Kingswell hill, it seemed as if the 
whole parish were agog to see the novel sight. A contested 
election 1 trulj^ such a thing had not been known within the 
memorj of the oldest inhaltttaat. The £fteen voters — ^I be* 
lieve that was the nomber — ^were altogether bewildered hy a. 
sense of their own importance. Also^ by a new and startling 
fact — ^which I found Mr* Halifax trying to impress upon, a 
few of them, gathered under the great yew-tree in the church- 
yard-— that a huul's vote ought to be the expression of his 
own conscientious opinion $ and that for him to sell it was 
scarcely less vile than to traffic in the liberty of his son or the 
honour of his daughter. Among these who listened most 
earnestly, was a man who I had before seen to-day — Jacob 
Baines,. once the ringleader of the bread-riots, who had l<mg 
worked steadily in the tan-yard^ and then at the flour-milL 
He was the honestest and mthfulest of all John's people*- 
iUustrating unconsciously that Divine doctrine, that, ofleui 
they love most to whom moat has been forgiven. 

The poirwas to be held in the church^ — a not uncommon usage 
in country borougfasj but which from its rarity struck great 
awe into the Kingswell folk. The churchwarden was placed 
in the clerk's desk, to receive votes. Not far off, the sheriff 
sat in his &mily-pew, bare-headed ; by his grave and reverent 
manner and imposing due decorum, which was carefully ob- 
served by all except Lord Luxmore and Mr. Brithwood. 

These two, apparently sure of their cause, had recovered 
their spirits, and talked and laughed loudly on the other side 
of the church. It was a very small building, narrow and 
Cruciform ; every wOrd said in it was distinctly audible 
throughout. 

" My lord, gentlemen, and my friends all," said Sir Ralph, 
ri^ng gravely, '^ let me hope that every one will respect the 
sanctity of this place." 

Lord Luxmore, who had been ^oing about with his daz- 
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zling diamond snuff-box and equally dazzlinj» smile, stop]^' 
in the middle of the aisle, bowed, replied, " With pleasure— 
certainly !" and walked inside the communion, as if be- 
lieving that his presence there conveyed the highest 
compUmeht he could pay the spot. 

The poll began in perfect silence. One after the other, 
three farmers went up and voted for Mr. Vermilye. There 
was snuff under their noses — ^probably something heavier 
than snuff^in their pockets. 

Then came up the big, grey-headed fellow I have before ' 
mentioned — Jacob Baines. He pulled his fore-lock to Sir 
Ralph, rather shyly ; possibly in his youth he had made the 
sheriff's acquaintance under less favourable circumstances. 
But he plucked up courage. 

" Your honour, might a man say a word lo 'ee 7^ 
' " Certainly ! but be quick, my good fellow,*' replied the 
baronet, who was noted for his kindly manner to humble folk. ' 

*' Sir, J be a poor man. I lives in one o* my lord's houses. * 
I hanna paid no rent for a year, Mr. Brown zays to me, he 
2ays — * Jacob, vote for Vermilye, and T\\ forgive 'ee the rent, 
and here be two pound ten to start again wi'.' So, as I zays 
to Matthew Hales (he be Mr. Halifax's tenant, your honour, 
and my lord's steward ha' paid 'un nigh four pound for his ' 
vote), I sure us be poor men, and his lordship a lord and all 
that — ^it's no harm, I reckon.** 

^^ Holloa ! cut it short, you rascal ; you're stopping the 
poll. Vote, I say." 

"Ay, ay, 'squire;" and the old fellow, who had some 
humour in him, pulled his hair again civilly to Mr. Brith- 
wood. " Wait till I ha' got shut o' these." 

And he counted out of his ragged pockets a handful of 
guineas. Poor fellow! how bright they looked; those 
guineas, that were food, clothing, life. 

" Three was paid to I, two to Will Horrocks, and the rest 
to Matthew Hales. But, sir, we has changed our minds ; 
and please, would'ee give back the money to them as owns it ?" 

** StiD, my honest friend ^" 

" Thank'ee, Sir Ralph, that's it : we be honest ; we couldn^t 
look the master in the face else. Twelve year ago, come 
Michaelmas, he kept some on us from starving — may be 
worse. We bean't going to turn rascals on's hands now. 
Now ni vote, sir, — and it won't be for Vermilye." 
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A smothered murmur of applause greeted old Jacob, as be 
marcbed back down tbe aisle, where on the stone benches of 
the porch was seated a rural jury, who discussed not over- 
fevourably the merits of Lord Luxmore's candidate. . 

" He owes a power o* money in Norton Bury — ^he do.** 

" Why doesn't he show his fece at the lection, like a 
decent gen'leman ?'* 

" Fear'd o* bailiffs ! '* suggested the one constable, old and 
rheumatic, who guarded the peace of Eangswell. ." He's the 
biggest swindler in all England.'* . 

" Curse him ! " muttered an old woman. " She was a 
bonny lass — my Sally I Curse him I *' 

All this while, Lord Luxmore sat in lazy dignity in the 
communion-chair, apparently satisfied that as things always 
had been so they would continue to be ; that despite the 
unheard-of absurdity of a contested election, his pocket- 
borough was quite secure. It must have been, to say the 
least, a great surprise to his lordship, when, the poll being 
closed, its result was found thus : Out of the fifteen votes, 
six were for Mr. Vermilye, nine for his opponent. Mr. Her- 
bert Oldtower was therefore duly elected as member for the 
borough of Kingswell. 

The earl received the announcement with dignified, incre- 
dulous silence ; but Mr. Brithwood never spared language. 

" It's a cheat — an infamous conspiracy ! I will unseat 
him — ^by my soul I will ! '* 

" You may find it difficult," said John Halifax, counting 
out the guineas deposited by Jacob Baines, and laying them 
in a heap before Mr. Brown, the steward. " Small as the 
number was, I believe any committee of the House of Com- 
mons will decide that nine honester votes were never polled. 
But I regret, my lord — ^I regret deeply, Mr. Brithwood," — 
and there was a kind of pity in his eye — *' that in this matter 
I have been forced as it were, to become your opponent. 
Some day perhaps, you may both do me the justice that I 
now can only look for from my own conscience." 

"Very possibly," replied the earl, with a satirical bow. 
" I believe, gentlemen, our business is ended for to-day, and 
it is a long drive to Norton Bury. Sir Ralph might we hope 
for the honour of your company? No? Good day, my 
friends. Mr. Halifax, your servant." 

" One word, mj lord. Those workmen of mine, who are 

T 
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your tenants — ^I am aware wfiat usuallj results when tenants 
in arrear vote against tbdr landlords— if, without taking any 
liarsher mea0aret>, your agent will be so kind as to apply to 
me for the rent—*" 

^^'Sir, my agent will use his own discretion." 

** Th^ I rely on your lordship's kindliness — ^your sense of 
honour." 

** Honour is only spoken of between equals," said the earl, 
haugbtily. '^ But on one thing Mr. Hali&x may always rely 
—my excellent memory." 

With a smile and bow as perfect as if he were victoriously 
quitting the field, Lord Luxm<»*e departed. Soon not one 
remsdned of ail those who had filled the church and church- 
yard, making th^-e a tumult l^t is chronicled to this veiy 
day by Bome ancient villagers, who still think themselves 
greatly ill-used because the Reform Act has blotted out of 
the ItsV of Englii^ boroughs, the Moyal and independent' 
borough of Kingsweil. 

Sir Ralph Oldtower Btood a good w^hile talking with John ; 
and finally, having sent his carriage on, walked with him 
down Kingsweil Hill towards liie manor-house. I, riding 
alongside, caught fragments of their conversation. 

** What you say is all true, Mr. Halifax ; and you say it 
w«ll. But what can we do 1 Our English constitution Is 
perfect — that is, as perfect as anything human can be. Yet 
corruptions will arise ; we regret, wc even blame — ^but we 
cannot remove them. It is impossible." 

^* Do you think. Sir Ba.lph, that the maker of this world 
^-^which, so far -as we can see. He means like all oth«r of 
His creations gradually to advance toward perfection — do 
you think He would justify us in pronouncing any good work 
therein, * impossible V " 

" You talk like a young man," said the l)aronet, half sadly. 
" Coming years will shew you the world, and the ways of it, 
in a4;learer light." 

" I earnestly hope so." 

Sir Ralph glanced sideways at him— perhaps with a sort 
of envy of the very youth which he thus charitably excused 
as a thing to be allowed for till riper wisdom came. Some- 
thing might have smote the old man with a conviction, that 
in this youth was strength and life, the spirit of the new 
generation then arising, before which the old worn-out gene- 
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ratio^ would <;vainble into its natui«l dust Dust of the 
dead ages, honourable dust, to be reverentlj inumed, and 
never parricidally profaned hj us the livii^ age, who in our 
turn must follow the same downward path. Dust, venerable 
and beloved — ^but still only dust. 

The conversation ended, we took our diverse ways ; Sir 
Balj^ giving Mr. Halifax a hearty invitation to the manor- 
tiouse, and seeing him hesitate, adding, that '^Lady Old- 
tower would shorl^y have the honour of calling upon Mrs. 
Ha£fax." 

John bowed. " But I ought to tell you, Sir Ealph, that my 
wife and I are very simple people—that we make no mere 
acquaintances, and only desire friends." 

" It is fortunate, that Lady Oldtower and myself share the 
same peculiarity." And, shaking hands with a stately cor- 
-diafity, tlie old maa took his leave. 

^ John, you have made a step in the worid to-day.** 

*' Have I f * he said, absently, walking in deep thought, 
^md puling the hedge-leaves as he went fdong. 

« What will your wife say ?" 

-*' My Wife ? bless her ! and he seemed to be otAy speaking 
€he cenelu7«ion of his thinking. '^ It will make no di^erence 
4o her — though it might to me. She married me in my low 
estate — but same day, Crod willing, no lady in the land shall 
%e higher than my Ursula." 

Thus as in stU things each thought most of -each other, and 
1)oth of "him — ^whose will was to them beyond «dl human love, 
ay, even such love as theirs. 

Slowly, slowly, I watched the grey turrets of the manor- 
house fade away in the dusk ; the hills grew indistinct, and 
suddenly we saw the little twinkling light that we knew was 
the lamp in Longfield parlour, shine out like a glow-worm 
across the misty fields. 

" I wonder if the children are gone to bed, Phineas." 

And the fatherly eyes turned fondly to that pretty wink- 
ing light ; the fatherly heart began to hover over the dear 
little nest of home. 

" Surely, there's some one at the white gate, Ursula ! " 

"John! Ah— it is you." 

The moth€fr did not express her feelings after the fashioh 
of most women ; but I knew by her waiting there, and by 

t2 
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the nervous tremble of her hand, how great her anxietj had 

been. 

. « Is all safe, husband ? " 

" I think so. Mr. Oldtower b elected — he must fly the 
country." 

" Then she is saved." 

" Let us hope she is. Come, my darling! " and he wrap- 
ped his arm round her, for she was shivering. " We have 
.done all we could and must^wait the rest. Come home. 
O I " with a lifted look and a closer strain, '< thank God for 
home!" 



CHAPTER XXV. 

We always rose early at Longfield. It was lovely to see the 
morning sun climbing over One-tree Hill, catching the larch- 
wood, and creeping down the broad slope of our field ; thence 
up towards Redwood and Leckington — until, while Ihe dews 
yet lay thick on our shadowed valley, Leckington Hill was, 
all in a glow of light. Delicious, too, to hear the little ones 
running in and out, bright and merry as children ought to be 
in the first wholesome hours of the day — ^to see them feeding 
.their chickens and petting their doves — calling every minute 
on father or mother to investigate and enjoy some wonder 
in farm-yard or garden. And either was ever ready to listen 
to the smallest of these little mysteries, knowing that no- 
thing in childhood is too trivial for the notice, too fooH^h for 
the sympathy, of those on whom the Father of all meh has 
bestowed the holy dignity of parenthood. ; 

I could see them now, standing among the flower-bec^s, out 
ip the sunny morning, the father's tall head in the centre of the 
group — for he was always the in;iportant person during the bri^f 
hour or two that he was able to be at home. The mother close 
beside him, and both knotted round with an interlaced mass of 
little arms and little eager faces, each wanting to hear every- 
thing and to look at everything — everybody to be first and 
nobody last. None rested quiet or mute for a second, except 
the one who kept close as his shadow to her Other's side, and 
unwittingly was treated by him less like the other children, 
than like some stray spirit of another world, caught and held 
iealously, but without much outward notice, lest haply it 
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might take alarm, and yanish back again unawares. When- 
ever he came home and did not see her waiting at the door, 
his first question was always — " Where's Muriel I " 

Muriel's still fiswe looked very bright this morning — the 
Monday morning after the election — because her father was 
going to be at home the whole day. It was the annual holi- 
day he had planned for his work-people. This only ' dinner- 
party ' we had ever given — ^was in its character not unlike 
that memorable feast, to which were gathered the poor, the 
lame, the halt, and the blind — all who needed, and all who 
could not return, the kindness. There were great cooking 
preparations— everything that could make merry the heart 
of man — tea, to comfort the heart of woman, hard-working 
woman — and lots of bright pennies and silver groats to re- 
joice the very soul of youth. 

Mrs. Halifax, Jem Watkins, and his Jenny, were as busy 
as bees all morning. John did his best to help, but finally 
the mother pleaded how hard it was that the children should 
miss their holiday-walk with him, so we were all dismissed 
from the scene of action, to spend a long, quiet, two-hours, 
lying under the great oak on One-tree HiU. The little ones 
played about till they were tired ; then John took out the 
newspaper, and read about Onidad Rodrigo and Lord Wel- 
lington's entry into Madrid — the battered eagles and the 
torn and bloody flags of Badajoz, which were on their way 
home to the Prince Regent. 

" I wish the fighting were over, and peace were come," 
said Muriel. 

But the boys wished quite otherwise ; they already gloried 
in the accounts of battles, played domestic games of French 
and English, acted garden sieges and blockades. 

^' How strange and awful it seems, to sit on this green 
grass, looking down our quiet valley, and then think of the 
fighting far away in Spain — ^perhaps this very minute, under 
this very sky. Boys, I'll never let either of you be a soldier. 

" Poor little fellows ! " said I, " they can remember nothing 
but war time." 

" What would peace be like 1 " asked Muriel. 

*'A glorious time, my child — ^rejoicings everywhere^ 
fathers and brothers coming home, work thriving, poor men's 
food made cheap, and all things prospering." 

" I should like to live to see it. Shall I be a woman then, 
father?" 
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He started. Somehow, she seemed so unHk^ an ordinatj 
child, that while all the boy's future was merrily plimned 
out — the mother often said, laughing^ she knew exactly wliat 
sort of a young man Guy would be— none of us ever seemed 
to think of Muriel as a woman. 

^' Is Muriel anxious to be grown up ? Is she not satisfied 
with being my little daughter always? "^ 

"Always." 

Her father drew her to him, and kissed her soft, shut, 
blind eye& Then, sighing, he rose^ and proposed that we 
should all go home. 

This first feast at Longfield was a most merry day. The men 
and their families came about noon. Soon after, they all sat 
down to dinner ; Jem Watkins's plan of the bam being uni- 
versally scouted in favour of an open-air feast, in the shelter 
of a hay-rick, under the mild blue September sky. Jem 
presided with a ponderous dignity which throughout the day 
furnished great private amusement to Ursula, John, and me. 

In the afternoon, all rambled about as they liked — many 
under thp cicerone-ship of Master Edwin and Master Guy, 
who were very popular and grand indeed. Then the mother, 
with Walter clinging shy-eyed to her gown, went among the 
other poorer mothers there; talked to one, comforted 
another, counselled a third, and invariably listened to all. 
There was little of patronizing benevolence about her ; she 
spoke freely, sometimes even with some sharpnes?, when 
reproving comment was needed ; but her earnest kindness, 
her active goodness, darting at once to the truth and right of 
things, touched the women's hearts. While a few were a 
little wholesomely afraid of her— all recognized the influence 
of ^ the mistress,' penetrating deep and sure, extending far 
and wide. 

She laughed at me when I told her so — said it was all 
nonsense — that she only followed John's simple recipe, for 
making his work-people feel that he was a friend as well as 
a master. 

« What is that f " 

" To pay attention and consideration to all they say ; and 
always to take care and remember to call them by their 
right Christian names." 

I could not help smiling — it was an answer so like Mrs. 
Halifax, who never indulged in any verbal sentimentalism. 
Her part in the world was deeds. 
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It was already evening, when, having each coBtributed 
our quota, great or small, to the entertainment, we all came 
and sat on the long bench under the walnut-tree. The sun 
went down red behind us, throwing a last glint on the upland 
field, where, from top to bottom, the young men and women 
were running in a long ' thread-the-needle.' Their voices 
and laughter came fkintly down to us, 

" I think they have had a happy day, John. They will 
work all the better to-morrow." 

" I am quite sure of it." 

" So am I," said Guy, who had been acting the young 
master all day, condescendingly stating his will and giving 
his opinion on eveiy subject, greatly petted and looked up 
to by all, to the no small amusement of us elders. 

" Why, my son f asked the father, smiling. 

But here Master Guy was posed, and everybody laughed at 
him. He coloured up with childish anger, and crept nearer 
his mother. She made a place for him at her side, looking 
appealingly at John. 

" Guy has got out of his depth — ^we must help him into 
safe waters again," said the father. " Look here, my son, 
this is the reason — ^and it is well not to be ' quite sure ' of a 
thing unless one knows the reason. Our people will work 
the better, because they will work from love. Not merely 
doing their duty, and obeying their master in a blind way, 
but feeling an interest in him and all that belong to him ; 
knowing that he feels the same in them. Knowing, too, 
that although, being their superior in many things, he is 
their master and they his servants, he never forgets that 
saying, which I read out of the Bible, children, this morning j 
* One is your inaster — even Christy and all ye are brethren^ Do 
you understand I" 

I think they did, for he was accustomed to talk with them 
thus — even beyond their years. Not in the way of preach- 
ifying — for these little ones had in their childish days scarcely 
any so-called ' religious instruction,' save the daily chapter 
out of the New Testament, and the father and mother's daily 
life, which was a simple and literal carrying out of the same. 
To that one test was brought, all that was thought, or 
said, or done, in our household, where it often seemed as if 
the Master were as visibly obeyed and followed as in the 
household which He loved at Bethany. 
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As to what doctrinal creed we held, or what sect we be- 
longed to, I can give but the plain answer which John gave 
to all such inquiries — that we were Christians. 

After these words from the Holy Book (which the children 
always listened to with great reverence, as to the Book which 
their parents most loved and honoured, the reading and 
learning of which was granted as a high reward and favour, 
and never carelessly allowed, or — ^horrible to think! — ^in- 
flicted as a punishment), we ceased smiling at Guy, who in 
his turn ceased to frown. The little storm blew over, as our 
domestic storms usually did, leaving a clear, free heaVen. 
Loving one another, of course we quarrelled sometimes ; bat 
we always made it up $igain, because — ^we loved one another. 

" Father, I hear the click of the gate. There's somebody 
coming," said Muriel. 

The father paused in a great romp with his sons — ^paused, 
as he ever did when his little daughter's soft voice was 
heard. " 'Tis only a poor boy — ^who can he be V 

" One of the folk that come for milk most likely — ^but we 
have none to give away to-day. What do you want, my 
lad?'' 

The lad, who looked miserable and scared, opened his 
mouth with a stupid " Eht" 

Ursula repeated the question. 

" I wants Jacob Baines." 

" You'll find him with the rest, in front of that hay-rick, 
over his pipe and ale." 

The lad was off like a shot. 

" He is from Kingswell, I think. Can anything be the 
matter, John ?" 

" I will go and see. No, boys, no more games — I will be 
back presently." 

He went, apparently rather anxious — as was easy to find 
out by only a glance at the face of Ursula. Soon she rose 
and went after him. I followed her. 

We saw, close by the hay-rick, a group of men, angrily 
talking. The gossiping mothers were just joining them; 
Far off, in the field, the younger folk were still dancing 
merrily down their long line of ' Thread-the-needle.' 

As we approached, we heard sobbing from one or two 
women, and loud curses from the men. 

" What's amiss I" said Mr. Halifax, as he came in the 
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^idst — and both curses and sobbings were silenced. All 
began a confused tale of wrongs. " Stop, Jacob — ^I can't 
make it out." 

^^ This lad ha' seen it all. And he bean't a liar in big 
things — speak up, Billy." 

Somehow or other, we extracted the news brought by 
ragged Billy, who on this day had been left in charge of t'ae 
five dwellings rented of Lord Luxmore. During the owners' 
absence there had been a distant for rent ; eyery bit of the 
forniture was carried off; two or three aged and sick folk 
were left lying on the bare floor — and the poor families here 
would have to go home to nothing but their four walls. 

Again, at repetition of the story, the women wept and the 
men swore. 

^' Be quiet," said Mr. Hali£eix again. But I saw that his 
honest English blood was boiling within him. • ^* Jem " — and 
Jem Watkins started, so unusually sharp and commanding 
was his master's tone — " Saddle the mare — quick. I shall 
ride to Kingswell, and thence to the sheriff's." 

" God bless 'ee, sir 1" sobbed Jacob Baines' widowed 
daughter-in-law, who had left, as I overheard her telling 
Mrs. Halifax, a sick child to* day at home. 

Jacob Baines took up a heavy knobbed stick which happened 
to be leaning against the hay-rick, and eyed it with savagC 
meaning. 

" Who be they as has done this, master ?" 

" Put that bludgeon down, Jacob." ' 

The man hesitated — met his master's determined eye — and 
obeyed him, meek as a lamb. 

*' But what is us to do, sir I" 

" Nothing. Stay here till I return — you shall come to no 
harm. You will trust me, my men t" 
- They gathered round him — those big, fierce-looking fel- 
lows, in whom was brute force enough to attack or resist 
anything — ^yet he made them listen to reason. He explained 
as much as he could of the injustice which had apparently 
been done them — ^injustice which had overstepped the law, 
and could only be met by keeping absolutely within the law. 

" It is partly my fault, that I ddd not pay the rent to-day 
— ^I will do so at once, I will get your goods back to-night, 
if I can. If not, you hale fellows can rough it, and we'll 
take the women and children in till morning— can we not, 
love?" 
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•* Ay, readily ! " said the mothto. ** Don*t cry, my good 
women. Mary Baines, give me your baby. Cheer up, the 
master will set all right! '* 

John smiled at her in fond thanks — the wife who hindered 
him by no selfishness or weakness, but was his right hand 
and support in everything. As he mounted, she gave him 
his whip, whispering — 

<^ Take care of yourself, mind. Come back, as soon aa 
yon can." 

And lingeringly she watched him gallop down the field. 

It was a strange three hours we passed in his absence. 
The mistf night came down$ and round about the house 
crept wailing the loud September wind. We brought the 
women into the kitchen — ^the men lit a fire in the farm-yard,, 
and sat sullenly round it. It was as much as I could do to 
persuade Guy and Edwin to go to bed, instead of watching 
that ' beautiful blaze.' There, more than once, I saw the 
mother standing, with a shawl over her head, and her white 
gown blowing, trying to reason into patience those poor fel- 
lows, savage with their wrongs. 

" How far have they been wronged, Phineas ? What is 
the strict law of the case f Will any harm come to John 
for interfering ?" 

' I told her, no, so far as I knew. That the cruelty and 
illegality lay in the haste of the distraint, and in the goods 
having been carried off at once, giving no opportunity of 
redeeming them. It was easy to grind the faces of the poor, 
who had no helper. 

" Never mind ; my husband will see them righted — at all 
risks." 

" But Lord Luxmore is his landlord." 

She looked troubled. " Lsee wha^ you mean. It is easy 
to make an enemy. No matter — I fear not. I fear nothing 
while John does what he feels to be right — as I know he 
will ; the issue is in higher hands than ours or Lord Lux« 
more's. — ^But where's Muriel ?" 

For as we sat talking, the little girl — ^whom nothing could 
persuade to go to bed till her father came home — ^had slipped 
from my hand, and gone out into the blustering night. We 
found her standing sdl by herself under the walniit-tree. 

" I wanted to listen for father. When will he come ?" 

" Soon, I hope," answered the mother, with a sigh. *' You 
must not stay out in the cold and the dark, my cbUd/' 
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<< I am not cold, and I know no dark," said Muriel, softly. 

And thus so H was with h^ always. In her spirit, as in 
her outward life, so innocent and harmless^ she knew no 
dark. No cold looks — no sorrowful sights — no winter — na 
age. The hand laid upon her dear eyes, pressed eternal 
peace down on her soul. I believe she was, if ever human 
being was, purely and en^ely happy. It was always sweet 
£[>r us to know this — it is very sweet still, Muriel, our 
beloved ! 

We brought -her within the house, but she persisted in 
sitting in her usual place, on Uie door-ljsill, ^ watting ' for her 
father. It was she who first heard the white gate swing, 
and told us he was coming. 

Ursula ran down to the stream to meet him. 

When they came up the path, it was not alone — John 
was helping a lao^ old woman, and his wife carried in her 
aims a sick child, on whom, when they entered the kitchen, 
Mary Baines threw herself in a passion of crying. 

" What have ihej been doing to 'ee. Tommy ? — ^'ee wam't 
like this when I left 'ee. O they've been killing my lad, 
they have V* 

" Hush I" said Mrs. Hali&ix ; " weTl get him well again, 
please God. Listen to what the master's saying." 

He was telling to the men who gathered round the kitchen- 
door, the results of his journey^ 

It was — ^as I had expected from his countenance the first 
minute he appeared — fruitless. He had found all things at 
Kingswell as stated. Then he rode to the sheriff's ; but Sir 
Ralph was absent, sent for to Luxmore Hall on very painful 
business. 

" My friends," said the master, stopping abruptly in his 
narrative, " lor a few hours you must make up your minds 
to sit still and bear it. Every man has to learn that lesson at 
times. Your landlord has — ^I would rather be the poorest 
among you, than Lord Luxmore this night. Be patient ; 
well lodge you all, somehow. To-moorrow I will pay your rent 
—get your goods back — ^and you shall begin the world again, 
as my tenant, not Lord Luxmore's." 

'^ Hurrah !" shouted the men, easily satisfied ; as working 
people are, who have been used all their days to live from 
hand to mouth, and to whom the present is all in alL They 
followed the master, who settled them in the bam ; and then 
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came back to consult with his wife as to where the women 
could he stowed away. So, in a short time, the five homeless 
families were cheerily disposed of — ^all hut Mary Baines and 
her sick hoy. 

" What can we do with them ?" sidd John, questioningly 
to Ursula. 

*' I see hut one course. We must take him in ; his mother 
says hunger is the chief thing that ails the lad. She fencies 
that he has had the measles ; but our children have had it too, 
so there's no fear. Come up stairs, Mary Baines." 

Passing, with a thankful look, the room where her own 
boys slept, the good mother established this forlorn young 
mother and her two children in a little closet outside the nur- 
sery door ; cheered her yrith comfortable words ; helped her 
ignorance with wise counsels — ^for Ursula was the general 
doctress of all the poor folk round. It was almost midnight 
before she came down to the parlour where John and I sat, 
he with little Muriel asleep in his arms. The child would 
gladly have slumbered away all night there, with the delicate, 
pale profile pressed close into his breast. 

" Is all right, love I" How tired you must be !" John put 
his left arm round his wife as she came and knelt by him,'in 
fi*ont of the cheerful fire. 

" Tired ? Oh, of course ; but you can't think how comfort- 
able they are up-stairs. Only poor Mary Baines does no- 
thing but cry, and keep telling me that nothing ails her lad 
but hunger. Are they so very poor ?" 

John did not immediately answer; I fancied he looked 
suddenly uneasy, and inperceptibly pressed his little girl 
closer to him. 

" The lad seems very ill. Much worse than our children 
were with measles." 

"Yet how they suffered, poor pets! especially Walter. 
It was the thought of them made me pity her so. Surely I 
have not done wrong ?" 

" No — ^love ; quite right and kind. Acting so, I think one 
need not fear. See, moSier, how soundly Muriel sleeps. It's 
almost a pity 'to waken her — ^but wc must go to bed now." 

"Stay one minute," I said. "Tell us, John — ^I quite 
forgot to ask till now — ^what is that ' painful business ' you 
mentioned, which called the sheriff to Lord Luxmore's ?" 

John glanced at his wife, leaning fondly against him, her 
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face full of sweet peace, then at bis little daughter asleep, 
then round the cheerM fire-lit room, outside which the 
autumn night- wind went howling furiously. 

''Love, that we are so happy, we must not, dare not, 
condemn." 

She looked at him with a shocked inquiry. " You don't 
mean — ^No; it is impossible !" 

" It is true. She has gone away." 

" Ursula sank down, hiding her face. " Horrible I And 
only two days since she was here, kissing our children." 

We all three kept a long silence; then I ventured to ask 
. when she went away I 

" This morning, early. They took — at least, Mr. Vermilye 
.did — all tbe property of Lord Luxmore's that he could lay 
his hands upon — himlj jewels and money to a considerable 
amount. The earl is pursuing him now, not only as his 
daughter's seducer, but as a swindler and a thief." 

" And Richard Brithwood ?" 

" Drinks — and drinks — and drinks. That is the beginning 
and the end of all." 

There was no more to be said. She had dropped for ever 
out of her old life, as completely as a star out of the sky. 
Henceforth, for years and years, neither in our home, nor, I 
believe, in any other, was there the slightest mention made 

of Lady Caroline Brithwood. 

« « « « « 

AU the next day John was from home, settling the Kings- 
well affair. The ejected tenants— our tenants now — left us 
at last, giving a parting cheer for Mr. Halifax, the best 
master in all England. 

Sitting down to tea, with no small relief that all was over, 
John asked his wife after the sick lad. 
, " He is very ill still, I think." 

" Are you sure it is measles f" 

" I imagine^ so ; and I have seen nearly all childish 
diseases, except — no, that is quite impossible !" added the 
mother, hastily. She cast an anxious glance on her little 
ones ; her hand slightly shook as she poured out their cups 
of milk. " Do you think, John — ^it was hard to do it when 
the child is so ill — ^I ought to have sent them away with the 
others f 

" Certainly not. If it were anything dangerous, of course 
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Mary Baines wofdd have told us. What are the lad*s 
flymptoms I ** 

As Ursula iofbrmed him, I thought he looked more and 
more serioiis ; but he did not let her see. 

" Make your mind easy, love ; a word from Dr. Jessop 
will decide all. I will fetch him after tea* Cheer up ! 
Please God, no harm will come to our little ones ! " 

The mother brightened again ; wil^ her all the rest ; and 
ike tea*table clatter went on, merry as ever. Then, it being 
a wet nighty Mrs. Halifax gathered her boys round her knee 
for an evening chat over the kitehen-fire ; while through the 
open door, out of the dim parlour came ^ Muriel's voice,' as 
we called the hM*p8ichord. It seemed sweeter than ever 
this night, like — as her isther once said, but checked him- 
self, and never said it afterwards — ^like Muriel talking with 
angels. 

He sat listening awhile, then, without any remark, put on 
his coat and went out to fetch the good doctor. I f<^wed 
bim down to the stream. 

" Phineas," he said, " will you mind — don't notice it t» 
the mother — but mind and keep her and the children down 
stairs till I come back ? ** 

I promised. " Are you uneasy about Mary Baines's lad ? " 

'^ No ; I have full trust in human means, and above all, in 
*— what 1 need not speak of. Still, precautions are wise* 
Do you remember that day when, rather against Ursula's 
wish, I vaccinated the chUdren ? " 

I remembered. Also that the virus hc£d taken effect witfli 
all but Muriel ; and we had lately talked of repeating tfce 
much-blamed and miraculous experiment upon her. I hinted 
this. 

"Pliineas, you mistake," he answered, rather sharply. 
" She is quite safe — ^as safe as the others. I wrote to Dr. 
Jenner himself. But don't mention that I spoke about this." 

<'Why?" 

*' Because to-day I heard that they have had the small-pox 
at Kingswell." 

I felt a cold shudder. Though inoculation and vaccina- 
tion had made it less fatal among the upper classes, this 
frightful scourge still decimated the poor, especially children. 
Great was the obstinacy in refusing relief; and loud the out- 
cry in Norton Bury, when Mr. Halifax, who had met and 
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known Dr. Jemier in London — ^finding no practitioner that 
would do it, persisted in administering ti^« vaccine virus him- 
self to his children. Bat still, with a natural fear, he had 
kept them out of all risk of taking the smallpox until now. 

*' John, do yxm think '' 

^No ; I will not allow myself to think. Not a word of 
this at home, mind. Gk)od-hyer' 

He wa&ed away, and I returned up the path heavily, as if 
a doud o£ terror and dole were vkibly hanging ov«r our hs^py 
Longfield. 

The doctor a|)peared ; he went up to the sick lad ; then 
lie and Mr. HaH&x were closeted togeliier for a long tim«. 
After he was gone, John came into the kitdien, where Ursula 
sat witii Waiter on her knee. The diild was in his little 
white night'gown, playing with his eider brothers, and warm- 
ing his rosy toes. 

The mother had recovered herself entirely: was content 
jmd gay, I saw John's glance at her, and then — and then I 
feared. 

« What does the doctor »ay ? The child will soon be wdl?" 

** We must hope so." 

^ John, what do jo« mean f I thought the little fellow 
looked better wiien I went up to see him last. And there— 
1 hear the poor mother vpHStairs crying.'' 

" She may cry ; she has need," said John, bitterly. " She 
knew it all the while. She never thought of our children ; 
but they are safe. Be content, love — ^please God, they are 
quite safe. Vi^ few take it after vaccination." 

^< It-— do you mean the smal^iox ? Has the lad got small- 
pox? Oh, God help us! My children — my children ! " 

She grew white as death ; long shivers came over her from 
head to foot. The little boys, Mghtened, crept up to her ; 
she clasped them altogether in her arms, turning her head 
with a wild, savage look, as if some one were stes^ng behind 
to take them from her. 

Muriel, perceiving the silence, felt her way across the 
room, and touching her mother's face, said, anxiously, " Has 
anybody been naughty ?" 

" No, my darling ; no ! " 

" Then never mind. Father says, nothing will harm us, 
except being naughty. Did you not, father I" 

John snatched his little daughter up to his bosom, and 
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called her for the hundredth time the name my poor old 
&ther had named her — the ' blessed ' child. 

We all grew calmer ; the mother wept a little, and it did her 
good: we comforted the hoys and Muriel, telling them that 
in truth nothing was the matter, only we were afraid of theit 
catching the little lad's sickness, and they must not go near 
him. 

" Yes ; she shall quit the house this minute — this Tery 
minute," said the mother, sternly, but with a sort of wildnc«S 
too. 

Her husband made no immediate answer ; but as she rose 
to leave the room, he detained hen ^' Ursula, do you koo^ 
the child is all but dying I " 

'' Let him die I The wicked woman ! She knew it, and 
she let me bring him among my children — ^my own poor 
children!" 

" I would she had never come. But what is done, is done. 
Love, think — ^if you were turned out of doors this bleak, 
rainy night — ^with a dying child." 

" Hush ! hush I ' — She sank down with a sob. 

"My darling!" whispered John, as he made her lean 
against him — her support and comfort in all things ; " do 
-you think my heart is not ready to break, like yours? But 
I trust in God. This trouble came upon us while we were 
doing right; let us do right still, and we need not fear. 
Humanly speaking, our children are safe ; it is only our own 
terror which exaggerates the dsmger. They may not take 
the disease at all. Then, how could we answer it to our 
conscience if we turned out this poor soul, and her child 
died!" 

"No! no!" 

" We will use all precautions. The boys shall be moved 
to the other end of the house," 

I proposed that they should occupy my room, as I had 
had smaJl-pox, and was safe. 

" Thank you, Phineas ; and even should they take it, Dr. 
Jenner has assured me that in every case after vaccination it 
has been the very slightest form of the complaint. Be pa- 
tient, love ; trust in God, and have no fear." 

Her husband's voice gradually calmed her. At last, she 
turned and clung round his neck, silently and long. Then 
she rose up and went about her usual duties, just as if this 
horrible dread were not upon us. 
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. MarjrBaines and her ehUdren. stayed in the house. Kext 
day, about noon, the little lad died. 

It was the first death that had ever happened under our 
Fpo£ It shocked us* all very mueh> especially the children. 
We kept them far away on l^e other side of ^e house— out 
of the house, when possible—hut still they would be coming 
hack and Looking up at the window, at which, as JSluriel de- 
dared, the little sick boy ^< had turne<l into an angel and 
flown away." The mother allowed the fancy to remain ; she 
thought it wrong and horrible that a child's first idea of 
death should be ^^ putting into the pit-hole;" Truer and 
more beautiful was Muriel's instinctive notion of " turning 
into an angel and fiying away." So we arranged that the 
poor little body should be coffined and remoyed befi>re, the 
children rose next morning. 

It was a very quiet tea-time. A sense of awe was upon 
the little ones^ they knew not why. Many questions they 
a^ked about poor Tommy Baines> and where he had gone to, 
which the mother only answered after the simple manner of 
scripture — he "was not, for God took him." But \vhen 
tjiey saw Mary Baines go crying down the. field-path, Muriel 
asked "why she cried? how could she cry, when it waa 
God who had taken little Tommy ? " 

Afterwards she tried to learn of me privately, what sort 
of place it was he had gone to, and how he went ; whether 
he had carried with him. all his clothes, and especially the 
great bunch of woodbine i^e sent to him yesterday ; and 
Bho\e alH whether he had gone by himself^ or if some of the 
* angels,' which held so large a place in Muriel's thoughts 
and of which she was ever talking, had come to fetch him 
and take care of him. She hoped — indeed, she felt sure — 
they had.. She wished she had met them, or heard them 
about in the house. 

And. seeing how the child's mind was running on 
the subject, I thought it best to explain to her as simply 
as I could, the solemn putting off of life and putting on of 
immortality. I wished that my darling, who could never 
visibly behold death, should understand it as no image of 
terror, but only as a calm sleep and a joyful waking in 
another country, the glories of which eye had not seen nor 
e|ar heard. 
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''Eye has not seen!" repeated Muriel, thougfatfolfy ; 
" can people see there, Uncle Phineas I** 

" Yes, my child. There is no darkness at all.** 

She paused a minute, and said eamestlyi '' I want to ffo-^. 
I very much want to go. How long do you think it wUl bd; 
before the angels come for me ?" 

' " Many, many years, my precious one," said I, shudderis^t 
for truly she looked 00 like them, that I began to fear they w^re 
close at hand. T 

But a few minutes afterwards she was playing with heU 
brothers and talking to her pet doyes, so sweet and hunma^ 
like, that the fear passed away, T 

We sent the children early to bed that night, and sat ]img^ 
by the fire, consulting how best to remove infection^ $sA' 
almost satisfied that in these two days it could not have taksen 
any great hold on the house. John was firm in his belief :iii^ 
Dr. Jenner and Taccination. We went to bed greatly cotnr 
forted, and the household sank into quiet slumbers, eren 
though under its roof slept, in deeper sleep, the little deii^ 
child. 

That small doset, which was next to the nursery I ocou* 
pied, safely ^ut out by it firom the rest of the house, seemed 
very still now. I went to sleep thinking of it, and dreamed 
of it afterwards. 

In the middle of the night a slight noise woke me, and Z: 
almost fancied I was dreaming still ; for there I saw a little 
white figure gliding past my bed's foot ; so softly and sound** 
lessly — it might have been the ghost of a child — and it weni 
into the dead child's room. 

For a moment, that superstitious instinct which I believe 
we all have, paralyzed me. Then I tried to listen, llieafe 
was most certainly a sound in the next room — ^a fisiint cry, 
quickly smothered — a very human cry. All the stories I had 
ever heard of supposed death and premature burial rushed 
horribly into my mind. Conquering alike my superstitious 
dread or fear of entering the infected room, I leaped out of 
bed, threw on some clothes, got a light, and went in. 

There lay the little corpse, aU safe and still — ^for ever. 
And like its own spirit watching in the night at the head of 
the forsaken clay, sat Muriel. 

I snatched her up and ran with her out of the -room, in 
an agony of fear. 



Digitized 



by Google 



JOHN HALIFAX. 291 

8be bid her face on my shotilder, trembling. '< I have not 
done wrong, have It I wanted to know what it was like 
— ^that which you said was left of little Tommy. I touched 
it— ^it was so cold. Oh I Uncle Phineas ! that isn't poor 
litfle Tommy f 

"No, my blessed one — ^no, my dearest child ! Don't think 
of 1* Miy more.*' 

And, hardly knowing what was best to be done, I called 
John, and told him where I had found his little daughter. 
Re never spoke, but snatched her out of my arms into his 
a#ti, took her in hicr room, and shut the door. 

From that thne our fears never slmnbered. For one whole 
week we waited, watching the children hour by hour, noting 
cfneh change in each little face ; then Muriel sickened. 
^ It was I who had to tell her father, when as he came 
home in the evening I met him by the stream. It seemed 
to^him almost like the stroke of death. 

«*Oh, my God ! not her? Any but herf And by that 
tknew, what I had long guessed, that ^e was the dearest 
of all his children. 

Edwin and Walter took the disease likewise, though 
lightly. No one was in absolute danger eitcept Muriel. 
Bat for weeks we had what people csdl ♦sickness in the 
house;' that terrible overhanging shadow which mothers arid 
fkthers well know ; under which one must live and move, 
never resting night nor day* This mother and father bore 
their portion, and bore it well. When she broke down, 
which was not often, he sustained her. If I were to tell of 
all he did — ^how, after being out all day, night after night he 
would sit up watching by and nursing each little fretful 
sufferer, patient as a woman, and pleasant as a child-play- 
mate — ^perhaps those who talk loftily of * the dignity of man ' 
would smile. I pardon them. 

The hardest minute of the twenty-four hours was, I think, 
that when, coming home, he caught sight of me afar off 
waiting for him, as I always did, at the White Gate; and 
many a time, as we walked down to the stream, I saw — 
what no one else saw but God. After such times I used 
often to ponder over what great love His must be, who,^ as 
the clearest revelation of it, and of its nature, calls Himself 
' the Father.' 

u2 
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And He^ brought us aafe throu^ our tim^ Qi auguish : Be 
le& us every one of our little ones. 

One November Sunday, when all the fields were in a mistj 
and the rain came pouring, softly and incessantly upon the. 
patient earth which had been so torn and dsied up hf east- 
winds^that she seemed glad enough to put aside the mockejcy 
of sunshine and melt in quiet tears, we once more gathered 
our flock together in. thankMness and joy. 

Muriel came down stairs triumphantly in her father'»« 
arms, and lay on the sofa smiling ; the firelight dancing on 
her small white face — ^white and unscarred. The disease 
had been kind to the blind child ; she was, I think, more 
sweet-looking than ever. Older,, perhc^s ; the round pretti- . 
ness of childhood gone — ^but her whole appearance wore 
that inexpressible expression, in which, for want of a suitable 
word, we all embody our vague notiona of the unknown 
world, and call ^ angelic' 

"Doe& Muri^ feel quite well — quite strong and wett?" 
the father and mother both kept saying every no^w and then, - 
as they looked at her. She always answered, " Quite well." 

In the afternoon, when the boys were playing in the 
kitchen, and John and I were standing at the open door, 
listening to the droppin':^ Of the rsdn in the garden, we heard, 
after its long silence, MurXi's ' voice.' 

" Father, listen !" whispered the mother, linking her arm 
through his as he stood at the door. Soft and slow came 
the notes of the old harpsichord— ^he was playing one of the 
abbey anthems.. Then it melted away into melodies we , 
knew not — sweet and strange. Her parents looked at one 
another — their hearts were full of thankfulness and joy. 

" And Mary Baines' little lad ia in the church-yard," 



CHAPTER XXVI. 

"What a comfort! the daylight is lengthening. I think 
this has been the very dreariest winter I ever knew. Has it 
not, my little daughter ? Who brought her these violets ? ** 
And John placed himself on a comer of my own particular 
arm-chair, where, somehow or other, Muriel always lay curled 
up at tea-time now — (ay, and many hours in the day-time, 
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though we hardly noticed it at first). Taking between his 
hands the little face, which broke into smiles at the merest 
Ipuch of the Other's fingers, he asked her, *^when she in- 
'tended to go a walk with himi " 

" To-morrow.** 

*'^ we have said for a great many to-morrows, but it is 
always put off. What do you think, mother — ^is the little 
maid strong enough ? ** 

Mrs. Halifax hesitated ; said BomefMrig about ^ east 
winds.' 

" Yet I fhink it Would do lier good ^f she 'braved east 
winds^ and played out of doors as the boys do. Would you 
not like it, Murielt " 
, The cliild slirank "back with an involuntary *< Oh, no." 

^^ That is because she is a little girl necessarily less strong 
than the lads are. Is it not so, Uncle Phineas ? ** continued 
her father, hastily, for I was watching them. 

"Muriel will.be quite strong when the Warm weather 
comes. We have had such a severe winter. ■ Everyone of 
the children has suffered," said the mother, in a cheerful 
tone, as she poured out a cup of cream for her daughter, to 
whom was now given, by common consent, all the richest 
and rarest of the house. 

" I think everyone has," said John, looking round on his 
ai^le-cheeked boys ; it must have been a ^harp eye that de- 
tected any decrease of health, or increase of suffering, there. 
^^ But my plan will set all to rights. I spoke to Mrs. Tod 
yesterday. She will be ready to take us aft in. Boys, shall 
^ou like going to Enderley ? You shall go as soon as ever 
the larch-wood is green." 

For, at Ifongfield, sdready we began to make a natural 
almanack and chronolp^cal tables *When the may was 
out '^' When Guy found the finSt robin's nest ' — ' When the 
field was all <K)wsli|)s ' — -.and so on. 

"Is it absolutely necessary we sliould go?" said the 
mother, who had a strong home-clinging, and already began 
to hold tiny Longfield as the apple of her eye. 

" I think so, unless you will consent to let me go alone to 
Enderley." 

She shook iier head. 

"What, with those troubles iat the mills? How can you 
Bpeak so lightly*?"" 
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" Not lightly, lov^ — only cheerfully. The tronbleB mntt 
be borne ; why not b^ar them with as good heart as possible ? 
They cannot last — let Lord Luxmore do what he wiU. If, 
as I told you, we re-let Longfield for this one summer io 
Sir Ralph, we shall saye enough to put the mill in thorou^ 
repair. If my landlord will not do it« I will; and add a 
steam-engine, too.** 

Now the last was a daring scheme, discussed many a 
winter pight by us three in Longfield parlour. At first, Mrs. 
Halifax had looked grave — most women would, eeipeoially 
wives and mothers, in those days when every innovation was 
regarded with horror, and improvement and ruin were held 
synonymous. She might have thought so too, had she not 
believed in her husband. But now, at mention of the steams 
engine, she looked up and smiled. 

'' Lady Oldtower asked me about it to-day. She said, ' sh^ 
hoped you would not ruin yourself, like Mr. Miller of 
Glasgow! ' I said I was not afraid." 

Her husband returned a bright look. " It is easier to 
make the world trust one, when one is trusted by one's own 
household." 

" Ah ! never fear ; you will make your fortune yet, in spite 
of Lord Luxmore.*' 

For, all wint^, John had found out how many car^ 
come with an attained wish. Chiefly, because, as the earl 
had said, his lordship possessed an ' excellent memory.' The 
Kings well election had worked its results in a hundred small 
ways, wherein the heavy hand of the landlord could be laid 
upon the tenant. He bore up bravely against it ; but hard 
was the struggle between might and right, oppression and 
staunch resistance. It would have gone harder, but for one 
whom John now began to call his ^ friend ; ' at least, one 
^ who invariably called Mr. Halifax so — our neighbour. Sir 
Ralph Oldtower. 

" How often has Lady Oldtower been here, Ursula!" 

" She called first, you remember, after our trouble with 
the children ; she has been twice since, I think. To-day, 
she wanted me to bring Muriel and take luncheon at the 
Manor House. I shall not go— -I told her so." 

'* But gently, I hope I — ^you are so very out-spoken, love. 
You made her clearly understand that it is not from incivility 
we decline her invitations ? — ^Well — never mind ! Some day 
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ire will take our place, and so sbaU our children, with any 
gentry in the land.** 

I think — ^though John rarely betrayed it — ^he had strongly 
this presentiment of future power, which may often be 
noticed in men who have carved out their own fortunes. 
They have in them the instinct to rise ; and as surely as 
water regains its own level, so do they, from however low a 
aource, ascend to theirs. 

Not many, weeks after, we removed in a body to Enderley. 
Though the chief reason was, that John might be constantly 
on the spot, superintending his miUs^ yet I fancied I could 
detect a secondary reason, which he would not own even to 
himself; but which peered out unconsciously in his anxious 
looks. I saw it when he tried to rouse Muriel into energy, 
by telling her how much she would enjoy Enderley HUL ; 
how sweet the primroses grew in the beech-wood, and how 
wild and fi:esh the wind swept over the common, morning 
and night. His daily longinc seemed to be to make her love 
the world, and the things therein* He used to turn away, 
almost in pain, from her smile, as she would listen to all he 
said, then steal off to the harpsichord, and begin that soft, 
dreamy music, which the children called ' talking to angels.' 

We came to Enderley through the valley, where was 
John's cloth-mill. Many a time in our walks he and I 
had passed it, and stopped to listen to the drowsy fall of the 
miniature Niagara, or watch the incessant turning — ^turning 
of the great water-wheel. Little we thought he should ever 
own it, or that John would be pointing it out to his own boys, 
lecturing them on * under-shot,' and ' over-shot,* as he used 
to lecture me. 

It was sweet, though half-melancholy, to see Enderley 
again ; to climb the steep meadows, pud narrow mule-paths, 
up which he used to help me so kindly. He could not now ; 
he had his little daughter in his arms. It had come, alas I 
to be a regular thing that Muriel should be carried up eveiy 
slight ascent, and along every hard road. We paused half- 
way up on a low wall, where I had many a time rested, 
watching the sunset over Nunneley Hill — watching for John 
to come home. Every night — at least after Miss March went 
away — ^he usually found me sitting there. 

He turned to me and smiled. '< Dost remember, lad V* at 
which appellation Guy widely stared. But, for a minute, 
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how strangely it l^rought baek old times, when tiiere were 
neither wife npr children—^nly he and I ! This seat oh the 
wall, with its small twiHght picture of the yalley bdow ibe 
miH, and Nunneley heights, with that sentinel rowc^suiiHset 
trees — was aU mine— mine soMy — -for evermore. :, 

'' Enderley is just the same, Pbineas. Twelve 3rear8 4iaTe 
made no change — except in ns.** And he looked fondly at 
his wjfe^ who stood 9 little way offj holding firmly on the 
wall, in a hazardous group, her three hoys. "I ^nk Hsi^ 
chorus and comment on all life might be induded iu twd 
brief phrases given by our friend Shakspere, one to Hamlet 
the other to Othello; ^'Tiavery Btrcmge,^ €Uid '*2js i€tter :a» 
it is/'* 

" Aj, ay," said I, thoughtfully. Better aa it was ; better^ 
a lihousand times ! 

I went to Mrs. HaHfax, and helped her to describe Hitt 
prospect to i^e inquisitive bojrs ; finally coaxing the xefeuj- 
tory Guy up the winding-road, where, just as if it Imd been 
yesterday, stood my old friends, my four Lombaa-dy poplard^ 
three together and one apart. 

Mrs. Tod descried us afar ofi^, and was waiting at t^ 
gate ; a little stouter, a little rosier — that was aM. In h^r 
delight, she absolutely forgot herself as to address the mothnr 
us Miss March ; at which long-unspoken name Ursda started^ 
her cdour went and came, and her eyes turned resileflsly 
towards the church hard by, 

" It is all right — Miss — ^Ma'am, I mean. Tod t>ears in 
mind Mr. Halifax's orders, and has planted lots if flower- 
roots aiid evergreens." 

*' Yes, I know." 

And when she had put aiH her little ones to bed — we, 
wondering where the mother was, went out towards the litdie 
churchyard, and found her qmetlj sitting there< 

We were very happy at Enderley. Muriel brightened xsp 
before she had been there many days. She began to thro# 
off her lisliessness, and jgQ about with me everywhere. It 
was the season she enjoyed most — the tinie of the sinking of 
birds, and the ^springing of delicate-scented flowers. I my- 
self never loved the beechwood better than did our Muriel. 
She used continually to tell ns, this was the happiest i^urii^ 
she had «ver had in her life. 

John was much occupied now. He left his Noiton Bat^ 



Digitized 



by Google 



JOHN HAUFAk. ^9^ 

bo^eM under efficient care, tmd devoted liimself aLtnost 
^whMj to ^e cloth mill. Eaiij and late he was there. 
Wtrj oAen Mnriel and I followed him, and spent whole 
SBomiakkgB vi the mill meadows. Through them the stream 
on which the machinery depended was led by yaraoos con- 
^ i iftr an ces , -dtecked or mcreased in its flow, maMng small 
ponds^ or locks, or waterfalls. We used to stay for houi^ 
iisleiiiag to Its murmur, to the isharp, strange cry of the 
swans that were kept there, and the twitter of the wart^r-hen 
to lier ytmng .among the reeds. Then the father would come 
rt» tis tmd remain a few minutes — fondling Muriel, and tell- 
ing mehow things went on at the miH. 

One morning, tts we three sat there, on the tnick-work of 
a little bridge, underneath an elm tree, round the roots of 
which the water made a pool so clear, that we could see a 
latge pike lying Hke a black shadow, half-way down ; John 
-soddenfly said— 

^ What is the matter with the stream t Do you notice, 
Phinwt" 

"I have seen it gradually loweiing — these two hours. I 
tixnight you were drawing off the water." 

*' Nothing of the kind — ^I must look after it. Good bye, 
my little daughter. Don't cling so &st ; father will be back 
foon — and isn't this a sweet sunny place for a little maid to 
belazyinr 

I¥is tone was gay, but he had an anxious look. He 
'wnSked rapidly down the meadows, and went into his miH. 
Then I saw him retracing his steps, examining where the 
*stream entered the bounds of Ms property. Finally, he 
walked off towards the little town at the head of the valley 
-**4)^fond Which, buried mi woods, lay Luxmore HalL It 
was two hours more before we saw him again. 

T^en he came towards us, narrowly watching the stream. 
It had tank more and more — ^the muddy bottom was showii^ 

^ 1 es— ihat's it-^it can be nothing else .1 X did not *th!nk 
he would have dared to do it." 

'^Bo what, John ? WhoT* 

^ Lord Luxmore.** He spoke in the smothered tones of 
violent passion. '^ Lord Luxmore hais turned out of its course 
the stream that works my miU.^ 

^ I tried to urge that suchitn act was improbable ; In &ct, 
against the law. 
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<^Not against the law of the ^reat against die Htde! 
Besides, he gives a decent colouring — says he only wants th^ 
use of the stream three days a week, to make fountains at 
Luxmore HalL But I see what it is — ^I have seen it coming 
a whole year* He is determined to ruin me I" 

John said this in much excitement. He hardly felt MnrieFB 
tiny creeping hands. 

'^What does 'ruin' mean? Is anybody making ftlher 
angry?" 

" No, my sweet — ^not angry— only very, very miserable 1'* 

He snatched her up, and buried his head in her soft, 
childish bosom. She kissed him and patted his hair. 

^( Never mind, dear father. You say nothing signifies^ if 
we are only good. And father is always good." 

" I wish I were." 

He sat down with her on his knee ; the murmur of the 
elm-leaves, and the slow dropping of the stream, soothed 
him. By and by, his spirit rose, as it always did, the heavie^ 
it was pressed down. 

'^ No, Lord Luxmore shall not ruin me i I have thought 
of a scheme. But first, I must speak to my people — ^I ^iall 
have to shorten wages for a time." 

"How soon?" 

" To-night. If it must be done — ^better done at once, 
before winter sets in. Poor fellows ! it will go hard with 
them — ^they'll be hard upon me. But it is only temporary ; 
I must reason them into patience, if I can ; — God knows, ii 
is not they alone who want it." 

He almost ground his teeth as he saw the sun shining on 
the for white wing of Luxmore Hall. 

" Have you no way of righting yourself? If it is an un- 
lawful act, why not go to law ?" 

" Phineas, you forget my principle— only mine, however ; 
I do not force it upon any one else — my firm principle, that 
I will never go to law. Never ! I would not like to have 
it said, in contradistinction to the old saying, ' See how these 
Christians ^A//*" 

I urged no more ; since, whether abstractedly the question 
be right or wrong, there can be no doubt that what a man 
believes to be evil, to him it is evil. 

" Now, Uncle Phineas, go you home with Muriel. Tell 
my wife what has occurred — say, I will come to tea as soon as 
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i can. But I may have some little trouble with my people 
liere* She must not alarm heraeifT' 

No, ike motber never did. She wasted no time in puerile 
apprehensions — ^it was not her nature; she had the rare 
feminine virtue of never << fidgetiing ^' — ^at least, eztemallj. 
What was to be borne — she bore: what was to be done — 
she did ; but she rarely made any " fixss " about either her 
4dBg8 or her sufferings. 

To-night, she heard all my explanation ; understood it, 1 
think, more clearly than I did — probably from being better 
fbOquainted with her husband's plans and fears. She saw at 
once the position in which he was placed; a grave one, to 
judge by her countenance. 

" Then yott think John is right t" 

"Of course I do." 

I had not meant it as a question, or even a doubt. But it 
was pleasant to hear her thus answer. For, as I have said, 
U^rsula was not a woman to be led blindfold, even by her 
husband. Sometimes they differed on minor points, and 
talked their differences lovingly out; but on any great 
^[ueetion she had always this safe trust in him — ^thatif one 
were right and the other wrong, the erring one was much 
more likely to be herself than John. 

She said no more ; but put the children to bed ; then came 
down stairs with her bonnet on. 

" Will you come with me, Phineast Or are you too tired? 
I am going down to the mill." . 

She started, walking quickly — ^yet not so quick but that on 
the slope of the common she stooped to pick up a crying 
child, and send it home to its mother in Enderley village. 
. It was almost dark, and we met no one else except a young 
man, whom I had occasionally seen about of evenings. He 
was rather odd looking, being invariably muffled up in a 
large doak and a foreign sort of hat. 

" Who is that, watching our mills V* said Mrs. Halifax, 
Imstily. 

I told her all I had seen t>f the person. 

" A Papist, most likely — I me&n a Catholic." (John ob- 
jected to the opprobrious word " Papist.") " Mrs. Tod says 
there are a good many hidden hereabouts* They used to find 
shelter at Luxmore." 

And that name set both our thoughts anxiously wandering ; 
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SO ibat not untfl we reached the foot of of the liiH ^4 I 
notice that the person had followed us almost to the mUl^ 
gates. 

tn lus emptj mill^ -standing l>e»de one of its silenced looms, 
we found the master. He was Teij much dejected — Ursiila 
touched his arm before he even Baw her. 

"Well, love — jon know what has happened ? *' 

" Yes, John. But never mind." 

^*I would not — except for ray poor people." 

"What do you intend doi^gt That which yoa have 
wished to do afl the year." 

" Our wishes comes as a cross to us sometimes," he saiA, 
rather bitterly. " It is the only thin^ I can do. The watei^ 
power being so greatly lessened, I must either stop Uie 
mills, or work them by steam." 

"Do that, then. Set up your steam-engine." 

^* And have all tbe country down upon me for destroy^ig 
hand-labour 1 Have a new set of Luddites coming to bum 
my mill, and br«ak mj maohineiy? lliat is what Locd 
Luxmore wants. Did he not say he would ruin me?-*- 
Worse than this, — ^he is ruining my good name. If you haid 
heard those poor people whom I sent away to-night 1 What 
must they, who unll have short work these two months, -and 
after that machineiy-work, which they fancy is taking the 
very bread out of Aeir mouths — ^what must they think of the 
master! " 

He spoke— as we rarely heard John speak : as worldfy 
cai*es and worldly injustice cause even the best of men io 
speak sometimes. 

" Poor people ! " lie added, " how can I blame them ? ^ 
was Bctuallj dumb before them to-night, when they said 1 
must take the cost of what I do, — ^they must have bread for 
their children. But so must I for mine. Lord Luxmore is 
the cause of all." 

Here I lieard — or fancied I heard— rOut of the black 
shadow behind the loom, a heskYj sigh. John and Ursula 
were too anxious io notice it. 

" Could anything be ^ne 1 " she asked. "Just to keep 
things going tUl your «team-engine is ready ? Will it coift 
much?" . 

" More than I like to think o£ But it must be ^ — nothing 
venture— nothing haver You and the children axe secure 
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im^yiiow, that's one comfort* But. oh, my poor people at 
Ettdertey!" 
' A^dn Ursula asked ifnothing could be dbneT 
^ Yes — ^I did not think of one plan — ^but — '^ 
, " John, I know what you thought of.** 
She laid her hand oa his arm, and looked straight up at 
him — eye to eye. Often, it seemed that from long habit they 
could read one another's minds ia this way, clearly as a bool^. 
At. last John said — 
* "^ Would it be too hard a sacrifice, love t** 
" Horw can you talk so I We could do it easily, by living 
in f^ plainer way ; by giving up one or two trifles. Only 
outside things, you. know.. Why need we care for outside 
tWngst" 

" Why, indeed ?" he said, in a low, fond tone. 
So I easily found out hoW they meant to settle the diffi- ^ 
eulty ;. namely, by setting aside a portion of the annual 
income which John, in his almost morbid anxiety lest his - 
ifiupQily should take harm by any possible non-success in his 
business, had settled upon his wife. Three months of little 
renunciations — ^three months of the old narrow way of living, 
SIS at Norton Bury — ^and the poor people at Enderley might 
have full wages, whether or no there was full work. Then 
itk our quiet valley there would' be no want, no murmurings. 
:«Dd, above all, no blaming of the master.. 
" They decided it all — in fewer words than I, have taken, to 
irrite it— it was so easy to decide whea bqth wer^ of one 
mind. 

'*Now," said John, rising, as if a load were- taken off his 
breast — *f now, do what he will, Lord Luxmore. cannot do 
. me any harm." 

" Husband, don't let us^ speak of Lord Luxmore." 
Again that sigh — quite ghostly in the darkness. They 
heard it likewise, this time. 
« Who's there r 

" Only^ I. Mr. Halifax — don't be angry with me." 
It was the softest, mildest voice — the voice of one long 
us^d to oppression ; and the young man whom Ursula had 
supposed to be a Catholic appeared from behind, the loom. 

" I do not know you, sir. How came you to enter my 
miUI" 

" I followed Mrs. Halifax. I have often watched her and 
your children. But you don't remember me." 
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Yes ; when he came underneath the light of the one tidlovr 
candle, we all recogmzed the face — more wao than ever-^^ 
with a sadder and morer hopeless look in the lar^s mj ey^i 

*^ I am ennrprised to see jou here, Lord BaveneL ' 

'^ Hush ! I hate the very sdund of the name. I would- 
have renounced it long ago. I woidd have hid myself away 
from him and from the world, if he would have lei me." 

** He— do yow mean your fiettherf " * 

The boy — ^no, he was a young man now, but searc^^ 
looke J more thaa a boy — ^assented silently, as if afraid Ho* 
utter the mmte. 

^^ Would not your coming here displease him t ''said John, 
always tenacious of trenchinga hair's breadth upon any lawfril. 
authority. 

^^It mattets not — he is away. He has left me Uiese Ax 
months alone at Luxmore.^ 

" Have you offended him 1 " asked Ursula, who had east 
kindly looks on the thin face, which perhaps reminded her 
of another — now for ever banished from our sight, and hid- 
also. ^ 

^< He hates me because I am a Catholic,, and wish to be- 
come a monk.^ 

The youth crossed himself then started and looked round/ 
in terror of observers, " You will not betray me? You ar* 
a good man, Mr. Halifax, and you spoke warmly for trs; 
Tell me — I will keep your secret — are you a Catholic too? ** 

"No, indeed." 

" Ah ! I hoped you were. But you are sure you wiU not 
betray me t " 

Mr. Halifiekx smiled at such a possibility. ITet, in truths 
there was some reason for the young man's fears ; since, even 
in those days, Catholics were hunted down both by law and 
by public opinion, as virulently as Protestant nonconformists. 
All who kept out of the pale of the national church were 
denounced as schismatics, deists, atheists — it was all one. 

" But why do you wish to leave the world f" 

" I am sick of it. There never was but one in it I cared 
for, or who cared for me — and now — Sancta Maria, era pro 
nobisJ' 

His lips moved in a paroxysm of prayer — helpless, parrot- 
learnt, Latin prayer ; yet, being in earnest, it seemed to do 
him good* The mother, as if she heard in fancy tluit pitiful 
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(^^! which rose to my memory too — * Poor William l—d<Mi't 
tell William I ' — turned and spoke to him kindly, asking him, 
if he would go home with us. 

He looked exceedingly surprised. " I — ^you cannot mean 
iff After Lord Luxmore has done you all this evil ? ** 

. <^ Is that any reason why I should not do good to his son 
—that is, if I could. Can 1 ? " 

The lad lifted up those soft grey eyes, and then I remem- 
b^?6d what his sister had said of Lord Haveners enthusiastic 
acUn)rati<m of Mr. Hali&x. " Oh, you could — ^you could.** 

** But I and mine are heretics, ypu know ! " 

( *' I will pray for you. Only let me come and see you— 
}^ aad your children." 

" Come, and welcome." 
. ** Heartily welcome, Lord " 

"No — not that name, Mrs. HaH&xt Call me as they 
xm^ to call me at St. Omer — Brother Anselmo." 

The mother was half inclined to smile ; hut John never 
sisJled at any one's religious beliefs, howsoever foolish. He 
held in universal sacredness that one rare thing — sincerity. 

So henceforward ' Brother Anselmo ' was almost domes- 
ticated at Rose Cottage. What would the earl have said, 
hiM} a little bird flown over to London and told him that his 
oaly son, the heir-apparent to his title and political opinions, 
was in constant and open association — for clandestine ac- 
quaintance was against all our laws and rules — ^with John 
Halifax the mill-owner, John Halifax the radical, as he was 
still called sometimes ; imbibing principles, modes of life and 
of thought, which, to say the least, were decidedly different 
from those of the house of Luxmore! 

Above all, what would that noble parent have said, had 
he been aware that this,, his only son, for whom, report 
whispered, he was already planning a splendid marriage— 
as grand in a financial point of view as that he planned for 
his only daughter — that Lord Ravenel was spending all the 
love of his loving nature in the half-paternal, half lover-like 
sentiment which a young man will sometimes lavish on a 
mere child — ^upon John Halifax's little blind daughter, 
Muriel! 

He said, " She made him good " — our child of peace. 
He would sit gazing on her almost as if she were his guardian 
angel — ^his patron saint. And the little maid in her quiet 
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way was very fond of him ; delighting in his compaoT-when.. 
her father was not by. But no one ever was to her like her 
father. 

, The chief bond between her and Lord Ravenel— of* An- 
selmo,' as he would have us call him — waa musie# He 
taught her to play on the organ, in the empty church doee 
by. There, during the long midsummer evenings^ they two. 
would sit' down for hours, in the organ -gallery, whikr I 
listened down below ; hardly believing that such heaveo|j^' 
sounds could come from those, sniall child-fingers ^ almost 
ready to fancy ^e had called down some celesdal havmonist 
tp aid her in playing. Since, as we used to say-^but by 
some instinct never said now — ^Muriel was so fond^of 'talk-' 
ing with the angels.' . , ? 

Just at this time, her fatiier saw somewhat less of h/erthaii 
iisual. He was oppressed with business cares ;> daily^ honaly 
vexations. Only twice a week the g;reat water wbeol, th^ 
delight of our little Edwin as it had once been of his &tliier, 
might be seen slowly turning ; and the water-courses alobg# 
the meadows, with their mechanically-forced channela,^ and, 
their pretty sham cataracts^ were almost always low opr dxy. 
It ceaised to be a pleasure to walk in the green hollow,, be-^j 
tween the two grassy hills, which heretofore Muriel and I 
had liked even better than the Flat. Now she missed tji^ 
qoise of the water — the cry of the water-hens — ^the stirriag^ 
of the reeds. Above all,: she missed her father^ who was toa 
busy to come out of his mill to us, and hardly ever ha4 ^ 
spare minute, even for his: little daughter. 

He was setting up that wonderful novelty— ^a- steaiOf*, 
engine. He had already been to Manchester and elsewherey; 
and seen how the new power was applied by Arkwright, 
Hargreaves, and others ; his own ingenuity and mechanical: 
knowledge furnished the rest. He worked early andlatfr--*' 
often with his own hands— aided by the men he brought 
with him from Manchester. For it was necessary to* keep 
the secret— especially in our primitive valley-*— uatH, tbe^ 
thing was complete. So the ignorant, simple miU-people^ 
when they came for their easy Saturday's wages, only stood 
and gaped at the mass of iron, and the curiously-shi^d 
brickwork, and wondered what on earth ' the master ' was 
ai)0ut? But he was so thoroughly ' the master,' with all his: 
kindness, that no one ventured either to question or interfere. 
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^uiqcEB w^Bed. Alreadj 1^^ hfie^hfW^^ ^^ ^ ^fi^ ^^9 
^d the little yellow AutuHHi fowjiMV to li^v ikw!^lN§» fijl 
orer the common, while in th^ im^% ot itbeip looked up tk^ 
large purple eye of th^ gro^nd-tbii^l^ Th# inonupgs grew 
h^j and dewy. We ceased to t^e M^uie} ^ut Fiih us in 
6tir slow walk along John's favoufite. > ^rff^ * h^f^pe mj'^ 
0ne 0)se was stirring. Her fjkther ^ Hi^ jm^s^d hfir sorely, 
but <ilways kept repeating |;hat ^m/iy ip^l^ ?r<^ f^ gO^d 
fbr children." At l^st he gayj^ ^ the WMlik idtogetlier, /w^ 
^sed to at with her on hif ^«^ in frp9l;>fif tfi^ cottage till 
4^reftkfas]b-time. 

Afler that, saying with a kiad of ji^«9i^ ^^ ^h«|t every one 

^ns had more of his little d^uighter ^9^ ii^^^-rr^he got into a 

habit of fetching her down to tjie nuiU ^y^jpyAfij at noon, and 

.^anyii^ her about in h;is ;arwPt wj^er^y^ ^ wemt>j during the 

j[^ of his work. 

J^fany a time I have se^i 4h^ .<r!Qiigb« ^orse, bliie*banded« 
bloe-pinafored women of the mill stop aod lods: wistfully after 
'( master and little blind miss." I often ^hink that jthe qui^t 
w:ay in which tiie Enderley mill-people took th# in^odHCtiom 
of |na^hin^ry, said the peaeeableness with vhii^hih^ey watched 
for weeks the setting up of the £teig[i»-engiQe, was partly 
^ifwing to their strong impression of Mr. Halifiix's goodness 
as a ilither, and the vague, ^dmost siip^iratitions inlicrest mrhioh 
attached to the pale^ sweet £ice pf Mw^ 

£nderley was growing drea^, ^od we t>9gfui po anti<dpat6 
the cosy fireside of LongBeld. 

"The x^dren will all go honjue looking better thap they 
oame; dp you not think sp, Uq^o Fbine^s? — ^Espeoiially 
Muriel?" 

To thftt sentence I had to answer with a vague assent ; 
after which I was fain to rise and walk away, ^hjnking bow 
blind love was — ^all love save wn^j which bad a gift for 
seeing the saddest side of things^ 

yfl^n I came back, I fpujid th^ 9H3^bar and daughter 

X 
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talking mysteriously apart. I guessed what it was aboQt^ for 
I had overheard Ursula saying they had better tell th& ehfld 
—it would be " something for her to look forward to— soitie- 
thing to amuse her next winter." 

*' It is a great secret, mind," the mother whispered, after 
its communication. 

** Oh, yes ! " The tiny fiice, smaller than ever, I thought, 
• flushed brightly. ** But I would much rather have a little 
sister, if you please. Only " — and the child suddenty gr^ftw 
earnest — ** will she be like me ? " 

*' Possibly ; sisters often are alike." 

" No, I don't mean that ; but — ^you know ? " And Muriel 
torched her own eyes. 

**I cannot tell, my daughter. In all things else, pray God 
she may be like you, Muriel, my darling — ^my child of peacel " 
said Ursula, embracing her with tears. 
I; After this confidence, of which Muriel was very proud, and 
only condescended, upon gaining express permission, to re- 
confide it to me, she talked incessantly of the sister that Was 
coming, until ^littie Maud' — ^the name she chose for her 
— ^became an absolute entity in the household. 

The dignity and glory of being sole depositary of this mo- 
mentous fact, seemed for a time to put new life — bright 
human life — ^into this little maid of eleven, years M^ She 
grew quite womanly, as it were ; tried to help her mother in 
-a thousand little ways, and especially by her own solitary 
branch of feminine industry — poor darling ! She set on a 
pair of the daintiest elfin socks that ever were knitted* I 
found them, years aft«r— one finished, one with the needles 
(all rusty) stuck through the fine worsted ball, just as the 
child had laid it out of her hand. Ah« Muriel, Muriel ! 

The £Bither took great delight in this change, in her re- 
suming her simple work, and going about constantly with 
her mother. 

" What a comfort she will be to Ursula one day — an 
eldest daughter always is^ So will she; will she not, Uncle 
Phineasf" 

I smiled assentingly. Alas! his burthens were heavy 
enough 1 I think I did right to smile. 

'^ We must take her down with us to see the steam-engine 
first worked. I wish Ursula would have gone home witliout 
walUng for to-morrow* But there is no fear — ^my men are 
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80 quiet and good-humoured. What in most mills has been 
,a daj of outrage and dread, is with us quite a festival. Boys, 
uhaU you like to comet Edwin, my practical lad, my lad 
that is to carry on the mills — will you promise to hold &st 
by Uncle Fhineas, if I let you see the steam-engine work?" 
Edwin lifted up from his slate bright, penetrating eyes. 
He was quite an old man in his ways — wise even from his 
babyhood, and quiet even when Guy snubbed him ; but, I 
.noticed, he did not come to ^ kiss and make friends ' so soon 
as Guy. And though Qruy was much the naughtiest, we all 
loved him best. Poor Guy I he had the frankest, warmest, 
tenderest boy-heart, always struggling to be good, and never 
able to accomplish it. 

" Father," cried Guy, *'I want to see the steam-engine 
move; but Til not be a baby like Edwin; I'll not hold 
Uncle Phineas' hand." 

Hereupon ensued one of those summer storms, which some- 
times swept across the family horizon, in the midst of which 
Muriel and I stole out into the empty church, where, almost 
in the dark — ^which was no dark to her — for a long hour she 
sat and played. By-and-by the moon looked in, showing 
. the great gilt pipes of the organ, and the little fairy figure 
sitting below. 

Once or twice she stooped from the organ-lofl to ask me 
whjere was Brother Anselmo, who usually met us in the 
church of evenings, and whom to-night — this last night 
before the general household moved back to Longfield — we 
had fully expected. 

At last he came, sat down by me, and listened. She Was 
playing a fragment of one of his Catholic masses. When it 
ended, he called '^ Muriel ! " 

Her soft, glad answer came down from the gallery. 

*' Child, play the ' Miserere ' I taught you." 

She obeyed, making the organ waU like a tormented soul. 
Truly, no tales I ever heard of young Wesley and the infant 
Mozart ever surpassed the wonderful playing of our blind 
child. 

" Now, the ' Dies Irae.' — ^It will come," he muttered, " to 
us all." 

The child struck a few notes, heavy and dolorous, filling 
the church like a thunder-cloud, then suddenly left off, and 
opening the flute-stop, burst into altogether different music. 

x2 
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'^^ Iliat Is Hafid^ — ►' I faiow that my Bedeetner Hveih **' 

fixqniskdj «be flawed it, the dear treble notes seecdo^ 
to otter like a hnmao yoiee, the very -words t 

'^^ I know that my Redeemer Hv^. He ihcM gkmd sA the l^er 
day upon the emih^ 

^ And though worms destroy tMe bocfyy yejt in my flesh sh(M X 
me Godr 

With that, she •eeased. 

■*' More, morel ** we both cried. 

" Not BOW— ^o more now.** . 

And we heard her shutting up the stops tmd <$losin|; th^ 
organ-lid. . 

"But my little Muriel has not finished her tune?" ' 

^* She wM, some day,*' said the child. 

So she came down from the organ-loft, feeHn^ her way» 
along the aisles ; and we all went out together, locking the 
-church-door. 

Lord Bavenel was ^ttther «ad that ni^-: le was goii^ 
away &om Luxmore for some time. We guessed wlgr-sP- 
beeause the eoiA was coming. Bidding us good-l>ye, he ssdd, 
moumfuUy , to his little pet : ^' I wish I wer^ not leaving yoj|« 
Will you remember me, M«riel ? " 

" Stoop down ; I want to see you.** 

This was her phrase for a way she fcad of posing "her ex- 
tremely sensitive fingers over the faces ^ those ^he likeil. 
After which, she always said c&e ' saw * ^em. 

" Yes ; I shafl r^aember you.^ 

" And love me t ** 

** And love you. Brother Ajisdmo.* 

He kissed, not her cheek or mouth, but her little childr 
hands, reverently, as if she had been the saint he worshipped, 
or, perhaps, the woman whom afterwards he would leani to 
adore. Then he went «way. 

" Trul^," said the mother, in an amused asiide to me, ^9 
with a kii^l of ijootherly pride she watdied him walk hfisti^ 
down between thost chestnut-trees, known of old — =" truly, 
time flies fast. Things begin to look serious — ^h, father ? 
Five years hence we shall have that young man falling i^ love 
with Muriel." 

But John and I looked at the stiH soft ftice, half a child'p 
and half an- angel's. 
, >^< H«9hi " lie saidf as if Ursula's fimcy were pro&n[itj ; 
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tben eagerlj snatched it up and laughed, confessing hcfw 
angry he should be if anybody dared to ^ fkU in love ' with 
Muriel. 

Next day was the one fixed for the trial of the new steam- 
engine ; which trial being successful, we were to start at 
once in a post-chaise for Longfield ; for the mother longed to 
be at home, and so did we all. 

There was rather a dolorous good-bye, and much lament* 
ing from good Mrs. Tod, who, her own bairns grown up, 
thought there were no children worthy to compare with 
our children. And truly, as the three boys scampered down 
the road — ^their few regrets soon over, eager -for anything 
njBW— three finer lads could not be seen in ^e whole county. 

Mrs. Halifax looked after them proudly — ^mother-like, she 
gtoriedin her sons ; while John, walking slowly, and assuring 
Mrs. Tod over and over again that we should all come back 
next summery went down the steep hill, cariying, hidden 
under many wraps and nestled dose to his warm shoulder, 
his little frail winter-rose — ^his only daughter. 

In front of the mill we found a considerable crowd ; for, 
the time being ripe, Mr. Halifax had made public the faet 
that he meant to work his looms by steam, the only way in 
which he could carry on the mill at all. The announcement 
had been received with great surprise and remarkable quiet- 
ness, both by his own work-people and all along Enderley 
yaUey. Still there was the usual amount of contemptuous 
scepticism, incident on any new experiment. Men were 
peering about the locked door of the engine-room with a surly 
curiosity ; and one village oracle, to prove how impossible it 
was that such a thing as steam could work anything, had 
t^'ken the trouble to light a fire in the yard and set thereon 
his wife's best tea-kettle, which, as she snatched angrily away, 
scalded him slightly, and caused him to limp away swearing, 
a painful illustration of the adage, that '^ a little knowledge is 
Sk dangerous thing." 

" Make way, my good people," said Mr. Halifax ; and he 
crossed the mill-yard, his wife on his arm, followed by an in- 
voluntary murmur of respect. 

" He be a fine fellow, the master ; he sticks at nothing," 
was the comment heard made upon him by one of his people, 
and probably it expressed the feeling of the pest. There sa^e 
few things which give a man more power over his fellows than 
the thoroughly English quality of daring. 
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Perhaps this was tbe secret why John had as yet passed 
safely through the crisis which had heen the destruction of so_ 
many mill-owners, namely, the introduction of a power which 
the mill-people were convinced would ruin hand-labour. Or 
else the folk in our valley, out of their very primitiveness, had^ 
more faith in the master; for certainly, as John passed 
through the small crowd, there was only one present who 
raised the old fatal cry of " Down with machinery !" "', 

"Who said that?" 

At the master's voice — at the flash of the master's eye— 
the little knot of work-people drew back, and the malcon- 
tent, whoever he was, shrunk into silence. 

Mr. Halifax walked past them, entered his mill, and un- 
locked the door of the room m hich he had turned into an 
engine-room, and where, along with the two men he had 
bronght from Manchester, he had been busy almost night 
and day for this week past, in setting up his machinery. They 
worked-r-as the Manchester fellows said they had often been 
obliged to work — ^under lock and key. 

" Your folk be queer 'uns, Mr. Halifax. They say there's 
six devils inside on her, theer." 

And the man pointed to the great boiler which had been 
built up in an out-house adjoining. 

"Six; devils, say they? — Well, I'll be Maister Michael 
Scot — eh, Phineas ? — ^and make my devils work hard." 

He laughed, but he was much excited. He went over, 
piece by piece, the complicated but delicate machinery; 
rubbed here and there at the brass-work, which shone as 
bright as a mirror; then stepped back, and eyed it wii^ 
pride, almost with affection . 

" Isn't it a pretty thing ? — If only I have set it up right— 
if it will but work." 

His hands shook — ^his cheeks were burning — little Edwin 
came peering, about at his knee; but he pushed the child 
hastily away ; then he found some slight fault with the ma- 
chinery, and while the workmen rectified it, stood watching 
them, breathless with anxiety. His wife came to his side. 

"Don't speak to me — don't, Ursula. If it fails, I am 
ruined." 

"John!" — She just whispered his name, and the soft, 
firm fold of her fingers closed round his, strengthening, 
cheering. Her husband faintly smiled. 
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"Here 1 " — He unlocked the door, and called to the peo-^ 
pie outside. " Come in, two of you fellows, and see how my 
devils work. Now then I Boys, keep out of the way : my 
liUh girl " — ^his voice softened — " my pet will not be fright- 
efied ? Now, my men — ^ready I " 

He opened the valve. 

With a strange noise, that made the two Enderley men 
spring back as if the six devils were really let loose upon~ 
them, the steam came rushing into the cylinder. There was 
a slight motion of the piston-rod. 

« AU's right I it will work !" 

No, it stopped. 

John drew a deep breath« 
. It went on again, b^inning to move slowly up and down, 
like the strong right arm of some automaton giant. Greater 
and lesser cog-wheels caught up the motive power, revolving 
slowly and' majestically, and with steady, regular rotation, or 
whirling round so fisist, you could hardly see that they stirred 
at all. Of a sudden, a soul had been put into that wonderful 
creature of man's making, that inert mass of wood and 
metal, mysteriously combined. The monster was alive ! 

Speechless John stood watching it. Their trial over, hia 
energies collapsed ; he sat down by his wife's side, and taking 
Muriel on his knee, bent his head over hers. 

" Is all right, fiither ?" the child whispered. 

" All quite right, my own." 

" You said you could do it, and you have done it," cried 
his wife, her eyes glowing with triumph, her head erect and 
proud. 

John dropped his lower, lower still* "Yes," he mur 
mured; "yes, thank God." 

Then he opened the door, and let all the people in to see 
the wondrous sight. 

They crowded in by dozens, staring about in blank 
wonder, gaping curiosity, ill-disguised alarm. John took 
pftinK to explain the machinery, stage by stage, till some of 
the more intelligent caught up the principlp, and made merry 
at the notion of * devils.' But they all looked with great 
awe at the master, as if he were something more than man. 
They listened open-mouthed to every word he uttered, 
cramming the small engine-room till it was scarcely possible 
to breathe, but keeping at a respectful distance from the iron- 
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arnidd saoiiflter, ibai weflt ircn-king, woridng on, a» if ivudj 
and able to wcrtic oo to •reiiasting^ 

Jokn took his wife ati4 ehildreil oat into the c^if idr^ 
Mariel, whd bad stood for the hist few mkrotes hy her fiu&ef's 
side, listening with a pleased look to the momotoooos regtibtf' 
sound, like the breathing of the demon, was nnwiUing to go. 

*^I am very glad 1 was with yoH to-day^— very gkd, 
fiither," she kept sayings 

He said, atf ofteiH-HWice at oftiil^^hat next itttom^i 
when he came back to Enderley, tAte shonld be with him at- 
the mills every day, and all day or^, if she liked. 

There was nothing to be done but to liasten as (]^ii<^y afid 
merrily as possible to our well-beloved Longfield. 

Waiting for ^e post-chaise, Mrs. Halifeix and the bojs 
sat down on the bridge over the defonct and silenced waters 
fall, <m the muddy steps of whkh, where the stream used t^ 
dash musically oT&r^ weeds and long grasses,, mingled with 
the drooping wat^-fem, were already beginning to gn^Wr 

<^ It looks desdbte^ but we need not mind that now," sibd 
MrSw Hali&x. 

"No," her husband answered. ** Steam power oiRfe 
obtained, I can apply it in any way I choose. My pec^e 
Will not hinder ; they trast me-— they like me." 

^^ And, perhaps, are just a little afraid of you. No matt^^ 
it is a wholesome fear. I shouM net like to have marrkd a 
man whom nobody was afraid of." 

John smi'ed; he was looking at the horseman ridiilg 
towards us along the high road "I do believe, thuf is 
Lord Luxmore. I wonder whether he has heard (rf ttPf 
steam-engine. Ldvey wffl you go back into the mill or nott" 

" Certainly not." The mother seated herself on the 
bridge, her boys around her j — John avouched, with an air 
like the mother of the Gracchi, or like the Highland womad 
who tnuned one son afler another to fight and lE^y Aeir 
enemy-- — their lather's murderer^ 

'* Don't jest," said Ursuhu She was much more eidt^ 
than her husband. Two angry spots burnt on hw eheekti( 
when Lord Luxmore came up, and, in passing, bowed. 

Mrs. Halifax returned it, haughtily enough. But at the 
moment a loud eheer broke out from the mill hard bv, and 
* Hurrah for the master!' * Hurrah for Mr. Halifax V was 
distinctly heard* The mother, smiled, right proudly* 
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Lerd Laxi»ore turned to his tenaAt-^they might' have- 
been on the best tenBS imaginable from his bland alTir 

«( What IB that rather harsh noise I hear^ Mr. Hali&ii ?" 

** It is my men cheering me." 

^^Oh, how eharming! so grateful to the feelings. And 
tohf do thej eheer yon, may I ask t" 

John briefly told him, speaking with perfect courtesy as 
be was addressed* 

^^ And this steam-engine — ^I havo heard of it b^cnre^^-^mll . 
greatly advantage your mills ?" 

'^It will, my kNrd. It renders me quite independent of 
ybur streamy oi which the fountains at Lnxmore can now 
have the fall monc^ly." 

It would not have been human nature, if a spice of harm- 
less nudioe— -even triumph-^had not sparkled in John's eye, 
as he said this. He was walking by Uie horse's side, as 
Lord Luxmore had pc^tely requested him. 

They went a little way up the hill together, out of sight of 
Mnr^ HaliftuL, who was busy putting the two younges b<^ 
into the chaise. 

^I.dtd not quite understand. Would you do me the 
favour to repeat your sentenee 1'^ 

** Merely, my Iwd, that your cutting off of the water- 
course ha9 been to me one of the greatest advantages I ever 
h«d in my M&r ; fOT which, whether meant or not, allow n» 
to thank you." 

The earl looked foil in John's foce^ without answering; 
then spurrsd his horse violently. The ^[iimal started oIt, 
fullsp^d. 
. ^The anldren. Qood Qod--the children I " 

Gnj .was in tiie ditch*bank, gathering flow^*s-^but Muriel 
——For the first time in our lives, we had forgotten MurieL 

She stood in the horse's path — ^the helpless, blind child. 
thie^ next instant, riie was knocked down. 

I never heard a eurse on John Hahfox's Hps but once-^ 
tbibt once. Lord Luxmore heard it too* The image of the 
^antio fother, snatching up his darling from under the 
horse's heels, must have haunted the earl's good memory for 
jmuayaday. 

He dismounteid, sayings anxiously, ^< I hope the little girl 
is not injured? It was aochlent--^oii see — pure accident." 
.Bat John. did not hear; he would scarcely have heard 
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heavenV tbnnder. He kndt witk the child in bis amis hy a 
little rannel in the ditdi*bank. When the water touched 
her, she opened her ejes with that wide, momentary rtare so 
painful to behold. 

"My little darling !" 

Muriel smiled, and nesUed to him. ^* Indeed, I am not 
hurt, dear fiither.'* 

Lord Luxmore, standing by, seemed much relieved, and 
again pressed his apologies. 

No answer. 

" Gro away," sobbed out Guy, shaking both his fists in the 
nobleman's &ce. ^^ Go away — or I'll kill you — ^wicked man ! 
I would have done it, if you had killed my sister." 

• Lord Luxmore laughed at the boy's fury — threw him a 
guinea, which Guy threw back at him with all his might, 
and rode placidly away. 

"Guy— Guy — " cabled the faint, soft voice which had 
more power over him than any other, except his mother's. 
*' Guy must not be angry. Father, don't let him be angrf .'^ 

But the father was wholly occupied in Muriel — ^lookmg 
in her face, and feeling all her litUe fragile limbs, to make 
sure that in no way she was injured. 

It appeared not; though the escape seemed almost 
miraculous. John recurred, with a kind of tremWng 
tenacity, to the old saying in our house, that ^ nothing ever 
harmed Muriel.' 

" Since it is safe over, and she can walk — ^you are sure 
you can, my petf — ^I think we will not say anything about 
this to the mother ; at least, not till we reach Longfield." 

But it was too late. There was no deceiving the mother. 
Every change in every fisuse struck her instantaneously. The 
minute we rejoined her, she said — 

"John, something has happened to Muriel." 

Then he told her, making as light of the accident as he 
could ; as, indeed, for the first ten minutes we all believed, 
until alarmed by the extreme pallor and silence of the child. 

Mrs. Hali&x sat down by the roadside, bathed Muriel's 
forehead, and smoothed her hair; but still the little curls lay 
motionless against the mother's breast, — ^and still to every 
question, she only answered < that she was not hurt.' 

All this while the post-chaise was waiting. 

" What must be done! " I enquired of Ursula 5 for it was 
no use asking John anything. 
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<' We mast go back again to Enderley,** she said, decidedly. 
So, giving Muriel into her father's arms, she led the way , 

and, a melancholy procession, life again ascended the hill to 

Rose Cottage door. 



CHAPTER XXVnL 

Without any discussion, onr plans were tacitly changed — no 
more was said about going home to dear Longfield. Every 
one felt, though no one trusted it to words, that the journey 
was impossible. For Muriel lay, day after day, on her little ' 
bed in an upper chamber, or was carried softly down in the 
middle of the day by her father, never complaining, but never 
attempting to move or talk. When we asked her if she felt 
ill, she idways answered, "Oh, no ! only so very tired." 
Nothing more. 

" She is dull, for want of the others to play with her. 
The boys should not run out and leave their sister alone," 
said John, almost sharply, when one bright morning the 
lads' merry voices came down from the Flat, while he and I 
were sitting by Muriel's sofa in the still parlour. 

" Father, let the boys play without me, please. Indeed I 
do not mind. I had rather lie quiet here." 

** But it is not good for my little girl always to be quiet,^ 
and it grieves father." 

"Does it?" She roused herself, sat upright, and began 
to move her limbs, but wearily. 

" That is right, my darling. Now let me see how well 
you can walk." 

Muriel slipped to her feet and tried to cross the room, 
catching at table and chairs — ^now, alas ! net only for 
guidance but actual support. At last she began to stagger, 
and said, half crying, — 

" I can't walk, I am so tired. Oh, do take me in your 
arms, dear father." 

Her father took her, looked long in her sightless face, then 
buried his against her shoulder, saying toothing. But I 
think in that moment he too saw, glittering and bare, the 
long-veiled Hand which, for this year past, / had seen 
stretched out of the immutable heavens, claiming that which 
was Its own. Ever after, there was discernible in John'i^ 
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cpuntenanee a sometfaiog whiek'all the careg of his anxious 
yet happy tife had never written ther^^an ineffaceaMe record^ 
burnt in with fire. 

He held her in his arms all day. Ife invented all sorts of 
tales and little amusements for her ; and when she was tire^ 
of these, he let her lie in his bosom and sleep. After her 
bed-time, he asked me tcr ffo out with hkn on the Flat. 

It was a misty night. The very cows and asses stood w^ 
lai^ and spectral a» sbadow3.r There was not a single star 
to be ffeen^ 

We took our walk along the terrace and came back agmiiiy 
without exchanging a single word. Then John said hastily^— 

«'I am glad her mother waa so busy to-day — too busy to 
notice.'* 

♦* Yes,** 1 answered ; unconnected as his w(Mrds wer^* 

^ Do you understand me, Phineas ? Her mother must not 
on any account be led to imagine, or to fear — anything. You 
n^ust not look as you looked thia momiag« You must not, 
Phineas." 

He spoke almost angrily I answered in a few quieting 
words. We were silent, until over the common we caught 
sight of the light in Muriel's window. Then I felt rather 
than heard the father's groan. 

" Oh, God ! my only daughter — ^my dearest child I" 
. Yes, she was the dearest. I knew it. Strange mystery, 
that He should so often take, by death or otherwise, the^^ 
dearest — ^always the dearest. Strange, that He should hear 
us cry — us writhing in the dust, "O I Father, anything, any- 
thing but this ! " But our Father answers not ; and mean- 
while the desire of our eyes, be it a life, a love, or a bless^ 
ing — slowly, slowly goes— is gone. And yet we have to' 
believe in our Father. Perhaps of all trial? to human faith 
this is the sorest. Thanks be to God if He puts into our 
hearts such love towards Him, that even while He slays us 
we can trust Him still. 

This father — ^this broken-hearted earthly &ther, could. 

When we sat at the supper-table, Ursula, John, and I, the 
children being all in bed, no one could have told that there 
was any shadow over us, more than the sadly-famiHar pain of 
the darling of the house b^g '^ not so strong as she used 
to be." 

<' But I think she will be, John. We shall have her quite 
about again, before—-" 
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The mo^cr stopped, ifigiillj smiling. It was, indeed, aa 
especial mercy of heaven which put tha|; unftccountaMe blind- 
jxeas before her eyes, and ^ye her .oth<pr duties and other 
tares to intercept the thought of Muriel^ While, from 
mortdng till night, it was Ifie incessant secret care of her 
4iQ8|)and, myself, and good Mrs. Tod^ to keep her out of her 
little daughtex^s sight, and preveixt hex mind from oatchiajv 
t|i6 danger of one single feao:. 

Thus, within a week or two, th^ mother fay down cheer- 
fully upon her conch of pain, and gaye another child to the 
hoosehold — a little sister to Murict. 

Muriel was the first to whom ^e news w^ told* Her 
Either told it. His natural joy and tbankfuloess seemed for 
the moment to efface eyery other thought. 

** She is come, duriingl little Maud is come« I am very 
rich — for I have two daughters now.**' 

^< Muriel is glad, father.^ But she cAiowed her gladness in 
a strangely quiet, meditafiv^ waj, unlike a duld — unlike 
«yen her old self. 

**' What are you thinlking pf, my pet ? ** 

*^ThsLt — tho«^ &ther has anbtlier daughter, I liope h^ 
will remember the .first one sometimes." 

^'She is jealous i'" ciled John, in the curious delist with 
which he always detected iij her any weakness, any fault, 
which brought hejp down to the safe level of humanity. " $ee, 
Unde Phineas, our Muriel i9 actQ^j jealous.^ 

But Muriel only smiled. 

That smile — so serene — so ^part from every feeling or 
pasfficm appertaining to us who arp * pf the earth, earthy^* 
smote the father to the hpartfs cpre. 

He sat down by her, and she crept up into his arms. 

"What day is it, father f 

** The first of December.^ 

<* I am glad. Little Maud's birthday will be in the same 
month as mine." 

"But you came in the snow, Muiid^ and now it is warm 
and mild." 

"Thene wi!l be snow on my birthday, thou^. There 
«dway8 is. The snow is fond of me, ^Either. It would lik^ 
jne to lie down and be all covered over, so that you coul^ 
•B«t find me anywhere.^ 

I heard John try to et^o her wealk, sofl laugh* 
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*< This month it will be eleven years since I was born^ will 
it not, father?" 

*' Yes, my darling.*' 

^' What a long time ! Then, when my little sister iff as.cdd 
as I am, I shall be — that is, I should have been — a woman 
grown. Fancy me twenty years old, as tall as mother, 
wearing a gown like her, talking and ordering, and busy 
^bout the house. How funny I" And she laughed agm. 
^< Oh ! no, father, I couldn't do it. I had better remain 
always your little Muriel, weak and small, who liked to 
creep close to you, and go to sleep in this way." 

She ceased talking — very soon she was sound asleep. But 
—the father I 

Muriel faded, though slowly. Sometimes she was so well 
for an hour or two, that the Hand seemed drawn back into 
the clouds, till of a sudden we discerned it there. 

One Sunday — ^it was ten or so after Maud's birth, and the 
weather had been so bitterly cold that the mother had her- 
self forbidden our bringing Muriel to the other side of the 
house where she and the baby lay — ^Mrs. Tod was laying the 
dinner^ and John stood at the window playing with lus three 
boys. 

He turned abruptly, and saw all the chairs placed round 
the table — ^all save one. 

•* Where is JMEuriel's chair, Mrs. Tod ? '* 

*' Sir, she says she feels so tired like, she'd rather not come 
down to-day," answered Mrs. Tod, hesitatingly. 

" Not come down t" 

^* Maybe better not, Mr. Halifax. Look out at the snow* 
It'll be warmer for the dear child to-morrow." 

" You are ri^t. Yes, I had forgotten the snow« She 
shall come down to-morrow." 

I caught Mrs. Tod's eyes ; they were running over. She 
was too wise to speak of it — but she knew the truth as well 
as we. 

Tills Sunday — ^I remember it well — ^was the first day we 
sat down to dinner with the one place vacant. 

For a few days longer, her father, every evening when he 
came in from the mills, persisted in carrying her down, as he 
had said, holdings her on his knee during tea, then amusing 
her and letting the boys amuse her for half-an-hour or so be- 
fore bed-time. But at the week's end even this ceased* 
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Wiien MrSi Halifax^ qnite convalescent, was brought 
triumphantly to her old place at our happy Sunday dinner- 
table, and all the boys came pressing about her, vying which 
Bhdold get most kisses from little sister Maud — she looked 
round, surprised amidst her smiling, and asked, 

«« Where is Muriel?" 

" She seems to feel this bitter weather a good deal,'* John 
said. ^^ And I thought it better she should not come down 
to dinner." 

" No," added Guy, wondering and dolefully, " sister has 
not been down to dinner wit^ us for a great many days." 

The mother started ; looked first at her husband, and then 
tit me. 

" Why did nobody tell me this ?" 

" Love — ^there was nothing new to be told." 

^^ Has the child had any illness that I do not know of I'* 

*^No." 

** Has Dr. Jessop seen her ?" 

** Several times." 

** Mother," said Guy, eager to comfort, for naughty as he 
was sometimes, he was the most tenderhearted of all the 
boys, especially to Muriel and to his mother — " sister isn't 
ill a bit, I know. She was laughing and talking with me 
just now — saying she knows she could carry baby a great 
deal better than I could. She is as merry as ever she 
can be." 

The mother kissed him in her quick eager way — ^tbe sole 
indication of that maternal love which was in her almost a 
passion. She looked more satisfied. 

Nevertheless, when Mrs. Tod came into the parlour, she 
ta&e and put little Maud into her arms^ 

** Take baby, please, while I go up to see Muriel." 

" Don't — ^now don't, please, Mrs. Halifax," cried earnestly 
tiie good woman« 

Ursula turned very pale. " They ought to have told me," 
she muttered ; " John, you must let me go and see my child/' 

"Presently — ^presently — Guy, run up and play with 
Muriel. Phineas, take the others with you. You shall go 
up-stairs in one minute, my darling wife I" 

He turned us all out of the room, and shut the door. How 
he told her that which it was necessary she should know — 
that which Dr. Jessop himself had told us this very morning 
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m^^tum tb« &tb€r ««4 notber b^l^ tUi ^fepit p^nm tji^liiion 

TIm idarlipg lay M^teo^g 4o ^r )M»ther9 i^rb^ waa ^qi]4lt»d^in 
her pillow, MBOkmg aU «arte of f^nuj i^Xk, Tb^e fiiii:#t 
smile on her face ; she looked quite rosy : I J^op^d Unula 

^ 1«0( f^w weeks h«d J«ift4^ , l 

But she did — who could ever blindfold a mothejr j ¥p9j^ 
jBioinent ! aaw her rejsoil-r^lieiii iii«in %6 iier huei>an4 ^trilh a 
dumb, piteous, desperate look, m through ^ M7^ ^'^felpiQie 
^wrfny fK>rrow is more ihm I cao bftar I " 

But Muriel, hearing the step, cried with a }oyfyl ^gffy 
" Mother ! it's my mother i'' 

The mother fol^d her io her brfi9#t« 
' ^Mwl 0hed a t^r or two th&reyr4» a satis^ed^ f!^a«efi;l 
way ; the mother did not weep at all. Her self-cpownind, 
so far as speech went, was miraeulo^R^ For )i.€pr loffc pf but 
then she knew the child was blind. 

. >^ Now," she a^ *^ B9Ky pet wiU b^ good* w4 1*0* «ry } 
It would do her harm. We must be very h^^|>y iQ*4^,*\d 

*'Oh, yes." Thon, in a fond wbifliw, ^^^hm^i I J#_ $o 
WS^ to see lit|t}e Maudf " ^i. 

-*< Who ? " with an absent ^^m, ( 

<<My lUtle sister Mayd^r-Maud ib»t is to ^e fs^ fifikoe, 
and be everybody's darling now." ^1 

^^' Hush, Muriel." 0aid the &tber^ faoaively^ 

A strangely soft smile broki^ oy^ her ffuse<^^r«nd J^M^ ^via 
silent. ' , . f 

The new baby was earned lip-staks, proudlyj ^ ilrs. 
Tod, all the boys foUowingp Quiteu a levee was held rp|9|d 
the bed, where, laid close beside her, her w^k ba^ being 
guidod over th.e tiny faoe and foi;m, Murid Arat ^mW' ber 
little sister. She was greatly pleased. Witb a ^a¥# ^l^UlT^ 
sisterly air she felt all over the baby-timbs, and yrh^ ,l^ud 
set up an indignant cry, began hushing her with so i^^iJillt 
j^ imitation of motherhness, that we were all^musedf 

^< You'll be 9 capital Busse 1^ ^^oojth or ^o^ my pp^fH^I" 
said Mrs. Tod. 

Muriel only smiled. ^< How fat she is l->*-and look, fiow 
iast hor fingers take hold I And her head is so rounds and 
h^ hair feels so soft — a/s ^oft a^ my -doves' .oepk9 ^ iM^Rg* 
field. What colour is it? like mine ? " 
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It was ; nearly the same shade. Maud bore, the mother 
declared, the strongest likeness to MurieL 

^ I am so glad. But these ? touching her eyes anxiously. 
' **No-^my darling. Not like you there,'* was the low 
aiiswer. 

"I am very glad. Please, little Maud, don't cry — ^it's 
only sister toucfung you. How wide open your eyes feel ! 
I wonder," — with a thoughtful pause — " I wonder if you can 
6ee me. Little Maud, I should like you to see sister." 

"She does see, of course; how she stares!" cried Guy. 
And then Edwin began to argue to the contrary, protesting 
tliat as kittens and puppies could not see at first, he believed 
little babies did not : which produced a warm altercation 
among the children gathered round the bed, while Muriel 
lay back quietly on her pillow, with her little sister fondly 
hugged to her breast. 

The father and mother looked on. It was such a picture 
— -these five darlings, these children which God had given 
them — ^a group perfect and complete in itself, like a root of 
daisies, or a branch of ripening fruit, which not one could 
be added to, or taken from — 

No. I was sure, from the parents' smile, that, this once, 
Mercy had blinded their eyes, so that they saw nothing be« 
yond the present moment. 

The chQdren were wildly happy. All the afternoon they 
kept up their innocent little games by Muriel's bed-side ; she 
sometimes sharing, sometimes listening apart. Only once 
or twice came that wistful, absent look, as if she were 
listening partly to us, and partly to those we heard not ; as 
if through the wide open orbs the soul were straining at 
sights wonderftil and new — sights unto which her eyes were 
the clear-seeing, and ours the blank and blind. 

It seems strange now, to remember that Sunday afternoon, 
-and how merry we all were ; how we drank tea in the queer 
bed-room at the top of the house; and how afterwards 
Muriel went to sleep in the twilight, with baby Maud in her 
arms. Mrs. Halifax sat beside the little bed, a sudden 
blazing up of the fire showing the intentness of her watch 
over these two, her eldest and youngest, fast asleep ; their 
breathing so soft, one hardly knew which was frailest, the 
life slowly fading or the life but just begun. Their breaths 
seemed to mix and mingle, and the two fistces, lying close 
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together, t6 grow into a strange likenesd eacb to each. At 
least, we all ^ncied so. 

' Meanwhile, John kept hid bojs as still as mice, id the 
broad window-seat, looking across the white snowy sheet, 
with black bushes peering out here and there, to the feathery 
beech-WoOd, over the tops of which the hew moon was going 
down. Such a little young moon! and how peacefully — nay, 
femilingly^-she set among the snOws! 

The Children watched her till the very last minute,' when 
ijruy startled the deep quiet of the room by exclaiming*^ 
** There — she'6 gone." 

"Hush!" 

•*No, mother, 1 am ftwake,^* said MurieL "Who is 
gdne, Gnyt" 

« The moon— Such a pt^ltj little liioon.'^ 

" Ah, Maud will see the moon some day.*' She dropped 
ber cheek. down again beside the baby sister, and was silent 
once more. 

This is the only incident 1 femember of that peac^eful, 
heavenly hour. 

Maud broke upon its quietude by her waking and wailing ; 
tod Muriel very unwillingly let the little sister go. 

*'I wish fihe might stay With ine— just this one ^ighi; 
and to-morrow is my birth-day. Please, mother may she 

** We will both stay, iny darling. I shall not leave ydii 
tigaW* 

^^ I atn ito glad ;'' and once inore she turned round, as if 
t6 gd td sleep. 

•♦Are you tifed, my petT'* said John, looking intently 
M ber. 

"No, father/* 

^ Shall I take yOur brothers down stairs V* 

" Not yet, dear father." 

" What would you like, then f ' 

" Only to lie here, this Sunday evening, among you all." 

He asked her if she would like him to read aloud? as he 
generally did on Sunday evenings. 

" Yes, please ; and Guy will come and sit quiet cm the 
bed beside me and listen. That will be pleasant. Guy was 
always very good to his sisters— always." 

" I don't know that," fiaid Guy, in a conscience-stricken 
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tone. " But I mean to be, when I grow a big man — that 
1 do." 

No one answered. John opc^ied the large Book — the 
Book he had taught all his children to long for and to love 
''•^ttnd read out of it their favourite history of Joseph and his 
brethren. The mother sat by him at the fireside, rocking 
Maud softly on her knees. Edwin and Walter settled them^ 
asebres on the liearth*>rQg, with great eyes intently fixed on 
their £Athen From behind him the candle-light fell softly 
^Wtt on ihe motionless figure in the bed, whose hand he 
held, and whose &ce he every now and then turned to look 
at^-Hhen, satined, continued to read. 

In the reading his voice had a fatheiiy, flowing calm-^^s 
Jacob's might have had, when * the children were tender,' 
and he gathered them all round him under the palm-trees of 
finDCOth—^ears before he cried unto the Lord that bitter 
iB7*^(which John hurried ov^ as he read)—* If I am 
hereout af my ckUdren^ I can her^vedJ 
. For an hour, nearly, we all sat thus— ^th the wind coming 
up the valley, howling in the beednwiood, and shaking the 
casement as it passed outside* Within^ the <mly sound was 
the father's voice. This ceased at last : he shut the Bible, 
and put it aside. The group — ^that last perfect household 
^•ctore'-nras broken vp. It melted away into things of the 
past, and becaoie only a^ lecture, for evermore. 

** Now, boys-^it is ftiU time t» say good-nigh ti Thene, go 
and kiss your sistw;" 

*< Which!" SMd Edwin, in his funny way. "WeVe got 
tw^ now ; and I d^'t know which is the biggest baby.'' 

"I'll thrash yoa if you say that again," cried Guy. 
f* Which, indeed t Maud is but the baby^ Muriel will be 
always * sisteri' " 

* Sister ' faintly laughed^ as she answered his fond kiss — 
Ghiy was often thought to be her favourite brother. 

" Now, off with you, boys ; and go down stairs quietly^— 
mind, I say quietly." 

They obeyed— -that is, as literally as boy-nature can obey 
such an admonition. But an hour after, I heard Guy and 
ikiwin arguing voeiferously in the darkj on the respective 
Bserits and future treatment of their two sisters, Muriel and 
Maud. 

John and I sat up late together that nights He could not 
x2 
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rest— even thoagh he told me he had left the mother and her 
two daughters as cosy as a nest of wood-pigeons. We Ms* 
tened to the wild night, till it had almost howled itself awtRj; 
then our fire went out, and we came and sat over the last 
faggot in Mrs. Tod's kitchen — ^the old Debateable Laad; 
We hegan talking of the long-ago time, and not of this time 
at all. The vivid present — ^never out of either mind fivr an 
instant — ^we in our conversation did not touch upon, bj at 
least ten years. Nor did we give expression to a thought 
which strongly op{N:essed me, and which I once or twioe ha* 
cied I could detect in John likewise — how very like M^ 
night seemed to the night when Mr. March died ; the' same 
silentness in the house — the same windy whiii without-— the 
same blaze of the wood-fire on the same kitchen ceiling. 

More than once, I could almost have deluded myself that 
I heard the faint moans and footsteps over-head — that the 
staircase door would open, and we should see there Mlas 
March, in her white gown, and her pale, steadfast look« 

^< I think the mother seemed ver^well and calm to-night,'* 
I said, hesitatingly, as we were retiring. 

^' She is. God help her--and us all !" 

" He wilL" 

This was aU we said. 

He went up-stairs the last thing, and brought down .word 
that mother and children were all sound asleep. 

^^ I think I may leave them until daylight to-morrow. And 
now, Unde Phineas, go you to bed, for you look as tired as 
tired can be.'* 

I went to bed ; but all night long I had cdsturbed dreams, 
in which I pictured over and over again, first the night when 
Mr. March died — ^then the night at Longfield, when the litde 
white ghost had crossed by my bed's foot, into the room where 
Mary Baines' dead boy lay. And continually, towards 
^ morning, I fancied I heard through my window, which &eed 
the church, the faint, distant sound of the organ, as when 
Muriel used to play it. 

Long before it was light, I rose. As I passed the boys' 
room, Guy called out to me — 

'^ Halloa ! Uncle Phineas, is it a fine morning t — ^fi>r I want 
to go down into the wood and get a lot of beech-nuts and fir- 
cones fi>r sister. It's her birth-day to-day, you know." 

It UMS^ for her. But for us — Oh, Muriel, our darling — 
darling child ! 
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^ Lei me hasten over the story of that morning, for my old 
heart qtiaila before it still. 

'John went early to the room*up-stairs. It was very still. 
Ursula lay calmly asleep, with baby Maud in her bosom ; on 
ber other side, with eyes wide open to the daylight lay, — that 
which for more than ten years we had been used to call 

^:bHiid MurieL" She saw, now. 

, , . m « « . * 

Hie same day, at evening, we three were sitting in the 
parlour ; we elders only — ^it was past the children's bed- time. 
Gfrief had spent itself dry ; we were all very quiet. Even 
Ursula, when she came in from fetching the boy's candle, as 
Ind always been her custom, and though ailterwards I thought 
I had heard her going up-stairs, likewise from habit, — ^where 
there was lio need to bid any mother's good-night now— even 
Ursula sat in the rocking-chair, nursing Maud, and trying to 
still her crying with a little foolish baby-tune that had des- 
cended as a family lullaby from one to the other of the whole 
five-*-how sad it sounded I 

John — ^who sat at the table, shading the light from his 
eyes, an open book lying before him, of which he never 
turned one page— looked up at her. 

" Love you must not tire yourself. Give me the child." 
** No, no I Let me keep my baby — she comforts me so." 
And the mother burst into uncontrollable weeping. 

John shut his book and came to her. He supported her 
on his bosom, saying a soothing word or two at intervals, or, 
when the paroxysm of her anguish was beyond all bounds, 
8Uppc»i;ing her silently till it had gone by ; never once letting 
hOT feel that, bitter as her sorrow was, his was heavier than 
hers. 

Thus, during the whole of the day, had he been the stay 
and consolation of the household. For himself — the father's 
grief was altogether dumb- 

At last, Mrs. Halifax became more composed. She sat 
beside her husband, her hand in his, neither speaking, but 
gazing, as it were, into the ^e of this their great sorrow, 
and from thence up to the face of God. They felt that He 
could help them to bear it ; ay, or anything else that it was 
His will to send — if they might thus bear it, together. 

We all three sat thus, and there had not been a sound in 
the parlour for ever so long, when Mrs. Tod opened the door 
and beckoned me. 
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" He will come in — he's crazj'-like, poor fellow I He has 
only just heard " 

She broke off with a sob. Lord Ravenel pushed her a^de 
and stood at the door. We had not seen him since the day 
of that innocent jest about his * idling in love ' with MurieL 
Seeing us all so quiet, and the parlour looking as it always 
did when he used to come of evenings — ^the young man dreilr 
back, amazed. 

" It is not true I No, it could not be true !" he mutterect. 

** It is true," said the father. *« Come in.*' 

The mother held out her hand to him. <^ Yes, come in. 
You were very fond of " 

Ah, that name ! — ^now nothing Irat a name! For a little 
while wc all wept sore. 

Then we told him — it was Ursula who ^d it chiefly — ^all 
particulars about our darling. She told him, but calmly, as 
became one on whom had fallen the utmost sorrow and 
crowning consecration of motherhood — ^that of yielding up 
her child, a portion of her own being, to the corruption of 
the grave — of resigning the life which out of her oym life 
had been created, unto the Creator of all. 

Surely, distant and peculiar from every other grief, every 
other renunciation, mu9t be that of a woman who is thus 
chosen to give her very fle^h and Wood, the fruit of h^r own 
womb, unto the Lord! 

This dignity, this sanctity, seemed gradually to fall upon 
the mourning mother, as she talked about her lost one ; Te- 
peating often — " I tell you this, because you were bo fond of 
Muriel." 

He listened silently. At length he swd, « I want to see 
Muriel." 

The mother lit a candle, and he followed her up-stairs. 

Just the same homely room — ^half-bedchamber, half-nursery 
— the same little curtainless bed where, for a week past, we 
had been accustomed to see the wasted flgure and small pale 
fece lying, in smiling quietude, all day long. 

It lay there still. In it, and in the room, was hardly any 
change. One of Walter's playthings was in a corner of the 
window-sill, and on the chest of drawers stood the nosegay of 
Christmas roses which Guy had brought for his sister yester- 
day morning. Nay, her shawl — a white, soft, furry shawl, 
that she was fond of wearing — remained still hanging up be- 



Digitized 



by Google 



IDBN HALIFAX 327 

bind the door. One could aln^ost fancy the little maid had 
just been said ' good-night ' to, and left to dream the childish 
dreams on her nursery pillow, where the small head rested so 
peacefully, with that pretty babyish nightcap tied over the 
pretty curls. 

There she was, the child who had gone out of the numb^C 
of our children— our earthly children — for ever. 

Her mother sat down at the side of the bed, her father at 
its foot, looking at her. Lord Ravenel stood by, motionlesa; 
then stooping down, he kissed the small marble hand. 

" Good-bye, good-bye, my little Muriel ! " 

And he left the room abruptly, in such an anguish of grief 
that the mother rose and followed him, 

John went to the door and locked it, almost with a sort of 
impatience ; then came back and stood by his darling, alone. 
Me he never saw — no, nor anything in the world except that 
little face, even in death so strangely like his own. The face 
which had been for eleven years the jojr of his heart, the yery 
apple of his eye. 

For a long time be remained gazing, in a stupor of silence ; 
then, sinking on his knees, he stretched out his arms across 
the bed, with a bitter cry — 

" Come back to me, my darling, my first-born ! Come 
back to me, Muriel, my little daughter — ^my own little 
daughter I" 

But tbQU wort with the angels, Muriel — ^Muriel I 



CHAPTER XXIX. 



Wb went home, leaving all that was mortal of our darling 
Bleeping at Enderley, underneath the snows. 

For twelve years after then, we Uved at Longfield ; in such 
unbroken, uneventful peace, that looking back seems like 
looking back over a level sea, whose leagues of tiny ripples 
make one smooth glassy plain 

Let me recall, as the first wave that rose, ominous of 
change, — a certain spring evening, when Mrs. Halifax and I 
were sitting, as was our wont, under the walnut-tree. The 
same old walnut-tree, hardly a bough altered, though many 
of its neighbours and kindred had grown from saplings into 
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trees-— eyen ad some of us bad grown from children almost 
into young men. 

" Edwin is late home from Norton Bury," said Ursula^ 

" So is his father." 

" No — this is just John's time. Hark I there arc the - 
carriage-wheels!" 

For Mr. Halifax, a prosperous man now, drove daily to ■: 
and from his mills, in as tastefrd an equipage as any of the / 
country gentry between here and Enderley. 

His wife went down to the stream to meet him, as usual, 
and they came up the field-path together. 

Both were changed from the John and Ursula of whom I 
. last wrote. She, active and fresh-looking still, but settling : 
into that fair largeness which is not unbecoming a lady of ' 
middle-age, he, inclined to a slight stoop, with the lines of 
his face more sharply defined, and the hair wearing away i^ 
his forehead up to the crown. Though still not a grey [ 
thread was discernible in the crisp locks at the back, which 
successively five little ones had pulled, and played with, and 
nestled in ; not a sign of age, as yet, in ^ father's curls.' 

As soon as he had spoken to me, he looked round as usual 
for his children, and asked if the boys and Maud would be 
home to tea ? 

" I think Guy and Walter never do come home in time 
when they go over to the Manor-house." 

"They're young — ^let them enjoy themselves," said tiie 
father, smiling. "And you know, love, of all our ^^siQ^ : 
friends, there are none you so heartily approve of as the 
Oldtowers." 

These were not of the former race. Good old Sir Balph / 
had gone to his rest, and Sir Herbert reigned in his stead; — 
Sir Herbert, who in his dignified gratitude never forgot a 
certain election day, when he first made the personal 
acquaintance of Mr. Halifax. The Manor-house family 
brought several other * county families ' to our notice, or us 
to theirs. These, when John's fortunes grew rapidly — ^^s 
many another fortune grew, in the beginning of the thirty 
years' peace, when unknown, petty manufacturers first rose 
into merchant princes and cotton lords — ^these gentry made 
a perceptible distinction, often amusing enough to us, be- 
tween John Halifax, the tanner of Norton Bury, and Mr. 
Halifax, the prosperous owner of Enderley Mills. Some <^ 
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them, too, were clever enough to discoyer, what a pleasant 
and altogether * visitable * lady was Mrs. Halifax, daughter 
of the late Mr. March, a governor in the West Indies, and 
,consin of Mr. Brithwood of the Mythe. But Mrs. Halifax, 
with cpnet tenacity, altogether declined being visited as any- 
thing but Mrs. Halifax, wife of John Halifax, tanner, or 
miH^WDer, or whatever he might be. All honours and all 
civiKties that did not come through him, and with him, were 
utterly valueless to her. 

To this her peculiarity was added another of John's own, 
namely, that all his life he had been ave)*se to what is called 
•society*; had eschewed ^acquaintances,' and — ^butmost men 
might easily count upon their fingers the number of those 
who, during a life- time, are found worthy of the sacred name 
of * j&iend.' Consequently, our circle of associations was far 
ns6re limited than that of many families holding an equal 
position with us— on which circumstance our neighbours 
commented a good deal. But little we cared ; no more than 
we had cared for the chit-chat of Norton Bury. Our whole 
hearts were bound up within our own home— our happy 
Limgfield. 

**I do think this place is growing prettier than ever," 
said John, when, tea being over — ^a rather quiet meal, with- 
out a single child — ^we elders went out again to the walnut- 
tree bench. "Certainly, prettier than ever;" and his eye 
wandered over the quaint, low house, all odds and ends — for 
nearly every year something had been built, or something 
pulted down ; then crossing the smooth bit of lawn, Jem 
Watkins's special pride, it rested on the sloping field, yellow 
with tall buttercups, wavy with growing grass. " Let me 
8ee-*4ow long have we lived here 1 Phineas, you are the 
one for remembering dates. What year was it we came to 
LOBgfieldt" 

" Eighteen hundred and twelve. Thirteen years ago." 

*^ Ah, so long!" 

*' Not too long," said Mrs. Hali^tx, earnestly. " I hope 
we may end our days here. Do not you, John ?" 

He paused a little before answering. " Yes, I wish it ; 
but I am not sure how far it would be right to do it." 

" We will not open that subject again," said the mother, 
uneasily. " I thought we had all made up our minds that 
little Longfield was a thousand times pleasanter than Beech- 
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wood, grsuid as it i& But John thhaiB ha mr^T caii d^ 
enough for his people at Enderley." 

^'Not that alone, loFe. Other reaaons eombined. Dojon 
know, Phineas," he continued, musingly, as he watched th# 
SUB set over Leekington Hill — '^ sometimes I fancy my life is 
too easy — that I am not a wise steward of the riches tiial 
have multiplied so fast. By fifty, a man so blest as I hait# 
been, ought to have done somethii^ of really use in ^ 
world — and I am forty-five. Once, I hoped to have don^ 
wonderful things ere I was forty-five* But somehow, the 
desire foded." 

His wife and I were silent. We bolh knew the truth i 
that calm as had flowed his outer existence, in which was 
omitted not one actual duty, still, for these twelve years, all 
the high aims which make the glory and charm of life as 
duties make its strength, all the active eiiergies sAd nol^ 
ambitions which especially belong to the pnme of manhood, 
in him had been, not dead periiaps, but sleeping, Sleeping, 
beyond the power of any human Toice to waJ^en ti^m, under 
Ihe daisies of a child's grave at Enderley. 

I know not if this was right — ^but it was scarcdy m^ 
natural. In that heart, which loved as few men love, and 
remembered as few men remember — so deep a wound coul4 
never be thoroughly healed* A certain something in him 
seemed different ever after, as if a portion of the father's own 
life had been taken away with Muriel, and lay buried in the 
liUle dead bosom of his first*bom, his dearest child. 

« You forget," said Mrs. Halifax, tenderly— " you forget, 
John, how much you have been doing, atid intend to do. 
What with your improvements at Enderley, and yom* Ca- 
tholic Emancipation — ^your Abolition of Slavery and your 
Parliamentary Reform— why, there is hardly any scheme for 
good, public or private, to which you do not lend a hdpmj 
hand." 

"A helping purse, perhaps, which is an easier thing, 
much.'' 

" I will not have you blaming yourself. Ask Phineas^ 
there— our household Solomon." 

<' Thank you, Ursula," said I, submitting to the not rare 
fortune of being loved and laughed at. 

" Uncle Phineas, what better could John have done in all 
these years, than lookafter his mills, andeducate his three sons t" 
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(< Have thfem educated, rather," corrected he, sensitive ovef 
his own painfully-gained and linnted acquirements. Yet tins 
6wting had made him douUy careful to give his boys every 
poKsibie advantage of study, short of sending them frmn 
home, to which he had an invincible objection. And Uiree 
fitter lads, or better educated, there could not be found in the 
whole count}(. 

^* I think, John, Guy has quite got over his &ncy of going 
to^ Cambridge with Ralph Oldtoww." 

^* Yes ; college life would not have done for Guy," said the 
Ibther, thoughtitdly. 

^ Hush I we must not talk about them, for here comes the 
children." 

It was now a mere figure of speech to call them so, though, 
in their ^home-talk, loving simplicity, they would neither 
have been ashamed nor annoyed at the epithet — these two 
tail lads, who in the dusk looked as man*like as their fiither. 

** Where is your sister, boys ?" 

" Maud stopped at the stream with Edwin," answered Guy, 
rather carelessly. His heart had kept its childish faith ; the 
youngest, pet as she was, was never anything to him but 
' litde Maud.' One — whom ^e boys still talked of, softly 
and tenderly, in fireside evening talks, when the winter windis 
came and th^ ^wyf was faJUng-— one only was ever spoken of 
by Ouy as 'sister.' 

Maud, or Miss Halifiuc, as from the first she was naturally 
called — as naturally as our lost darling was never called any- 
tilling else than Muriel-^-came up, hanging on Edwin's arm, 
which she was fond of doing, bo^ because it happened to be 
the only arm low enough to suit her childish stature, and 
because she* was more especially 'Edwin's girl,' and had 
been so always. She had grown out of the likeness that we 
longed for in her cradle days, or else we had grown out of the 
perception of it ; fi)r though the external resemblance in hair 
and complexion still remained, nothing could be more unlike 
in spirit than this sprightly elf, at once the plague and pet 
of the family — ^to our Muriel. 

** Edwin's girl " stole away with him, merrily chattering. 
Guy sat down beside his mother, and slipped his arm roimd 
her waist. They still fondled her with a child-like simj^city 
-'—these her almost grown-up sons ; who had never been «ent 
to school for a day, and had never learned firom other sons of 
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&r different moUiers, that a young man's chi^f n^itline^ 
ought to consist in despising the tender charities of hoide* ' 

" Guy, you foolish boy I*' as she took his cap off flSd 
pushed back his hair, trying not to look proud of his haik^ 
some face, "what have you been doing all day t** "^ 

" Making myself agreeable, of course, mother.'* 

" That he has," corroborated Walter, whose great objeM 
of hero-worship was his eldest brother, *-He talked Witfi 
Lady Oldtower, and he sang with Miss Oldtower and ML^ 
Grace. Never was there such a fellow as our Guy.**^ '^ 

" Nonsense !" said his mother, while Guy only laugh^i 
too accustomed to this family admiration to be much disciWh^ 
certed or harmed thereby. 

** When does Ralph return to Cambridge ?" 

** Not at all. He is going to leave college, and be oflT ^ 
help the Greeks. Father, do you know everybody id joittitt^ 
the Greeks ? Even Lord Byron is off with the rest. I only 
wish I were." i 

" Heaven forbid !" muttered the mother. 

" Why not ? I should have made a capital soldier, arid 
liked it too, better than anything." 

*' Better than being my right hand at the mills, and your 
mother's at home ? — Better than growing up to be our eldest 
son, our comfort and our hope ? — I think not, Guy." 

" You are right, father," was the answer, with an uneasy 
look. For this description seemed less what Guy was, than 
what we desired him to be. With his easy, happy temper, 
generous but uncertain, and his showy, brilliant parts, he 
was not nearly so much to be depended on as the grave 
Edwin, who was already a thorough man of business, and 
plodded between Enderley mills and a smaller one which 
had taken the place of the flour mill at Norton Bury, with 
indomitable perseverance. 

Guy fell into a brown study, not unnoticed by those 
anxious eyes, which lingered oftener upon his face than on 
that of any of her sons. Mrs. Halifax said, in her quick, 
decisive way, that it was " time to go in." 

So the sunset picture outside changed to the home-group 
within ; the mother sitting at her little table, where the tall 
silver candlestick shed a subdued light on her work-basket, 
that never was empty, and her busy fingers, that never were 
still. The father sat beside her ; he kept his old habit of 
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Uking to have ber close to him ; aj, even though he was 
&lli»g into the middle-aged comforts of an ann- chair and 
Mwspapen There he sat, sometimes reading aloud, or talk- 
ing; sconetimes lazily watching her, with silent, loving eyesj 
that saw beauty in his old wife still. 

The young folk scattered themselves about the room. Guy 
ai^ Walter at the unshuttered window — ^we had a habit of 
never hiding our home-light — ^were looking at the moon, and 
laying bets, aoUo voce^ upon how many minutes she would be 
in climbing^over the oak on the top of One-tree Hill. Edwin 
sat} reading hard — his shoulders up to his ears, and his 
fiAgers stuck through his hair, developing the whole of his 
broad, knobbed, knotted forehead, where, Maud declared, the 
wrinkles had already begun to show. For Mistress Maud 
herself, she flitted about in all directions, interrupting every- 
thing, and doing nothing. 

^ '^ Maud," said her father, at last, ^< I am afiraid you give a 
great deal of trouble to Uncle Phineas." 

Uncle Phineas tried to soften the fact, but the little lady 
was certainly the most trying of his pupils. Her mother sho 
had long escaped from, for the advantage of both. For, to 
t^ the truth, while in the invisible atmosphere of moral 
training the mother's influence was invaluable, in the minor 
branch of lesson-learning, there might have been found many 
a better teacher than Ursula Halifax. So the children's 
education was chiefly left to me ; other tutors succeeding as 
was necessary; and it had just begun to be considered 
whether a lady governess ought not to *' finish ' the education 
of Miss HaU^BOL. But always at home. Not for all the know- 
ledge and all the accomplishments in the world, would these 
parents have suffered either son or daughter — ^living souls 
entrusted Ihem by the Divine Father — ^to be brought up any- 
where out of their own sight, out of the shelter «nd safeguard 
of their o^n natural home. 

" Love, when I was waiting to-day in Jessop's bank ** 

(Ah ! tiiat was another change, to which we were even 
yet not fsimiliar, the passing away of our good doctor and 
his wife, and his broUier and heir turning the old dining- 
room into a ' County Bank — open from ten till four.*) 

^^ While waiting there, I heard of a lady who struck me as 
likely to be an excellent governess for Maud." 

^^ indeed!" said Mrs. Halifax, not over-enthusiastically. 



Digitized 



by Google 



834 JOBir HALTFllI^ 

Mand became eager to know * what the lady wa« like? '^ I 
at the same time inqairing * who she was ? ' 

(« Who ? I really did not ask," John answered, smiling. 
f'Bnt of what she is, Jessop gave me first*rate eridence-^^^a 
good daughter, who teaches in Norton Bary anyhody'a 
children for any sort of pay, in ord^ to maintain an ailng 
mother. Ursula, you would let her teach our Maud, I kno# ?" 

'^Is riie an Englishwoman ? "-—For Mrs. HaMfak, pm*> 
judiced by a c^*tain French lady who had for a few ittontlis 
completely upset the peace of the Muior-bouse, and «\rea 
slightly tainted her own fitrourite, pretty Grace OkNioiMttr, 
had received coldly this governess plan from the beginniiig; 
« Would she have to live with us I " 

« I think so, decidedly*" s 

• ^* Then it can't be« The house will not accommodate, kdr* 
It will hardly hold even ourselves. No, we cannot tak0 ill 
anybody else at LongfieM." 

" But — we may have iti leave Ixmgfield/' 

The boys here turned to listen ; for this qtrastion biid^fil- 
rmdj been mooted, as all family queetions were. In^itf 
house We had no secrets : the young folk, being trostedy "We^ 
ever trustworthy ; and the parents, deaa-handed and pure^. 
hearted, had nothing that they were afraid to %fAh tbei^ 
children. 

^« Leave Longfieldl" r^>eated Mrs. Hali&z) <<sui^^^ 
gar^ju^" Bttt glancing at her husbandy her tone 6f itil-' 
{Mitieace ceased* 

He sat gazing into ibe fif^ with ao aofidous air« 

*^ Don't let us discuss that quesiaoDH-^ least, not to^ghl< 
It m>ub]es you, John. Put it off till to-morrow*" 

No, that was nevvr his habit. He was one of the very 
few who, a thing being to be done, wiU not trust it to tin- 
certain < to-morrows.' His Wife saw that he wanted to %6Xk. 
to her, and listened. 

<^ Yes, the question doe* trouble me a good deal. Whi^ther 
now that our children are growing up> and our indotne is 
doubling and trebling year by year, we ought to widen our 
circle of usefulness, or dose it up permanently within the 
quiet bound of little Longfield. Love, which say you t" 

^^ The latter, the latter^^because it is far the happiest." 

'^ I am afraid, not the latter, because it is the ha]^ie8t." 

He spoke gently^ laying his hand on his wife's shoulder, 
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flhd Idoling down on her with tlxat peculiar look which he 
tilways had when tdHng her things that he knew were sore 
to hear. I never saw that look on any living face save 
John^s ; but I have seen it once in a picture— of two Hugue- 
not lovers. The woman is trying to £°isten round the man's 
l^ck the white badge that will save him from the massacre 
^of St Bartholomew)^^he, clasping her the while, gently 
puts it aside— >-not stem, but smilmg. That quiet, tender 
smile, firmer than any frown, will, you feel sure, soon eon* 
trol the woman's anguish, So that she will sob out--«'any 
faithful woman would — * GU), die ! Dearer to me than eten 
thyself are thy honour and thy dutv !* 

When 1 saw this noble picture, it touched to the core this 
old heart of minc^-'-fbr the painter, in that rare expression, 
might have caught John's. Just as in a few crisis of his 
life I have seen it, and especially in this one, when he first 
told to his wife that determination which he had slowly 
Come to»-^that it was both right and expedient for us to quit 
XiiHigfidd, our happy home for so many years, of which the 
laiofiier loved every flower in the garden, every nook and 
Stone in the walls. 

•♦ Leave LongfieM !^ she r^eated again, with a bitter sigh. 

*' Leave Longfield !" echoed the children, first the youngest, 
then the eldest, but rather in curiosity than regret. Edwin's 
ke%n, bright eyes wer^ just- lifted from his book, and fell 
again ; he wa3 not a lad of much speech, or much demon^ 
fetration otkoy kind." 

**Boyd, ccwne and let us talk over the matter.** 

They came at once and joined in the circle ; respectfully, 
yet with entire freedom, they looked towards their father*^ 
these, the sons of his youth, to whom he had been from t^ieir 
birth not only parent and head, but companion, guide, and 
Ihmiliar friend. They honoured him, they trusted him, they 
loved him ; not, perhaps, in the exact way that they loved 
their mother; for it often seems Nature's own ordinance, that 
a mother's influence should be strongest over her sons, while 
the fiM^her's is greatest over his daughters. But even a 
Btranger could not glance frx>m eadi to each of those attentive 
fiiced, so difierent, yet with a curious ' family look ' running 
through them all, without seeing in what deep, reverent 
affection, such as naturally takes the place of childish fbnd- 
ness, these youths hdd their father. 
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<<Yes, I am afiraid, after much serious thought on t||i^ 
matter, and much consultation with your mother here, — ^that 
we ought to leave Longfield/' 

<' So I think," said Mistress Maud, from her foot-stool ; 
which putting forward of her important opinion shook us all 
from gravity to merriment, that compelled even Mrs. Halifajc 
to join. Then, laying aside her work, and with it the sad- 
dened air with which she had bent over it, she drew her 
chair closer to her husband, slipping her hand in his, and 
leaning against his shoulder. Upon which Guy, who had at 
first watched his mother anxiously, doubtful whether or no 
his father*s plan had her approval, and therefore ought to be 
assented to, — relapsed into satisfied, undivided attention. 

"I have again been over Beechwood Hall. You all 
remember Beechwood !" 

Yes. It was the * great* house ' at Enderley, just on the 
slope of the hill, below Rose Cottage. The beech-wood itself 
was part of its pleasure-ground, and from its gardens honest 
James Tod, who had them in keeping, had brought many a 
pocketful of pears for the boys, many a sweet-scented nose- 
gay for Muriel. 

'' Beechwood has been empty a great many years, &ther ? 
Would it be a safe investment to buy it V* 

"I think so, Edwin, my practical lad," answered the 
fiither, smiling. "What say you, children! Would you 
like living there ?** 

Each one made his or her comment. Guy's countenance 
brightened at the notion of ' lots of shooting and fishing ' 
about Enderley, especially at Luxm'ore ; and Maud counted 
on the numerous visitors that would come to John Hali&jc, 
Esquiie, of Beechwood HalL 

" Neither of which excellent reasons happen to be your 
father's," said Mrs. Halifax, shortly. But John, oflcn ten- 
derer over youthful frivolities than she, answered — 

" I will tell you, boys, what are my reasons. When I 
was a young man, before your mother and I were married, 
indeed before I had ever seen her, I had strongly impressed 
on my mind the wish to gain influence in the world — ^riches 
if I could — but at all events, influence. I thought I could 
use it well, better than most men ; those can best help the 
poor who understand the poor. And I can ; since, you 
know, when Uncle Phineas found me, I was — " 
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* ^^after,** said Guy, flu&hiiig scarlet, " we may as well 
pass over that fjEict. We are gentlefolks now." 
„ *' We always were, my son. 
: The rebuke, out of its very mUdness, cut the youtt to the 
^Itearti He dropped his eyes, colouring now witii a different 
tmd a holier shame. 

"v'* I know that. Please, will you go on, father.** 

; ' "And now,*' the father continued, speaking as much out 

" of hfs own dioughts as aloud to Ins children — "now, twenty* 

^iftte years of labour have won for me the position I desired. 

"^That is, I might have it for the claiming. I might take my 

place among the men who have lately risen from the people, 

to guide and help the people — ^the Cannings, HusHssons, 

^eels.** 

" Would you enter parliament T Sir Herbert asked me to- 
iclkj if you ever intended it. He said there was nothing you 
niight not attain to, if you would give yourself up entirely td 
poHtics." 

** No, Guy, no. Wisdom, like charity, begbs at home, 
liet me learn to rule in my own valley, among my own 
jpeo^e, before I attempt to guide the state. And that brings 
me nack again to the pros and cons about Beechwood Hall.** 

"Tell them, John ; tell all out plainly to the children.** 
"- * The reasons were— first, the advantage of the boys them- 
'^sdves'; for John Hidifax was not one of those philanthropists 
who would benefit all the world except their own household 
: and their own kin. He wished — since the higher a man 
, rises, the wider and nobler grows his sphere of usefulness — 
not only to lift himself, but his sons after him ; — ^lift them 
Mgb enough to help on the ever- advancing tide of human 
improvement, among their own people first, and thence ex- 
tending outward in the world whithersoever their talents or 
circumstances might call them. 

** I understand,** cried the eldest son, his eyes sparkling ; 
" you want to found a family. And so it shall be — ^we will 
settle at Beechwood Hall ; all coming generations shall live^ 
to the honour and glory of your name — our name — " 

*' My boy, there is only one Name to whose honour we 
should all Kve. One Name * in whom all the generations of 
the earth are blessed.' In thus far only do I wish to * found 
a family,* as you call it, that our light may shine before 
men — that we may be a city set on a hill — that we may say 
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plainly unto all that ask as, ' For me and mj house we will 
serve the Lord.* " 

It was not oflen that John Halifax spoke thus ; adopting 
solemnly the literal language of the Book — ^his and our life's 
guide, no word of which was ever used lightly in our family. 
We all listened, as in his earnestness he rose, and, standing 
upright in the fii*elight, spoke on, 

"I believe, with His blessing, that one may * serve the 
XiOrd ' as well in wealth as in poverty, in a great house aa 
in a cottage like this. I am not doubtful, even though my 
possessions are increased. I am not afraid of being a rich 
man. Nor a great man neither, if I were called to such tv 
destiny." 

*'It may be — ^who knows?*' said Ursula, softly. 
. John caught his wife's eyes, and smiled. 

"Love, you were a true prophet once, with a certain 'Yes, 
you will,' but now — Children, you know when I married your 
mother I had nothing, and she gave up everything for me, 
I said, I would yet make her as high as any lady in the 
land, — ^in fortune I then meant, thinHng it would make her 
happier ; but she and I are wiser now. We know that we 
never can be happier than we were in the old house at Nor-* 
ton Bury, or in this little Longfield. By making her lady of 
Beechwood I should double her responsibilities and treble her 
cares ; give her an infinitude of new duties, and no pleasures, 
half so sweet as those we left behind. Still, of herself and 
for herself, my wife shall decide." 

Ursula looked up at him ; tears stood in her eyes, though 
through them shone all the steadfastness of faithful love. 
"Thank you, John. I have decided. Kyou wish it, if you 
think it right, we will leave Longfield and go to Beechwood." 
, He stopped and kissed her forehead, saying only — " We 
wUl go." 

Guy looked up, haJf-reproachfiilly, as if the father were 
exacting a sacrifice; but I question whether the greater 
sacrifice were not his who took rather than hers who gave. 

So all was settled — we were to leave beloved Lougfield.. 
It was to be let, not sold ; let to a person we knew, who 
would take jealous care of all that was ours, and we might 
come back and see it continually ; but it would be ours — « 
our own home — no more. 

Very sad — sadder even then I had thought — was the. 
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leaving all the familiar things ; the orchard and the flower- 
garden, the meadow and the stream, the woody hills beyond, 
'every line and wave of which was pleasant and dear almost 
as our children's faces. Ay, almost as that face which for a 
year— one little year, had lived in sight of, but never beheld 
their beauty ; the child who one spring day had gone away 
merrily out of the white gate with her three ' brothers, and 
never came back to Longfield any more. 

Perhaps this circumstance, that her fading away and her 
departure happened' away from home, was the cause why her 
memory — ^the memory of our living Muriel, in her human 
childhood — afterwards clung more especially about the 
house at Longfield. The other children altered, imperceptibly 
yet so swiftly, that from year to year we half forgot their old 
likenesses. But Muriel's never changed. Her image, only 
a shade, yet often more real than any of these living children, 
l3eemed perpetually among us. It crept through the house at 
dusk 5 in winter fire-light it sat smiling in dim comers ; in 
spring mornings it moved about the garden borders, with tiny 
soft footsteps neither seen nor heard. The others grew up— 
Would be men and women shortly — ^but the one child that 
<* was not," remained to us always a child. 
• I thought, even the last evening — the very last evening 
that John returned from Enderley, and his wife went down 
to the stream to meet him, and they came up the field to- 
gether, as they had done so for many, many years ; — ay, even 
then I thought I saw his ey^s turn to the spot where a little 
pale figure used to sit on the door-sill, listening and waiting 
for him, with her dove in her bosom. We never kept doves 
now. 

And the same night, when all the household was in bed — ■ 
even the mother, who had gone about with a restless activity, 
trying to persuade herself that there would be at least no 
possibility of accomplishing the flitting to-morrow — the last 
night, when John went as usual to fasten the house-door, he 
stood a long time outside, looking down the valley. 

"How quiet everything is. You can almost hear the 
tinkle of the stream. Poor old Longfield !" And I sighed^ 
thinking we should never again have such another home. 

John did not answer. He had been mechanically bending 
aside and training into its place a long shoot of wild clematis 
—virgin's bower, which Guy and Muriel had brought in from 
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the fields and planted, a tiny root; it coTered the whole 
^ont of the house now. Then he came and leaned beside 
me over the wicket-gate, looking fixedly up into the moon- 
light blue. 

<^ I wonder if she knows we are leaving Longfield ?" 

^'Whof said I; for a moment forgetting* 

"The chad." 



CHAPTER XXX. 

Fatheb and son — a gooHy sight, as they paced side by ad^ 
up and down the gravel walk — ^alasfthe pretty fiela-path 
belonged to days that were !) — up and down the broad, sun- 
shiny walk, in frcait of the breakfast-room windows of 
Beechwood Hall. 

It was early — little past eight o'clock ; but we kept Long- 
field hours and Longfield ways stilL And besides, this waa 
a grand day — the day of Guy's coming of age. Curious it 
seemed to watch him, as he walked alc»ig by his father^ 
looking every inch * the young heir ;' and perhaps not uncon- 
scious that he did so; — curious enough, remembering how 
meekly the boy had come into the world, at a certam old 
house at Norton Bury, one rainy December morning, twen^« 
one years ago. 

It was a bright day to-day — ^bright as all our &ces were, I 
think, as we gathered round the cosy breakfast-table. There, 
as heretofore, it was the mother's pride and the father's 
pleasure that not one face should be missing — ^that, summer 
and winter, all should assemble for an hour of family fun and 
fiimily chat, before the busy cares oi the day ; and by general 
consent, which had grown into habit, every one tried to keep 
unclouded this little bit of early sunshine, before the fiuher 
and brothers went away. No sour or dreary looks, no painful 
topics were ever brought to the breakfiist-table. 

Thus, it was against all custom, when Mr. Hali&x, laying 
down his newspaper with a grave countenance, said — 

" This is very ill news. Ten Bank ftdlures in the Gazette 
to-day." 

" But it win not harm us, fether." 

" Edwin is always thinking of * us,' and *our business,' " 
remarked Guy, rather sharply. It was one of the slightr— ^ 
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ih^ yery Bl^ht-^ars in our household, that these two lads, 
excellent lads both, as thej grew into manhood did not ex- 
actly * pull together.' 

" Edwin is scarcely wrong in thinking of * as/ since upon 
UB depend so many," observed the father, in that qniet tone 
with which, when he did happ^i to interfere between his 
sons, he generally smoothed matters down and kept the 
balance even. "Yet, though we are ourselves secure, I 
trust, the losses everywhere around us make it the more 
necessary that we should not parade our good fortune by 
launching out into any of Gu/s magnificences— eh, my 
boy?*' 

The youth looked down. It was well known in the 
family, that since we came to Beeehwood his pleasure-loving 
temperament had wanted all sorts of improvements on our 
style of living — ^fox-hounds, dinner-parties, balls ; that the 
£lther's ways, which, though extended to liberal hospitali- 
ties, £>rbade outward show, and made our life a thorough 
family life still — ^were somewhat distastefid to that most 
fascinating young gentleman, Guy Halifax, Esquire, heir of 
Beeehwood Hall. 

" You may call it * magnificence, or what you choose ; but 
I know I should like to live a little more as our neighbours 
do. And I think we ought too— we that are known to be 
the wealthiest family — " 

He stopped abruptly — ^for the door opened ; and Guy had 
too much good taste and good feeling, to discuss our riches 
before Maud's poor governess — ^the tall, grave, sad-looking, 
sad-clothed Miss Silver ; the same whom John had seen at 
Mr. Jessop's bank ; and who had been with us four months 
— ^ver since we came to Beeehwood. 

One of the boys rose and offered her a chair; for the 
parents set the example of treating her with entire respect—' 
nay, would gladly have made her altogether one of the 
fiimily, had she not been so very reserved. 

Miss Silver came forward with the daily nosegay which 
Mrs. Halifax had confided to her superintendence. 

" They are the best I can find, madam — ^I believe Watkins 
keeps all his greenhouse flowers for to-night." 

"Thank you, my dear. These will do very well. — -Yes, 
Guy, persuade Miss Silver to take your place by the fire. 
She looks so cold." 
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But Miss Silver, declining the kindness, passed on to her 
own seat opposite. 

Ursula busied herself over the breakfast equipage, rather 
nervously. Though an admirable person, Miss Silver in her 
extreme and all but repellant quietness was one whom the 
mother found it difficult to get on with. She was scrupulously- 
kind to her : and the governess was as scrupulously exact in 
all courtesy and attention ; still that impassible, self-con? 
tained demeanour, that great reticence — ^it might be shynesa, 
it might be pride, — sometimes, Ursula privately admitted, 
« fidgetted ' her. 

To-day was to be a general holiday for both masters and 
servants; a dinner at &e mills; and in the evening some- 
thing which, though we call it a tea-drinking, began to look, 
I was amused to see, exceedingly like ' a ball.' But on this 
occasion both parents had yielded to their young people's 
wishes, and half the neighbourhood had been invited by the 
universally-popular Mr. Guy Halifax, to celebrate his coming 
of age. 

" Only once in the way," said the mother, half ashamed of 
herself for thus indulging the boy — as giving his shoulder a 
fond shake, she called him * a foolish fellow.' 

Then we all dispersed ; Guy and Walter to ride to the 
Manor-house, Edwin vanishing with his sister, to whom he 
was giving daily Latin lessons in the school-room. 

John asked me to take a walk on the hill with him. 

" Go, Phineas," whispered his wife — " it will do him good. 
And don't let him talk too much of old times. This is a 
hard week for him." 

The mother's eyes were mournful, for Guy and ' the child ' 
had been bom within a year and three days of each other ; . 
but she never hinted — it never would have struck her to 
hint — " this is a hard week for we." 

That grief — the one great grief of their life, had come to her 
more wholesomely than to her husband : either because men, 
th^ very best of men, can only suffer, while women can en- 
dure ; or because in the mysterious ordinance of nature 
Maud's baby lips had sucked away the bitterness of the pang 
from the bereaved mother, while her loss was yet new. It 
had never been left to rankle in that warm heart, which had 
room for every living child, while it cherished, in tenderness 
above all sorrow, the child that was no more. 
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John and T, in our walk, stood a moment by the low 
church-yard wall, and looked ovfer at that plain white stone, 
where was inscribed her name, * Muriel Joy Halife-x,' — a 
Kne out of that New Testament tniracle-story she delighted 
in, * Whereas I was blind, now I see^ — and Jhe date when she 
saw. Nothing more : it was not needed. 

** December 5, 1813," said the father, reading the date, 
" She would have been quite a woman now. How strange ! 
My Kttle Muriel!'' 

And he walked thoughtMly along, almost in the same' 
footprints where he had been used to carry his darling up the 
hill-side to the brow of Enderley Flat. He seemed in fimcy 
to bear her in his arms still — ^this little one, whom, as I have 
before said, Heaven, in its compensating mercy, year by 
year, through all changes, had made the one treasure that 
none could take away — the only child left to be a child for 
even 

I think, as we rested in the self-same place, the sunshiny 
nook where we used to sit with her for hours together, the 
Other's heart took this consolation so closely and surely into 
itself, that memory altogether ceased to be pain. He began 
talking about the other children— especially Maud — and then 
of Miss Silver, her governess, 

" I wish she were more likeable, John. It vexes me some- 
times to see how coldly she returns the mother's kindness." 

" Poor thing ! — she has evidently not been used to kind^ 
ness. You should have seen how amazed she looked yester- 
day when we paid her a little more than her salary, and my 
wife gave her a pretty silk dress to wear to-night. I hardly 
knew whether she would refose it, or burst out crying — ^in 
girlish fashion." 

" Is she a girl ? Why, the boys say she looks thirty at 
least. Guy and Walter laugh amazingly at her dowdy dress 
and her solemn, haughty ways." 

" That will not do, Phineas. I must speak to them. They 
ought to make allowances for poor Miss Silver, of whom I 
think most highly." 

" I know you do ; but do you heartily like her ?" 

" For most things, yes. And I sincerely respect hei*, or, 
of course, she would not be here. I think people should be 
as particular over choosing their daughter's governess as 
their son's wife ; and having chosen, should show her almost 
equal honour." 
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<< You'll bave your sons choosing themselyes wives soon, 
John. I &ncy Guy has a soft place in his heart for thi^ 
pretty Grace Oldtower.'* 

But ihe father made no answer^ He was always tenacioud 
oyer the lightest approach to such jests as these. And besidea 
just at this moment Mr* Brown, Lord Luxmore's steward^ 
passed^-riding solemnly along. He barely touched his hat 
to Mr. Halifax. 

<' Poor Mr. Brown ! He has a grudge agunst me §ot 
those Mexican speculations I refused to embark in ; he did, 
and lost everything but what he gets from Lord Luxmore^ 
I do think, Phineas, the country has been running mad this 
year afler speculation. There is sure to come a panic after* 
wards, and indeed it seems already beginning." 

'^ But you are secure ? Ton have not joined in the mania, 
and the crash cannot harm you ? Did I not hear you say, 
that you were not afraid of losing a single penny f " 

" Yes — ^unfortunately," with a troubled smile. 

" John, what do you mean V 

'< I mean, that to stand upright while one's neighbours are 
falling on all sides, is a most trying position. Misfortune 
makes people unjust. The other day at the sesnons, I got 
cold looks enough from my brother magistrates — ^looks that 
would have set my blood boiling twenty years ago. And-— 
you saw in the Norton Bury Mercury that article about 
'grasping plebeian millionaires'-— ' wool-spinners, spinning 
out of their country's vitals.' — That's meant for me, Fhinaas* 
Don't look incredulous. Yea — for me." 

" How disgraceful l" 

" Perhaps so — 'but to them more than to me. I feel sorry, 
because of the harm it may do me — especially among working 
people, who know nothing but what they hear and believe 
' everything that is told them. They see X thrive and others 
fail — ^that my mills are the only cloth mills in full work, 
and I have more hands than I can emplov. Every week 1 
am obliged to send new comers away, liien they raise the 
old cry — that my machinery has ruined labour. So, you 
see, for all that Guy says about our prosperity, his father 
does not sleep exactly upon a bed of roses." 

" It is wicked — atrocious! " 

" Not at all. Only natural^-the penalty one has to pay 
for success. It will die out most likely ; meantime, we will 
mind it as little as we can." 
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"But are yon safe?— your life — ** For a sadden fear 
Cressed me — a fear not unwarranted by more than one eyent 
of this year — ^this terrible 1825. 

•* Safe? — ^Yes — ^ and his eyes were lifted, "I believe my 
Ufe is safe — if I baye work to do. Still, for other's sake, I 
have carried this mon^ past whenever I go to and from the 
Coltham bank, besides my cash box — this.'' 

fie shewed me, peering oat of his breast-pocket, a small 
pistol. 

I -Wbs greatly startled. 

*< Does your wife kbow? " 

'< Of coarse. But she knows too, that nothing but the last 
dxtremity would force me to use it : also that my carrying 
it, and its being noised about that I do so, may prevent my 
0ver having occasion to use it. God grant I never may! 
Don't let us talk about this.** 

He stopped, gazing with a sad abstraction down the sun^ 
shiny vrfley — most part of which was already his own 
property. For whatever capital he could spare from hid 
business he never sunk in speculation, but took a patriarchal 
pleasure in investing it in land, chiefly for the benefit of his 
mills and those concerned therein. 

"My poor people — they might have known me better! 
But I suppose one nev^ attains one's desire without its 
b^g leavened with some bitterness. If there was one point 
I was anxious over in my youth, it was to keep up through 
life a name like the ChcTalier Bayard — ^how folk would 
cfmile to hear of a tradesman emulating Bayard — ' Sems peur 
et sans reproche I * And so things might be — ought to be. 
So perhaps they shall be yet, in spite of this calumny.'* 

" How shall you meet it ? What shall you do ?" 

" Nothing. Live it down.** 

He stood still, looking across the valley to where the 
frosty line of the hill-tops met the steel-blue, steadfast sky. 
Yes, I felt sure he would *live it down.' 

We dismissed the subject, and spent an hour or more in 
pleasant chat, about many things. Passing homeward 
through the beech-wood, where through the bare tree-tops a 
light snow was beginning to fall, John said, musingly — 

" It win be a hard winter — ^we shaD have to help our poor 
people a great deaL Christmas dinners will be much in 
request." 
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" There's a saying, that the way to an Englishman's heart 
is through his stomach. So, perhaps, you'll get justice by- 
spring." 

" Don't be angry, Phineas, As I tell my wife, it is not 
worth while. Half the wrongs people do to us are through 
sheer ignorance* We must be patient. ' In your patience 
possess ye your souls J " 

He said this, more to himself than aloud, as if carrying 
out the thread of his own thought. Mine following it, and 
observing him, involuntarily turned to another passage in our 
Book of books, about the blessedness of some men, even when 
reviled and persecuted. 

Ay, and for all his many cares, John Halifax looked like 
a man who was ' blessed.' 

Blessed, and happy too, throughout that day, especially in 
the midst of the mill-yard dinner — ^which reminded me for- 
cibly of that feast, at which guests were gathered out of the 
highways and hedges — guests, such as John Halifax liked 
to have — guests who could not, by any possibility, * recom- 
pense ' him. Yet it did one's heart good to hear the cheer 
that greeted the master, ay, and the young master too, who 
was to-day for the first time presented as such; — ^as the firm 
henceforward was to be, ' HaH&x and Son.' 

And full of smiling satisfaction was the father's look, 
when in the evening he stood in the midst of his children, 
waiting for ' Guy's visitors,' as he pertinaciously declared 
them to be — these fine people, for whose entertainment our 
house had been these three days turned upside down ; the 
sober old dining-room converted into a glittering ball-room, 
and the entrance-hall a very 'bower of bliss' — ^all green 
boughs and Chinese lanterns. John protested he should not 
have known his own study again ; and that, if these festive 
transformations were to happen frequently, he should soon 
not even know himself! 

Yet for all that, and in spite of the comical horror he 
testified at this first bouleversement of our quiet home ways, 
I think he had a real pleasure in his children's delight ; in 
wandering with them through the decorated rooms, tapestried 
with ivy and laurel, and arbor vitae ; in making them all 
pass in review before him, and admiring their handiwork 
and themselves. 

A goodly group they made— our young folk : there were 
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no * children* now — fot even Maud, who wafl tall and 
womanly for her age, had bloomed out in a ball dress, all 
white muslin and camelias, and appeared every inch ' Miss 
Halifax.' Walter, too, had lately eschewed jackets, and, 
began to borrow razors ; while Edwin, though still small, 
had a keen, old-man-like look, which* made him seem — as^ 
he was, indeed, in character — the eldest of the three. Alto-* 
gether, they were * a fine family,' such as any man might 
rejoice to see growing or grown up around him. 

But my eyes naturally sought the father, as he stood 
among his boys, taller than any of them, and possessing far 
more than^they that quality for which John Halifax had 
always been remarkable — dignity. True, Nature had favoured 
him beyond most men, giving him the stately, handsome 
presence befitting middle age, throwing a kind of apostolic 
grace over the l^gh, half-bald crown, and touching with a 
softened grey the still curly locks behind. But these were 
mere accidents ; the true dignity lay in himself and his own 
personal character, independent of any exterior. 

It was pleasant to watch him, and note how advancing 
years had given rather than taken away from, his outward 
mien. As ever, he was distinguishable from other men, even 
to his dress — which had something of the Quaker about it 
still, in its sober colour, its rarely-changed fashion, and its 
exceeding neatness. Mrs. Halifax used now and then to 
laugh at him for being so particular over his daintiest of 
cambric and finest of lawn — ^but secretly she took the greatest 
pride in his appearance. 

''John looks well to-night," she said, coming in and 
sitting down by me, her eyes following mine. One would 
not have guessed from her quiet gaze that she knew — ^what 
John had told me she knew, this morning. But these two 
in then* perfect union had a wonderful strength — a wonder- 
ful fearlessness. And she had learned from him, what per- 
haps originally was foreign to her impressible and somewhat 
anxious mind — that steadfast faith, which, while ready to 
meet every ill when the time comes, until the time waits 
cheerftiUy, and will not disquiet itself in vain. 

Thus, for all their cares, her face as well as his, was calm 
and bright. Bright, even with the prettiest girlish blush) 
when John came up to his wife and admired her — as indeed 
was not surprising. 
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She laughed at him, and declared she always intended to 
grow lovelj in her old age. '< I thoaght I ought to dress 
mys^ grandly, too, on Guy's birthday. Do you like me 
Johnr 

" Very much : I like that black velvet gown, substantial, 
soft and rich, without any show. And that lace fiill round 
your throat — ^what sort of lace is it V* 

^^ Valenciennes. When I was a ^1, if I had a weakness 
it was for black velvet and Valenciennes.*' 

John smiled, with visible pleasure that she had even a 
* weakness' gratified now. "And you have put on my 
brooch at last, I see.** 

"Yes; but — ^^ and she shook her head — " rememb^ 
your promise ! " 

" Phineas, this wife of mine is a Vain woman. Sh^ ijiows 
her own price is *far above rubies'— or diamonds either. 
No, Mrs. Halifax, be not afraid ; I shall give you no mor& 
jewels." 

She did not need them. She stood amidst her three sons 
with the smile of a Cornelia. She felt her husband's eyes 
rest on her, with that quiet perfectness of love-^better than 
any lovers' love — - 

<*The fuUneBt of a stream that knevno iSall*'— 

the love of a husband who has been married nearly twenty- 
five years. 

Here a troop of company arrived, and John left me to 
assume his duty as host. 

No easy duty, as I soon perceived ; for times were hard) 
and men's minds troubled. Every one, except the ligbt-* 
heeled, light-hearted youngsters, looked grave. 

Many yet alive remember this year, 1825— the panic year, 
War having ceased, commerce, in its worst form, started into 
Sudden and unhealthy overgrowth. Speculations of all kinds 
sprung up like fun^, out of dead wood, flourished a little, 
and dropped away. Then came ruin, not of hundreds, but 
thousands, of all ranks and classes. This year, and this 
month in this year, the breaking of many established firms, 
especially bankers, foretold that the universal crash had just 
begun. 

It was felt even in our retired country neighbourhood, and 
among our Mendly guests this night, both gentle and simple 
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— and there was a mixture of t)oth, as onlj a man in Mr. 
Halifax's position conld mix snch heterogeneous elements-^ 
towns-people and countrj-people, diss^iters and diurch*£:>lk, 
professional men and men of buiuness. J<^n dared to do it 
''—and did it. But though through his own personal infu- 
ence, many of different ranks whom he liked and respected, 
meetii^ in his house, learned to like and respect one ano- 
ther, still, ^yea to-night, he eould not remore the doud 
which seemed to hang over aU — ^a cloud so heavy, that nona 
present liked referring to it. Thej hit upon all sorts of 
extraneous subjects, keeping &r aloof from the one wMch 
evidentlj pressed upon all minds — the universal distress 
abroad, the fear that was knocking at almost every man's 
door but ours. 

Of course, the talk fell on our neighbours— country talk 
always does. I sat still, listening to Sir Herbert Oldtowe^, 
who was wondering that Lord Luxmore sui^red the Hall to 
•drop into dis|^*aeeful decay, and had began cutting down the 
pine-woods round it. 

. "WoodSr older than his title by many a century — down* 
right sacrilege! And the property being entailed, too-* 
actual robbery of the heir 1 But I understand anybody may 
do anything with Ijord Ravenel — & mere selfish, cynical, idle 
voluptuary V* 

" Indeed you are mistaken, Sir Herbert 1" cried Mr. Jessop 
of Norton Bury — a very honest fdlow was Josii^ Jessop. 
^' He banks with me — ^that is, there are some poor Catholics 
in this nei^bourhood whom I pay — ^but bless me ! he told 
me not to telL No, indeed* Cynical he may b^; idle, 
perhaps — most men of fashion are— but Lord Bavenel is not 
the least like his father — is he, Mr. Halifax T" 

" I have not seen Lord KAvenel for many years," 

And as if, even to this day, the mention of the young m^n's 
name brought haxk thoughts of the last day we had seen 
him — ^a day which, its sadness having gone by, still kept its 
unspoken sacredness, distinct from alL olh^ days — John 
moved away and went and talked to a ^rl whom both he 
and the mother liked above most young giris we knew-— 
simple, sunny-faced Grace Oldtower. 

Dancing began. Spite of iny Quaker education, or 
perhaps for that very reason, I delighted to see dancing. 
Dancing, such as it was then, when young folk moved breezily 
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and lightly, as if tbey loved it ; skimming like swallows down 
the long lines of the Triumph— gracefully winding in and out 
through the graceM country-dance — ^lively always, but 
always decorious. In those days people did not think it 
necessary to the pleasures of dancing that any stranger 
should have liberty to snatch a shy, innocent girl round the 
waist, and whirl her about in mad waltz or awkward polka, 
till she stops, giddy and breathless^ with burning cheek and 
tossed hair, looking, — ^as I would not have liked to see our 
pretty Maud look. 

No ; though while watching the little lady to-night, I was 
inclined to say to her — 

•* When you do dance, I -vrisli you 
A wave o' the sea, that you might ever do 
NothiDg hut that." 

And in her unwearied spirits she seemed as if she would 
readily have responded to the wish. 

We did not see Guy among the dancers, who were now 
forming in a somewhat confused square, in order to execute 
a new dance called quadrilles, of which Miss Grace Old- 
tower was to be the instructress. 

** WTiere is Guy t " said the mother who would have missed 
him among a room full of people. ^' Have you seen Guy 
anywhere. Miss Silver?" 

Miss Silver, who sat playing tunes — she had declined 
dancing — ^turned, colouring visibly. 

" Yes, I have seen him ; he is in the study." 

" Would you be so kind as to fetch him I " 

The governess rose and crossed the room, with a stately 
walk—statelier than usual. Her silk gown, of some rich 
soft colour, fashioned after Mrs. Halifax's taste, and the 
chaplet of bay-leaves, which Maud had insisted upon putting 
in her dark hair, made an astonishing change in Miss Silver. 
I could not help noticing it to Mrs. Halifax. 

" Yes, indeed, she looks well. John says her features are 
fine ; but, for my part, I don't care for your statuesque faces ; 
I like colour — expression. See that bright little Grace Old- 
tower ! — a thoroughly English rose ; — I like her. Poor Miss 
Silver I I wish ' ' 

What, out of compunction for a certain sharpness with 
which she had spoken, Mrs. Halifax was about to wish, re^ 
mained undeclared. For, just this minute, Guy entered, 
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and leaning his handsome head and his tender pettts sotns 
over the < English rose,' as his mother called her, led her out 
to the dancing. 

We sat down and looked on. 

'* Guj danced lazilj ; he is rather pale too, I fancy," 

" Tired, probably. He was out far too long on the ice to 
day> with Maud and Miss Silver. What a pretty creature his 
partner is ! " added Ursula, thoughtfully. 

" The children are growing up fast," I said. 

" Ay, indeed. To think that Guy is actually twenty-one 
—the age when his father was married ! " 

" Guy will be reminding you of that fact some day soon." 

Mrs. Halifax smiled. " The sooner the better, if only he 
makes a worthy choice — if only he brings me a daughter 
whom I can love." 

And I fancied there was love— motherly love — ^in the 
eyes that followed through the graceful mazes of her dancing 
the bonny English Rose. 

Guy and his partner sat down beside us. His mother 
noticed that he had turned very pale again, and the lad 
owned to be in some pain : he had twisted his foot that 
morning, in helping Maud and Miss Silver across the ice | 
but it was a mere trifle — ^not worth mentioning. 

It passed over, with one or two anxious inquiries on the 
mother's part, and a soft, dewy shadow over the down- 
dropped cheek of the little Bose, who evidently did not like 
to think of any harm coming to her old play-feUow. Then 
Sir Herbert appeared to lead Mrs. Halifax into supper, Guy 
limped along with pretty Grace on his arm, and all the 
guests, just enough to All our longest table in John's study, 
came thronging round in a buzz of mirthfulness. 

Either the warm, hospitable atmosphere, or the sight of 
the merry youngsters, or the general influence of social 
pleasantness, had for the time being dispeUed the cloud. But 
certainly it was dispelled. The master of the feast looked 
down two long lines of happy faces — ^his own as bright as 
theirs — down to where, at the foot of the table, the mother 
and mistress sat. She had been slightly nervous at times 
during the evening, but now she appeared thoroughly at ease 
and glad — glad to see her husband take his place at the head 
of his own hospitable board, in the midst of his own friends 
and his own people, honoured and beloved. It seemed a 
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good omen — an omen tbat Ibe InUer iMngs out^de would 
pass away. 

How bitter they had been, and how sore the wife^B beart 
still felt, I could see from the jealous way in which, smiling 
and cheerM as her demeanour wm^ she caught every look, 
eveiy word of those around h^, which might chance to bear 
reference to her husband ; in her quick avoidance nfev&ey 
topic connected with these disastrous times, and, above ally 
in her hurried grasp of a newspaper thai some carde£» 
servant brought in fi^sk from the night^mail, wet with j^et 
and snow. 

<^ Do you get your country paper regularly ?" asked some 
one at table. And then some others appeared to recollect 
ihe Notion Bury Mercury^ and its vunUeat attacks on their 
host — ^for there ensued an awkward pause, duriiig which I 
saw Ursula's &oe beginning to bum. But i^ conquered 
her wrath. 

<' There is often much interest in our prorininai papers, 
SAr Herbert. My husband makes a point of taking them all 
in-*-bad and good— of every shade lof politics. His belieree 
it IS only by hearing ail sides that y^i ean. tndy judge of 
the «tate of the country*" 

^^ Just as a physician must hear all ^pmptoms before ho 
decides on the patient's case. At least, so our good old 
friend Doctor Jessop used to eay." 

"Eh?" said Mr. Jessop, the banker, catching his own 
name, and waking up from a brown stu<fy, in which he had 
seemed to see nothing — except, perhaps, the newsps^)^,. 
which, in its printed cover, lay between himself and Mrs- 
Halifax. *' Eh ? did anyone —Oh, I beg pardon — beg par^. 
don — Sir Herbert," hastily added the old man ; who was a 
very meek and worthy soul, and had been perhaps more 
subdued than usual this erening. 

" I was referring," said Sir Herbert, with his usual pon- 
derous civility, "to your excellent brother, vrho was sa 
mtieh respected among us— for which respect, allow me to 
say, he did not leave us without an inheritor." 

The old banker answered the formal bow with a kind of 
nervous hurry ; and then Sir Herbert, with a loud premise 
of his right as the oldest friend of our family, tried to obtain 
silence for the customary speech, prefiitory to the customarj 
toabt of ' Health and prosperity to the heir of Beechwood.' . 
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<^TheTd was great applause ancl filling of glasses; great* 
smiling and whispering ; everybody glancipg at poor Guy, * 
who turned red and white, and evidently wished himself 'a 
hutidred miles off. In the confusion I felt my sleeve tonehed, 
and saw leai>ing towards me, hidden by Maud's laughing, ' 
happy face^ the old banker. He held in his hand the news- ' 
pi^ier which seemed to hav6 so fascinated him. 

- ^'^It's the London Gazette. Mr. Halifax gets it three hours • 
before any of ns. I may open it ? It is important to me. * 
Mrs, Halifax would excuse, eh f " 

Of course she would. Especially if she had seen the old ' 
man's look, as his trembling fingers vainly tried to xmfcM the 
sheet without a single rustle's betraying Ida surreptitious ^ 
ciniosity* • 

Sir Herbe^rt roSe, cleared his throat, and b^gan. 

'* Ladi^ and gentlemen, I speak as a father myself, and as . 
the son of a father whom — whom I will not rdfer to here, • 
except to say that his good heart would hare rejoiced to see 
<^is day.. The higb esteem in which Sir Ralph always held * 
Mr. Hali^, has descended, and will descend-^" 
'Here some one called out — 

" Mr. Jessop I Look at Mr. Jessbp ! " 

The old man had suddenly Sank back, with a sort of 
choking groan. His eyes were staring blankly, his cheek ' 
was the colour of ashes- But when he saw every one looking 
at him, he tried desperately to recover himsel£ ' 

"'Us nothing. Nothing of the slightest moment. Eht " 
clatching tight^ at the paper which Mrs. Halifax was kindly 
removing out of his hand. " Thwe's no news in it — ^none, I ' 
assure you." 

' But from his agitation — ^from the pitiful eflbrt he made to ' 
disguise it — ^it was plain enough that there was news. Plain 
also, as in these dangerous and critical times men were only 
too quick to divine,— in what that news consisted. Tidings, 
which now made every newspaper a sight of fear,— especially * 
this — ^tbe London Gazette. 

Edwin caught and read the fsLisl page^-the fatal column 
— ^knqwn only too well. 

« "Vf -'s have stopped payment.^ 

.W ^'s was a great London house, the farotirite banking- ' 

house in our county, with which many provincial banks, and ' 

A A .-..••..-- - ■ - - 
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JesBop's especiaDj, were widely connected) and would be no 
one Imew how widely involved. 

** W— 's stopped payment T 

A mnrmur — a hash of momentary saspense, as the Gkusettd 
was passed hurriedly from hand to hand; and then oar 
guests, one and all, sat looking at one another in breathless 
fear, suspicion, or assured dismay. For, as every one was 
aware (we knew our neighbours' affairs so well about inno* 
cent Enderley), there was not a sin^e household of thai 
merry little company upon whom, near or remote, the blow 
li^ould not fall— except ours. 

No polite disguise could gloss over the general consterkia^ 
tion. Few thought of Jessop— only of themselves. Many . 
a &ther turned pale ; many a mother melted into smothered . 
tears. More than one honest countenance that five minutes 
before had beamed like the rising sun, all friendliness and 
jocularity, I saw shrink into a wizened, worldly fiu%, with 
greedy selfishness peering out of the comers of its eyes, . 
eager to conceal its own alarms and dive as £Eur as possible 
into the terrors of its neighbours. 

"There will be a run on Jeesop's bank to-morrow,** I 
heard one person saying ; glancing to where the poor old 
banker still sat, with a vacant, stupificd smile, assuring a& 
around him that ^ nothing had happened ; really, nothing.'' 

" A run ? I suppose so. Then it will be ' Sauve quipeut^ 
and the devil take the hindmost." 

« What say you to all this, Mr. Halifax f* 

John sdll kept his place. He sat perfectly quiet, and had 
never spoken a syllable. 

When Sir Herbert, who was the first to recover from the 
shock of these ill-tidings, called him by his name, Mr. Hali- 
fax looked quickly up. It was to see, instead of those two 
lines of happy faces, feces already gathering in troubled 
groups, feces angry, sullen, or miserable, all of which, with 
a. vague distrust, seemed instinctively turned upon him. 

^< Mr. Halifax," said the baronet ; and one could see how^ 
in spite of his steadfest politeness, he too was not without his 
anxieties — '^ this is an unpleasant breaking-in upon yoiir 
kindly hospitalities. I mippose, through this unpropitious 
event, -each of us must make up our minds to some loss. Let 
me hope yours will be trifling." 

' Jolm made no answer. 
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^ *' Or, perhi^pa — ^ihough I can hardly hope anjthing so for- 
tunate — ^perhaps this ftulure will not affect you at all?" 

He waited — as did many others, for Mr. Halifax's reply ; 
which was long in coming. However, since all seemed to 
^(pect it, it did come at last ; but grave and sad as if it were 
the announcement of some great misfortune. 

\ *' No, Sir Herbert ; it will not affect me at alL" 

Sir Herbert, and not he alone — looked surprised — ^uneasily 
surprised. Some mutters there were of 'congratulation.'. 
Then arose a troubled murmur of talking, in which the master 
of the house was forgotten; until the baronet said, '<My 
frjiends, I think we are forgetting our courtesy. Allow me 
to give you without more delay — ^the toast I was about to 
propose, — * Health, long life, and happiness to Mr* Guy 
Halifax.'" 

And so poor Guy's birthday toast was drunk ; almost in 
silence ; and the few words he said in acknowledgment were 
just listened to, scarcely heard. Every one rose from table, 
sind the festivities were over. 

One by one all our guests began to make excuse. One by 
<^e, involuntarily perhaps,, yet not the less painfully and 
j^liunly, they all shrunk away from us, as if in the universal 
trouble we, who had nothing to fear, had no part nor lot. 
Formal congratulations, given with pale lips and wandering 
eyes: brusque adieux, as some of the more honest or less 
courteous showed but too obviously how cruelly, even resent- 
ftdly, they felt the inequalities of fortune; hasty departures, 
fill! of a dismay that rejected angrily every shadow of conso- 
lation ;-^all tlungs John had to meet and to bear. 

He met them with composure ; scarcely speaking a word, 
as indeed what was there to say? To all the friendly 
speeches, real or pretended, he listened with a kind of sad 
gravity: of all harsher words tbaa these — and there were 
not a few — ^he took not the least notice, but held his place as 
master of the house ; generously deaf and blind to every- 
thing that it were as well the master of the house should 
neither hear nor see. 

' At last he was left, a very Pariah of prosperity, by his own 
hearth, quite alone. 

^ The last carriage had rolled away ; the tired household . 
had gone to bed ; there was no one in the study but me. 
John came in and stood leaning with both his arms against 
AA-2' • •- • ' •- 



Digitized 



by Google 



356 JOHN HAUPAXJ 

tbe fire-place, motionless and silent. He leant there so long, 
that at last I touched hinu * 

"Well,Phineasr 

I saw this night's events had wounded him to the coiie. 

^ Are yon tfa^king of these honest, friendly, disinterested 
guests of purs. Don't! They are not worth a sin^ 
thought." 

"Not an angry thought, certainly.** And he smiled at 
my wrath — a sad smile. 

" Ah, Phineas ! now I begin to understand what is meant 
by the curse of prosperity." 



CHAPTER XXXr. 

A GREAT, eager, but doggedly-quiet crowd, of which each 
had his or her — ^for it was half women — individual terror to 
hide, his or her individual interest to fight for, and cared not^ 
a straw for that of any one else. 

It was market-day, and this crowd was collected and col*, 
lecting every minute, before the bank at Norton Bury. It' 
included all classes, from the stout ^rmer's wife, or market- 
woman, to the pale, frightened lady of ^ limited income,' wha 
had never been in such a throng before ; from the aproned' 
mechanic to the gentleman who sat in his carriage at the' 
street comer, confident that whatever poor chance there was, 
his would be the best. 

Everybody was, as I have said, extremely quiet. You 
heard none of the joked that fdways rise in and circulate' 
through a crowd; none of the loud outcries of a mob. All 
were intent on themselves and their own business ; on that 
fast-bolted red-baize door, and on the green bHnd of the win- 
dows, which infOTmed them that it was 'open from ten till 
four.' 

The Abbey clock struck three-quarters. Then there was 
a slight stirring, a rustling here and there of paper, as some 
one drew out and examined his bank-notes; openly, vrith^ 
small fear of theft — they were not worth stealing. 

John and I, a little way off, stood looking on, where we 
had once watched a far different crowd; for Mr. Jessop 
owned the doctor's former house, and in sight of the green 
Bank blinds were my dear old father's known windows. 
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• (hxfB birthday had fallen on a Satarday. This was Mon- 
day morning. We had driven over to Norton Bury, John 
and I, at an unusually early hour. He did not exactly tell 
zne why, but it was not difficult to guess. Not difficult to 
perceive how strongly he was interested, even affected — as 
«aj man, knowing all the Circumstances, could not but be 
affected — ^by the sight of that crowd, all the sadder for its 
being such a patient, decent, respectable crowd, out of which 
60 large a proportion was women. 

I noticed this latter faet to John. 

" Yes, I was sure it would be so. Jessop's bank has such 
a number of small depositors and issues so many small notes. 
He cannot cash above half of them without some notice. J£ 
there comes a run, he may have to stop payment this very 
day; and then, how wide the misery would spread wnong 
the poor, God knows/' 

His eye wandered pitifully over the heaving mass of anxious 
&ces, blue with cold, and growing more and more despondent 
as every minute they turned with a common impulse from the 
closed bank-door to the Abbey clock, glittering &,r up in the 
sunshiny atmosphere of morning. 

Its finger touched the one heel of the great striding X — 
glided on to the other — the ten strokes fell leisurely and re- 
gularly upon the clear, frosty air ; then the chimes — ^Norton 
Bury was proud of its Abbey chimes — burst out in the tunc 
of ' Life let us Cherish.' 

The bells went through all the tune, to the very last 
note — ^then ensued silence. The crowd were silent too — 
almost breathless with intent listening — ^but alas ! not to the 
merry Abbey chimes. 

The bank door remained closed — ^not a rattle at the bolts, 
not a clerk's face peering out above the blind. The house 
was as shut-up and desolate as if it were entirely empty. 

Five whole minutes — ^by the Abbey clock — did that poor, 
patient crowd wait on the pavement. Then a murmur arose. 
One or two men hammered at the door ; some frightened 
women, jostled in the press, began to scream. 

John could bear it no longer. " Come along with me," he 
said, hurriedlv. " I must see Jessop — ^we can get in at the 
garden door.' 

This was a little gate round the corner of the street, well 
known to us both in those brief * courting days,' when we 
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"came to tea of evenings, and found Mrs. Jessop and tJrsula 
March in the garden watering the plants and tying up the 
roses. Nay, we passed out of it into the same summer parlour, 
where — ^I cannot tell if John ever knew of the incident, at 
all events he never mentioned it to me — there had been 
transacted a certain momentous event in Ursula's life and 
mine, Entering by the French window, there rose up to my 
mental vision, in vivid contrast to all present scenes, the 
picture of a young girl I had once seen sitting there, with head 
drooped, knitting. Could that day be twenty-five years ago T 

No summer parlour now — ^its atmosphere was totally 
changed. It was a duU, dusty room, of which the only 
lively object was a large fire, the under half of which had 
burnt itself away unstirred into black dingy caverns. Before 
it, with breakfast untasted, sat Josiah Jessop — ^his feet on 
the fender, his elbows on his knees, the picture of despair. 

" Mr. Jessop, my good friend !" 

" No, I haven't a friend in the world, or shall not have, an 
hour hence. Oh ! it's you, Mr. Halifax ? — ^You have not an 
account to close ? You don't hold any notes of mine, do you ? 

John put his hand on the old man's shoulder, and repeated 
that he only came as a friend. 

" Not the first ' fi:iend ' I have received this morning. I 
knew I should be early honoured with visitors ;" and the 
banker attempted a dreary smile. " Sir Herbert and half-a- 
dozen more are waiting for me up-stairs. The biggest fish 
must have the first bite — eh, you know f " 

" I know," said John, gloomily. 

" Hark ! those people outside will hammer my door down! 
— Speak to them, Mr. Halifax — ^tell them I'm an old man — 
that I was always an honest man — always. J£ only they 
would give me timcT-hark ! — just hark ! Heaven help me ! 
do they want to tear me in pieces ?" 

John went out for a few moments, then came back and sat 
down beside Mr. Jessop. 

" Compose yourself" — the old man was shaking like an 
aspen leaf. " Tell me, if you have no objection to give me 
this confidence, exactly how your affairs stand." 

With a gasp of helpless thankMness, looking up in John's 
face, while his own quivered like a frightened child's, — the 
banker obeyed. It seemed * that great as was his loss by 
W 's failure, it was not absolute ruin to him. In effect, 
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'h6 was at this moment perfectly solvent, and by calling in 
mortgages, ifec, could meet both the accounts of the gentry 
who banked with him, together with all his own notes now 
afloat in the county, principally among the humbler ranks, 
petty tradespeople, and such like, — ^if only both classes of 
x^ustomers would ^ve him time to pay them. 

" But they will not. There will be a run upon the bank 
and then all's over with me. It's a hard case — solvent as I 
am — ready and able to pay every farthing — ^if only I had a 
week's time. As it is I must stop payment to-day. Hark I 
they are at the door again ! Mr, Halifax, for God's sake 
quiet them !" 

** I will ; only tell me first what sum, added to the cash 
you have available, would keep the bank open — just for a day 
or two." 

At once guided and calmed, the old man's business facul- 
ties seemed to return. He began to calculate, and soon 
stated the sum he needed: I think it was three or four 
thousand pounds. 

" Very well ; I have thought of a plan. But first — ^those 
poor fellows outside. — ^Thank Heaven, I am a rich man, and 
everybody knows it. Phineas, that inkstand, please." 
, He sat down and wrote : curiously the attitude and man- 
ner reminded me of his sitting down and writing at my 
father's table, after the bread riot — ^years and years ago. 
Soon, a notice, signed by Josiah Jessop, and afterwards by 
himself, to the effect that the bank would open, * without 
fail,' at one o'clock this day, — was given by John to the 
astonished clerk, to be posted in the window. 

A responsive cheer outside showed how readily those out- 
side had caught at even this gleam of hope. Also — ^how 
Implicitly they trusted in the mere name of a gentleman who 
aU over the county was known for * his word being as good 
as his bond,' — John Halifax. 

The banker breathed freer ; but his respite was short : an 
imperative message came from the gentlemen above stairs, 
desiring his presence. With a kind of blind dependence, he 
looked towards John. 

'< Let me go in your stead. Tou can trust me to manage 
matters to the best of my power I" 

The banker overwhelmed him with gratitude. 

" Nay, that ought to be my word, standing in this house, 
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,and rememberiBg "^ — His eyes turned to the two poitrait^rf- 
. grimly-coloured daubs, yet with a certain apology of likeneEis 
too, which broadly smiled at one another from opposite waUs 
— the only memorials now remaining of the good doot<^ ^od 
hisf cheery little old wife. " Come, Mr. Jessap, l€»ve the 
matter with me ; believe me, it is not only a ple»«ure, but ja. 
duty." 

The old man melted into senile tears. 

I do not know how John managed the provincial mag- 
nates, who were sitting in council considering how beat to 
save, first themselves^ then the bank, lastly — If the poor 
public outside had been made acquainted with that ominous 
' lastly i ' Or if to the respectable conclave above-M^twrs, who 
would have recoiled indignantly at the vulgar word 'jobbings' 
had been hinted a phrase — ^which ran oddly in and out of 
the nooks of my brain, keeping time to the murmur iU'the 
street, * VoxpopuU, vox Dei' — truly, I should have got littte 
credit for my Latinity. 

John came out in about half an hour, with a eheerfiil 
countenance ; told me he was going over to Coltham for an 
hour or two--^would I wait his return ? 

" And all is settled ? " I asked. 
. *< Will be soon, I trust I can't stay to tell you in<Hre now. 
Good-bye.'* 

I was no man of business, and could assist in nothing. So 
I though the best I could do was to pass the time in waod«r^ 
ing up and down the familiar garden, idly watching the 
hoar-frost on the arbutus leaves, and on the dry stems of what 
had been dear Jittle Mrs. Jessop's favourite roses — the same 
roses I hg,d seen her among on that momentous evemng — ^the 
evening whei\ Ursula's bent neck flushed more crimson tlua 
the sunset itself, as I told her John Halifax was ^ too noble to 
die for any woman's love," 

No — ^he had lived for it — earoed it — won it. And musing 
(OV^ these long-ago times, my heart melted— foolish old 
Jieart that it was! with a trembling joy, to think that 
Providence had, in some? way, used my poor useless hand to 
give to him this blessing, a man's chiefest blessing of a virtuous 
rand loving wife — which had crowned his life for all these 
wonderful years. 

As it neared (me o'clock, I could see my ancient fiiend the 
Abbey clock with not a wrinkle in his old face, staring at me 
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,ilirou^ the bare Abbey trees. I began to- feel rather anxioua. 
.1 went into the deserted office ; and thence, none forbidding, 
ensconced myself behind the sheltering Bank blinds. 

The crowd had scarcely moved ; a very honest, patient, 
weary erowd, dense in the cenl^ thinning towards the edgea. 
On its ^xtremest verge, waiting in a curricle, was a gentle- 
in£M^ who seemed observing it with a lazy curiosity. I, 
having like himself apparently nothing better to do, observed 
,th)a gentleman. 

He was dressed in the height of the mode, combined, with 
a novel and eccentric fashion, which had been lately set by 
Aftt extraordinary young nobleman whom everybody talked 
about — my Lord Byron, His neckloth was loose, his throat 
bare, md Ids hair fell long and untidy. His hce, that of a 
man about thirty — ^I fancied I had seen^it before, but could not 
recall where — -was delicate, thin, with an expression at once 
cynical and melancholy. He sat in his carriage, wrapped in 
furs, or looked carelessly out on the scene before him, as if 
he had no interest therein — as if there was nothing in life 
worth living for. 

".Poor fSlow!" said I to myself, recalling the bright, 
buc^, laughing faces of our growing up lads, recalling espe* 
cifdiy their father's — ^full of all that active energy and wise 
diieerfulness which gives zest to existence ; God forbid any 
man should die till he has lived to learn it ! — " poor fellow ! 
I wish his moodiness could take a lesson from us at home I" 

But the gentleman soon retired from my observat]on under 
bis fors! for the sky had gloomed over, and snow began to 
• fall* Xltiose on the pavement shook it drearily oSy and kept 
turning every minute to the abbey clock — I feared it would 
take the patience of Job to enable them to hold out another 
quarter of an hour. 

At length some det^mined hand again battered at the 
.door. I fancied I heard a derk speaking out of the first* 
floor window. 

"Gentlemen" — how tremblingly polite the voice was!— • 
.^^ Gentlemen, in five minutes — ^positively five minutea-^th^ 
bank will—" 

The rest of the speech was drowned and lost. Dashing 
round the street comer, tiie horses all in a foam, came our 
Beech wood carriage Mr. Halifax leaped out. 

Well might the crowd divide for him — ^well might they 
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t^heer him. For he carried a canvas bag — a great, uglf, 
grimj-coloured bag — a precious, precious bag, with the cc»ii* 
solation —perhaps the life — of hundreds in it I 

I knew, almost by intuition, what he had done— what, in 
one or two instances, was afterwards done by other rich and 
generous Englishmen, during the crisis of this year. 

The bank door flew open like magic. The crowd came 
pushing in ; but when John called out to them, '' Grood 
people, pray let me pass I" they yielded and suffered him to 
go in first. He went right up to Jthe desk, behind which, 
flanked hj a tolerable array of similar canvas bags, fnU of 
gold — ^but nevertheless waiting in mortal fear, and as white 
as his own neckcloth — the old banker stood. 

^' Mr. Jessop," John said, in a loud, distinct voice, that 
all might hear him, '< I have the pleasure to open an account 
with you. I feel satisfied that in these dangerous times no 
credit is more safe than yours. Allow me to pay in to-day 
the sum of five thousand pounds." 

" Five thousand pounds ! " 

The rumour of it was repeated from mouth to mouth. In 
B small provincial bank, such a sum seemed unlimited. It 
gave universal confidence. Many who had been scrambling, 
swearing, almost fighting, to reach the counter and receive 
gold for their notes, put them again into their pockets, un- 
. cashed. Others, chiefly women, got them cashed with a 
trembling hand — nay, with tears of joy. A few who had 
come to close accounts, changed their minds, and even paid 
money in. All were satisfied — ^the run upon the bank ceased* 

Mr. Halifax stood aside, looking on. After the first mur- 
mur of surprise and pleasure, no one seemed to take any 
notice of him, or of what he had done. Only one old widow 
woman, as she slipped three bright guineas under the lid of 
ber market-basket, dropped him a curtsey in passing by« 

^^ It's your doing, Mr. HalifiEUL. The Lord reward you, 
sir." 

'< Thank you," he said, and shook her by the hand. I 
thought to myself, watching the many that came and went, 
unmindftil, ^ onlt/ this Samaritan /' 

No — one person more, standing by, addressed him by 
name. " This is indeed your doing, and an act of benevo- 
lence which I believe no man alive would have done, except 
Mr. Halifax." 
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And the gentleman who spoke — the same I had seen out- 
side in his cnrricle — ^held out a friendly hand. 

" I see you do not remember me. My name is RaveneL" 

"LordRayenel!'* 

John uttered this exclamation — and no more. I saw that 
this sudden meeting had brought back, with a cruel tide of 
memory, the last time they met — by the small nursery bed, 
in that upper chamber at Enderley. 

However, this feeling shortly passed away, as must needs 
be 5 and we all three began to converse together. 

While he talked, something of the old ' Anselmo * came 
back into Lord RaveneFs face : especially when John asked 
him if he would drive over with us to Enderley. 

" Enderley — ^how strange the word sounds ! — ^yet I should 
Hke to see the place again. Poor old Enderley !" 

Irresolutely— all his gestures seemed dreamy and irresolute 
— ^he drew his hand across his eyes — the same white, long* 
fingered, womanish hand which had used to guide Muriel's 
over the organ keys. 

" Yes — I think I will go back with you to Enderley. But 
first I must speak to Mr. Jessop here." 

It was about some poor Catholic families, who, as we had 
before learnt, had long been his pensioners. 

"You are a Catholic still then!" I asked. « We heard 
the contrary." 

" Did you ? — Oh, of course. One hears such wonderful 
fkcts about oneself. Probably you heard also, that I have 
been to the Holy Land, and turned Jew— called at Constan- 
tinople, and come back a Mohommedan." 

" But are you of your old faith ?" John said. " Still li 
sincere Catholic?" 

" If you take Catholic in its original sense, certainly. I 
am a Universalist. ^I believe everything — and nothing. Let 
us change the subject." The contemptuous scepticism of his 
manner altered, as he enquired after Mrs. HaHfax and the 
children. " No longer children now, I suppose t" 

" Scarcely. Guy and Walter are as tall as yourself ; and 
my daughter — " 

"Your daughter?" — ^with a start — "oh yes, I recollect. 
Baby Maud. Is she at all like — ^like — '* 

"No." 

Neither said more than this; but it seemed as if their 
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hearts wanned to one another, knitted hj the same tender 
remembrance. 

• We drove home. Lord Bavenel muffled himself up in his 
furs, complaining bitterly of the snow and sleet, 

*' Yes, the winter is setting in sharply," John replied, as 
he reined in his horses at the turnpike gate. " This will h^ 
a hard Christmas for many." 

" Ay, indeed, sir," said the gate-keeper, touching his hat. 

" And if I might make so bold — ^it's a dark night and the 
road's lonely — " he added, in a mysterious whisper. 

" Thank you, my friend. I am awaje of all that." But 
as John drove on, he remained for some time very silent. 

On, across the bleak country, with the snow pelting in our 
faces — along roads so deserted, that our carriage-wheels 
made the only soimd audible, and that might have been 
heard distinctly for miles. 

All of a sudden, the horses were pulled up. Three or four 
ill-looking figures had started out of a ditch-bank, and 
caught hold of the reins. 

«HoDoa there]— What do you want?" 

"Money." 

" Let go my horses ! They're spirited beasts. You'll get 
trampled on." r 

"Who cares?" 

This brief colloquy passed in less than a minute. It 
showed at once our position — ^miles away from any house — 
on this desolate moor ; showed plainly our danger — John's 
danger. 

He himself did not seem to recognise it. He stood up' 
right on the box seat, the whip in his hand. 

" Get away, you fellows, or I must drive over you !" 

" Thee'd better !" With a yell, one of the men leaped up 
and clung to the neck of the plunging mare— then was dashed 
to the ground between her feet. The poor wretch uttered 
pne groan and no more. John sprang out of his carriage^ 
caught the mare's head, and backed her. 

"Hold off! — the poor fellow is kUled, or may be in a 
minute. Hold off, I say." 

If ever these men, planning perhaps their first ill deed, 
were struck dumb with astonishment, it was to see the gen- 
tleman they were intending to rob take up their comrade in 
his arms, drag him towards the carriage-lamps, rub snow on 
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bis &ce, and cbafe his heavy hands. But all in vain. The 
blood trickled down from a wound in the temples — the head, 
with its open mouth dropping, fell back upon John's knee. 

" He is quite dead." 

The others gathered round in silence, watching Mr. 
Halifax, as he still knelt, with the dead man's head leaning 
against him, mournfully regarding it. 

" I think I know him. Where does his wife Kve t** 

Some one pointed across the moor, to a light, faint as a 
glow-worm. '^Take that rug out of my carriage — wrap 
him in it.'^ The oidet* was at oncie obeyed. " Now carry 
him home. I will follow presently." 

•* Surely not," expostulated Lord Bavenel, who had got 
out of the carriage lind stood, shivering arid much shocked, 
beside Mr. Halifax. "You would not surely put yourself 
in the power of these scoundrels T What brutes they are—, 
the lower orders r 

" Not altogether — ^when you know them. £*hineas, will 
you drive Lord Ravenel on to Beechwood?" 

" Excuse me— certainly not," said Lord Bavenel, with' 
dignity. "We will stay to see the result of the affair. 
What a singular man Mr. Halifax is, and fdways was," he 
added, thoughtfully^ as he muffled Idmself up again in his 
furs, and relapsed into silence. 

Soon, following the track of those black figures across the 
snow, we came to a cluster of peat huts, tdongside of the. 
moorland road. John took one of the carriage-lamps in his 
hand, and went in, without saying a word. To my surprise 
Lord Ravenel presently dismounted and followed him. l' 
Was left with the reins in my hand, and two or three of 
those ill-visaged men hovering about the carriage ; but no 
one attempted to do me any harm. Nay, when John reap- 
peared, after a lapse of some minutes, one of them civilly 
picked up the whip and put it into his hand. 

" Thank you. Now, my men, tell me What did you want' 
with me just now t" 

" Money," cried one. " Work," shouted another. 

" And a likely way you went about to get it ! Stopping 
itie in the dark, on a lonely road, just like common robbers. 
I did not think any Enderley men would have done a thing 
so cowardly." 

* **We bean't cowards," was the surly answer. "Thee* 
carries pistols, Mr, Hali£eix." 
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<< You forced m^e to do it. Mj life is as precioas to m j: 
wife and children, as — as that poor fellow's to his."— John 
stopped. God help us, my men ! it*s a hard world for us all 
sometimes. Why did you not know me better t Why not 
come to my house and ask honestly for a dinner and a hal£^ 
crown ? — ^you should have both, any day." 

" Thank'ee, sir," was the general cry. " And, sir," begged^ 
one old man, ^' you'll hush up the 'crowner's 'quest — ^you and 
this gentleman here. You won't put us in jail, for taking 
to the road, Mr. Halifax ?" 

" No ; — unless you attack me again. But I am not a&aic( 
—I'll trusty you. Look here!" He took the pistol out ot 
his breast-pocket, cocked it, and fired its two barrels harm- 
lessly into fiie air. " Now, good-night ; and if ever I carry, 
fire-arms again, it will be your fault, not mine." 

So saying, he held the carriage-door open for Lord Ra- 
venel, who took his place with a subdued and thouglvtfi4 
air : then mounting the box-seat, Jc^n drove, in somewhat 
' melancholy silence, across the snowy, starlit moors to Beech- 
wood. 



CHAPTER XXXn. 

In the home-light. 

It was a scene — glowing almost as those evening pictures 
at Longfield. Those pictures, photographed on memory by 
the summer sun of our lives, and wMch no paler afler-sua 
could have power to re-produce. Nothing earthly is ever 
re-produced in the same form. I suppose Heaven meant it 
to be so ; that in the perpetual progression of our existence, 
we should be reconciled to loss, and taught that change itself 
is bu{ another form for aspiration. Aspiration, which never 
can rest, or ought to rest, in anything short of the One 
absolute Perfection — ^the One all-satisf^g Gk>od, * m whom 
is no variableness^ neither shadow of turning* 

I say this, to excuse myself for thoughts, which at times 
made me grave— even in the happy home-light of Johp's 
study ; where, for several weeks after the last incident I have 
recorded, the &mily were in the habit of gathering every 
evening. For poor Guy was a captive. The * mere trifle * 
had turned out to be a sprained foot, which happening tp a 
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t^ and stfong young man became serioos. He bore bis im<* 
pHsonment resUesslj enoagb at first, but afterwards grew 
more reconciled — ^took to raiding, drawing, and society — and 
even began to interest bimself in the pursuits of his sister 
Maud, who every morning had her lessons in the study. 

Miss Silver first proposed this. She had evinced more 
fueling than was usual to her, since Guy's accident ; showed 
him many little feminine kindnesses— out of compunction, it 
seemed ; and altogether was much improved. Of evenings^ 
as now, she always made one of the * young people,' who 
were generally grouped together round Guy's sofa — ^Edwin, 
Walter, and little Maud. The father and mother sat oppo- 
site — as usual, side by side, he with his newspaper, she with 
her work. Or sometimes, foiling into pleasant idleness, they 
would slip hand in hand, and sit talking to one another in 
an under-tone, or silently and smilingly watch the humours 
of their children. 

For me, I generally took to my nook in the chimney-cor** ' 
n^r — ^it was a very ancient fire-place, with settles on each 
side, and dogs instead of a grate, upon which many a feggot 
hissed ^nd crackled its merry brief life away. Nothing could 
be more cheery and comfortable than this old-fashioned, low<* 
roofed room, three sides of which were peopled with books 
— ^all the books which John had gathered up during the 
course of his life. Perhaps it was their long-familiar, friendly 
faces which made this his fitvourite room his own especial 
domain. But he did not keep it tabooed from his family ; 
he liked to have them about him^ even in his studious 
hours* 

So, of evenings, we all sat together as now, each busy, 
and none interrupting the rest. At intervals, flashes of talk 
or laughter broke out, chiefly from Guy, Walter, or Maud, 
when Edwin would look up from his everlasting book, and 
even the grave governess relax into a smile. Since she had 
learnt to smile, it became more and more apparent how very 
handsome Miss Silver was. * Handsome' is, I think, the 
fittest word for her; that correctness of form and colour, 
which attracts the eye chiefly, and perhaps the eye of men 
rather than of women ; — at least, Mrs. Halifox could never be 
brought to see it. But then her peculiar taste was for slender, 
small brunettes, like Grace Oldtower ; whereas Miss Silver 
was-large and.&ir* 
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' F&ir, in eVery setose, most deeidedly. And now ihki sHe 
evidently began to pay a little m<H'e attention to bw dress 
atd her looks, We found out that she was also joung* 

*^ Only tWenty-one to-day, Guy says," I remarked tm/b day 
to Uraiilai 

' " How did GUy know it f* 
^' I believe he discOrered t^ wonderful seeret ^m Maud*" 

:"Maud and her brother Guy hare growfi Wimderfiil 
friends since his illness. Do you not think so I" 

. " Yes, I found the two of them — ^and even Mies Silver — as 
mprry as possible, when I came into the study this momiogJ' 

.'^Did you?" said the mother, with an involuntary glanee 
at tlw group opposite. 

- There was nothing particular tO observe^ They all sat ia 
most harmless quietude, Edwin reading, Maud at }m feet, 
playing with the cat. Miss Silver biisy at a piece of tisbal 
delicate muslin-work with which young women then iwed to 
omam^kt their gownd. Guy had be^i drawing a pattM*n f^r 
it^ and now leant b^k upon his s(^ shading off the fire 
with his hand, and from behind it gazing, as I had often seen 
faim gaxe lately, with a curious intentness-^'^ the young 
gevemessh 

' <' Guy," said his mother, (and Guy started), ^< what weire 
you thinking about V* 

\«^Oh, nothing; that is-^" here by s<»ne ac<iident, 'Mias 
Silver quitted the room. ^* Mother, come over here, I want 
your opinion. There, sit down — though it's nothing of the 
least importance/' 

Nevertheless, it was with some hesitation that he brought 
out the mighty question, namely, that it was Miss Silver's 
birth-day to-day ; that he thought we ought to remember it, 
and ^ve her some trifle, as a present. 

"And I was considering, this lai^ge * Flora' I ordered 
from London, — she would like it extremely : she is so fond 
of botany." 

" What do you know about botany ?" said Edwin, sharply 
and rather irrelevantly as it seemed, till I remembe^red h^w 
he plumed himself upon his knowledge of this scienee, and 
hew he had persisted in taking Maud, and her governess 
also, long wintry walks across the Country, 'in ordehr to 
study the cryptogamia.' 

Guy vouchsafed no answer to his brother; be waa too-, 
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mtsth. absorbed in turning over thd pages of the beantfful 
Flora on his knee. 

** What do you day, all of you t Father, don't you think 
she would like it ? Then, siii^)06e you give it to her i** 

At this inopportune moment Miss Silver returned. 

She might have been aware that she was under disoussioil 
— ^ least so much of discussion as was implied by Guy's 
ei^r words and his mother's dOence, tor she looked around 
her uneasily, and was abotkt to retire. 

*^ Do not go," Guy exclaimed, anxiously. 

" Pray do not,** his mother added ; ** we were just talking 
about you, Miss Silver. My son hopes you will accept thiti 
book from him^ and from us all, with all kind birthdaj wishes." 

And rising, with a little more gravity than was her wontj 
Mrs. Halifax touched the girl's forehead with her lips, Mid 
gave her the present. 

Miss Silver coloured, and dl^w back. " Yott are very 
good, but indeed I would much rather not have it." 

*• Why so ? Do you ^like gifts, or this gift in particular t" 

" Oh, no ; certainly not" 

** Then," said John, as he too dune forward and shook 
hands .with her with an air of hearty kindness, " pray takd 
the book. Do let us show how much we respect you ; how 
entirely we regard you as one of the family." 

Guy turned a look of grateful pleasure to his Either ; but 
Miss Silver, colouring more than ever, sdll held back* 

"No, I cannot; indeed I cannot." 

"Why can you not?" 

" For several reasons." 

" Give me only one of them— as much as can be expected 
ftom a young^ iady," said Mr. Halifax, good-humouredly. 

" Mr. Guy ordered the Flora for himself. I must not 
allow him to renounce his pleasure for me." 

" It would not be renouncing it if you had ii,"^ returned 
the lad, in a low tone, at which once more his younger 
brother looked up, angrily. 

" What foUy about nothing ! how can one read with such 
a clatter going on t" 

" You old book-worm ! you care for nothing and nobody 
but yoursetf," Guy answered, ^laughing. But Edwin, reaUy 
incensed, rose and settled himself in the far* comer of th^r 
room. 

BB 
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<< Edwin is right," said the father, in a tone which indi- 
cated his determination to end the discussion, a tone which 
even Miss Silver obeyed. <^ Mj dear young lady, I hope you 
will like your book ; Gay, write her name in it at once." 

Guy willingly obeyed, but was a good while over the task ; 
his mother came and looked over his shoulder. 

^' Louisa Eugenie — ^how did you know that, Guy. Louisa 
Eugenie Sil is that your name, my dear ?" 

The question, simple as it was, seemed to throw the 
governess into much confusion, even Agitation. At last, she 
drew herself up with the old repulsive gesture, which of late 
had been slowly wearing off. 

" No— I will not deceive you any longer. My right name 
is Louise Eugenie D' Argent." 

Mrs. Hali£six started. " Are you a Frenchwoman t" 

" On my father's side — ^yes." 

" Why did you not tell me so ?" 

*' Because, if you remember, at our first interview, you 
said no Frenchwoman should educate your daughter. And 
I was homeless — ^friendless." 

^' Better starve than tell a falsehood," cried the mother, 
indignantly. 

" I told no ^Isehood. You never asked me of my pa- 
rentage." 

" Nay," said John, interfering, " you must not speak in 
that manner to Mrs. Halifax. Why did you renounce your 
Other's name ?" 

" Because English people would have scouted my father's 
daughter. You knew him^-everybody knew him — ^he was 
D'Argent the Jacobin — ^D' Argent the Rouge." 

She threw out these words defiantly, and quitted the room. 

"This is a dreadful discovery. Edwin, you have seen 
most of her — did you ever imagine — " 

'' I knew it, mother," said Edwin, without lifting his eyes 
from his book. " After all, French or English, it makes no 
difference." 

" I should think not, indeed I " cried Guy, angrily. 
"Whatever her &ther is, if anyone dared to think the worse 
of her— " 

" Hush I — ^till another time," said the father, with a glance 
at Maud, who, with wide-open eyes, in which the tears were 
just springing, had been listening to all these revelations 
about her governess. 
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But Maud's tears were soon stopped, as well as this pain- 
ful conversation, by the entrance of our daily, or rather 
nightly, visitor for these six weeks past. Lord BaveneL His 
presence, always welcome, was a great relief now. We never 
discussed family affairs before people. The boys began to 
talk to Lord Bavenel : and Maud took her privileged place 
on a footstool beside him. From the first sight she had 
been his favourite, he said, because of her resemblance to 
Muriel. But I think, more than any fancied likeness to that 
sweet lost face, which he never spoke of without tenderness 
inexpressible, there was something in Maud's buoyant youth 
— just between childhood and girlhood, having the charms 
of one and the immunities of the other — ^which was especially 
attractive to this man, who, at three-and-thirty, found life a 
weariness and a burthen — at least, he said so. 

Life was never either weary or burthensome in our house 
— ^not even to-night, though our Mend found us less lively 
than usual — though John maintained more than his usual 
silence, and Mrs. Hali&kx fell into troubled reveries. Guy 
and Edwin, both considerably excited, argued and contra- 
dicted one another more warmly than even the Beechwood 
liberty of speech allowed. For Miss Silver, she did not 
appear again. 

Lord Ravenel seemed to take these slight desc^remens very 
calmly. He stayed his customary time, smiling languidly as 
ever at the boys' controversies, or listening with a half- 
pleased, half-melancholy laziness to Maud's gay prattle, his 
eye following her about the room with the privileged teiider- 
ness that twenty years' seniority allows a man to feel and 
show towards a child. At his wonted hour he rode away, 
sighingly contrasting pleasant Beechwood with dreaiy and 
solitary Luxmore. 

After his departure, we did not again close round the fire. 
Maud vanished ; the younger boys also ; Guy settled himself 
on his sofa, having first taken the pains to limp across the 
room and fetch the Flora, which Edwin had careftQly stowed 
away in the book-case. Then making himself comfortable, 
as the pleasure-loving lad liked well enough to do, he lay 
dreamily gazing at the title-page, where was written her 
name, and *From Guy Hali&uc, with — ^ 

" Whf t are you going to add, my son ? " 
bb2 
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He, glancing np at his mother, made her no answer, and 
hastily closed the book. 

She looked hurt ; but saying nothing more, began moving 
about the room, putting things in wder before retiring. John 
sat in the arm chair — meditative. She asked him what he 
was thinking about t 

" About ^at man, Jacques D' Argent.*^ 

'* You have heard of him, then ? ** 

" Few had not, twenty years ago. He was erne of the 
most ' blantant beast ' of the Reign of Terror. A fellow 
without honesty, conscience, or even common decency.*' 

"And that man's daught^ we have had in our house, 
teaching our innocent child ! " 

Alarm and disgust were written on every feature of the 
mother's £ace. It was scarcely surprising. Now that the 
ferment which had convulsed society in our younger days was 
settling down, — though still we were far from ^at ultimate 
calm which enables posterity to judge fuiOj and fturiy such a 
remarkable historical crisis as the French Revolution* — most 
English people looked back with horror on the extreme 
opinions of that time. If Mrs. Halifax had a weak point, it 
was her prejudice against anything French or Jacobinical. 
Partly, fix>m that tendency to moral conversation which in 
most persons, especially women, strengthens as oM- age ad-> 
vances ; partly, I believe, from the terrible warning given by 
the fate of one— of whom for years we had never heard— 
whose very name was either unknown to, or forgotten by^ 
our children. 

"John, can't you speak? Don't yoa see the fr^htful 
danger ?" 

" Love, try and be calmer." 

" How can I ? Remember — ^remember Carofine.*' 

" Nay, we are not talking of her, but of a giri whom we 
know, and have had good opportunity of knowing. A girl, 
who, whatever may have been her antecedents, has lived for 
six months blamelessly in our house." 

" Would to Heaven she had never entered it 1 But it is 
not too late. She may leave — she shall leave, immediatdy.'' 

" Mother !" burst out Goy. Never since she bore him, 
had his mother heard her name uttered in such a tone. 

She stood petrified. 

" Mother, you are unjust, heartless, cruel. She shall not 
leave ; she shall not^ I say !" 
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" Gruy, how dare you speak to your mother in that way f " 

^^ Yes, &ther, I dare. I'll dare anything rather than — " 

*'Stop, Mind what you are saying — or you may re- 
pent it." 

And Mr^ Halifiuc, speaking in that low tone to which his 
Toice fell in serious displeasure, laid a heavy hand on the 
lad's shoulder. Father and son exchanged fiery glances. 
The mother, terrified, rushed between them. 

^^ Don't John ! Don't be angry with him. He could not 
help it, — ^my poor boy!" 

At her piteous look, Guy and his father both drew back. 
John put his arm round his wife, and made her sit down. 
She was trembling exceedingly. 

" You see, Guy, how wrong you have been. How could 
you wound your mother so ?" 

^^ I did not mean to wound her," the lad answered. '' I 
only wished to prevent her from being unjust and unkind to 
one wh<mi she must show all justice and kindness. One 
wlKMn I resgect, esteem — whom I loveJ' 

"Love I" 

"Yes, mother I Yes, fiaiher! I love her. I intend to 
marry her." 

Guy said this with an air of quiet determination, very 
different from the usual impetuosity of his character. It was 
easy to perceive that a great change had come over him ; 
that in this passion, the silent growth of which no one had 
suspected, he was most thoroughly in earnest. From the boy 
he had suddenly started up into the man ; and his parents 
saw it. 

They looked at him, and then mournfully at one another. 
The father was the first to speak. 

" All this is Very sudden. You should have told us of it 
before." 

"I did not know it myself till — ^till very lately," the 
youth answered more softly, lowering his head and blushing. 

" Is Miss Silver — ^is the lady aware of it f " 

"No." 

" That is well," said the father, after a pause. "In this 
silence you have acted as an honourable lover should, to- 
wards her ; as a dutiful son should act, towards his parents." 

Guy looked pleased. He stole his hand nearer his mother's, 
but she neither took it nor repelled it ; she seemed quite 
stunned. 
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At this point I noticed that Maud had crept into the room ; 
— I sent her out again as quickly as I could. Alas ! this was 
the first secret that needed to be kept from her;^ the first 
painful mystery in our happy, happy home! 

In any such home the ' first falling in love/ whether of son 
or daughter, necessarily makes a great change. Greater if 
the former Ihan the latter. There is often a pitiful truth — 
I knoiY not why it should be so, but so it is — ^in the foolish 
rhyme, which the mother had laughingly said over to me this 
morning !— 

*' My son's my son till he gets him a wife, 
My daughter's my daughter all her life." 

And when, as \n this ctoe, the son wishes to marry one 
whom his father may not wholly approve, whom his mother 
does not heartily love, surely the pain is deepened tenfold. 

Those who in the dazzled vision of youth see only the 
beauty and splendour of love — ^first love, who deem it com- 
prises the whole of life, beginning, aim, and end — may mar- 
vel that I, who have been young, and now am old, see as I 
I saw that night, not only the lover^s, but the parents' side of 
the question. I felt 6verwhelmed with sadness, as, viewing 
the three, I counted up in all its bearings and consequences, 
near and remote, this attachment of poor Guy's. 

" Well, father," he said at last, guessing by intuition that 
the father's heart would best understand his ovra. 

** Well, my son," John answered, sadly. 

" Tou were young once." 

** So I was ; " with a tender glance upon the lad's heated 
and excited countenance. <^Do not suppose I cannot feel 
with you. Still, I wish you had been less precipitate." 

" You were little older than I am when you married f " 

" But my marriage was rather different from this projected 
one of yours. I knew your mother well, and she knew me. 
Both of us had been tried — by trouble which we shared to- 
gether, by absence, by many and various cares. We chose 
one another, not hastily or blindly, but with free ^ill and 
open eyes. No, Guy," he added, speaking earnestly and 
softly, '^mine was no sudden fancy, no frantic passion. I 
honoured your mother above all women. I loved her as my 
own soul." 

" So do I love Louise. I would die for her any day." 
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At the son's impetuosity the fether smiled ; not incredu- 
louslj, only sadly. 

AU this while the mother had sat moticnless, never utter- 
ing a sound. Suddenly, hearing a footstep and a light knock 
at the door, she darted forward and locked it, crying, in a 
voice that one could hardly have recognized as hers — 

" No admittance I Go away." 

A note was pushed in under t^e door. Mrs. Halifax 
picked it up ;— opened it, read it mechanically, and sat down 
again ; taking no notice even when Guy, catching sight of 
the himd- writing, eagerly seized the paper. 

It was merely a line, stating Miss Silver's wish to leave 
Beechwood immediately; signed with her full name-*her 
right name— '^ Louise £ugenie D'Argent." 

A postscript added : '* Your silence I shall take as per- 
mission to depart ; and shall be gone early to-morrow." 

^^ To-morrow! Gone to-morrow! And she does not 
even know that — ^tbat I love her. Mother, you have ruined 
my happiness. I will never forgive you — ^never 1" 

Never forgive his mother ! His mother^ who had borne 
him, nursed him, reared him ; who had loved him with that 
love — ^like none other in the world— ithe love of a woman for 
her first-born son, all these twenty-one years ! 

It was hard. I think the most passionate lover, in reason- 
able moments, would allow that it was hard. No marvel 
that even her husband's clasp could not remove the look of 
heart-broken, speechless suffering which settled stonily down 
in Ursula's face, as she watched her boy — storming about, 
furious with uncontrollable passion and pain. 

At last, mother-like, she forgot the passion in pity of the 
pain. 

^' He is not strong yet ; he will do himself harm. Let me 
go to him ! John, let me!" Her husband released her. 

Faintly, with a weak, uncertain walk, she went up to Guy 
and touched his arm. 

" You must keep quiet, or you will be ill. I cannot have 
my son ill — ^not for any girl. Come, sit down — ^here, beside 
your mother." 

She was obeyed. Looking into her eyes, and seeing no 
anger there, nothing but grief and love, the young man's 
right spirit came into him again. 

<* O, mother, mother, forgive met I am so miserable — so 
miserable." 
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He laid his head on her Bfaoulder. She kissed and da^ed 
him close — ^her boy who never could be wholly hers again^ 
whoiiad learned to love some one else dearer than his mother. 

Aiter a whOe she said, " Father, shake hands with Guy. 
Tell him, that we forgive his being angry with us; that 
perhaps, some day — " 

She stopped, uncertain as to the &ther's mind, or seeking 
9treng1ii for her own, 

*' Some day," John continued, " Guy will find out that we 
can have nothing in the world — except our childrwi'e good 
' — so dear to us as their happiness." 

Guy looked up, beaming with hope and joy. **0, fiither ! 
mother ! will you, indeed — " 

"We will indeed say nothing," the father answered, 
smiling ; " nothing, until to-morrow. Then we will all three 
talk the matter quietly over, and see what can be done." 

Of course, I knew to a certainty the conclusion they would 
come to. 



CHAPTER XXXni, 

Late that night, as I sat up pondering over all that had 
happened, Mrs. Halifax came into my room. 

She looked round ; asked me, according to her wont, if 
there was anything I wanted before she retired for the night t 
• — (Ursula was as good to me as any sister) — then stood by 
my easy-chair. I would not meet her eyes, but I saw her 
hands fluttering in their restless way, 

I pointed to her accustomed chair, 

" No, I can't sit down. I must say good night." Then, 
coming at once to the point—" Phineas, you are always up 
first in the morning. \Vill you — John thinks it had better 
be to you — will jou give a message firom us to — Maud's 
governess i" 

" Yes. What shall I say ?" 

" Merely, that we request she will not leave Beechwood 
until we have seen her." 

If Miss Silver had overheard the manner and tone of that 
' request,' I doubt if it would not have hastened rather than 
delayed her departure. But, God help the poor mother I 
her wounds were still freslu 
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** Would it not be better," I suggested, "if you were to 
write to her ?" 

" I can't ; no, I can't " — spoken with the sharpness of ex- 
ceeding pain. Soon after, as in a faint apology, she added, 
" I am so tired ; we are very late to night." 

"Yes ; it is almost morning. I thought you were both 
in bed." 

" No ; we have been sitting talking in Guy's room. His 
father thought it would be better." 

"And is all settled!" 

"Yes." 

Having told me this, and having as it were by such a 
conclusion confessed it was right, the question shoul(t be 
thus * settled,' Guy's mother seemed more herself. 

" Yes," she repeated ; " John thinks it ought to be. At 
least, that she should know Guy's — ^the feelhig with which 
Guy regards her. If, after the probation of a year, it still 
remains, and he is content to begin life on a small income, 
we have given our consent to our son's marriage." 

It struck me how the mother's mind entirely dwelt on the 
one party in this matter — * Guy's feelings ' — * Our son's 
marriage ' — ^and so on. The other side of the question, or 
the possibility of any hindrance there, never seemed to enter 
her imagination. Perhaps it would not, even into mine« 
for I shared the family faith in its best-beloved Guy ; but 
for Mrs. Halifax's so entirely ignoring the idea that any 
consent except her son's and his parents' was necessary to 
this marriage. 

" It will not part him from us so very much, you see, 
Phineas," she said, evidently trying to view the bright side 
_" and she has no relatives living — not one. For income 
•^— Guy will have the entire profit of the Norton Bury mills ; 
and they might begin, as we did^ in the old Norton Bury 
house — ^the dear old house." 

The thought of her own young days seemed to <iome, 
soothingly and sweet, taking the stipg out of her pain, show^ 
ing her how it was but right and justice that Nature's holy 
law should be fulfilled — that children, in their turn, should 
love, and marry, and be happy, like their parents. 

" Yes," she answered, as I gently hinted this ; " I know 
you are right; all is quite right, and as it should be, though 
it was a shock at ^U No mattery John esteems her — 
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John likes her. For me— oh, I shall make a capital — ^what 
is itt — a capital mother'tn-law — ^in time 1" 

With that smile, which was almost cheerful, she bade 
me good night — rather hastily, perhaps, as if she wished 
to leave me while her cheerfidness lasted. Then I heard 
her step along the passage, pausing once — most likely 
at Guy's room door ; her own closed, and the house was in 
silence. 

I rose early in the morning ; — ^not one whit too early, for 
I met Miss Silver in the hall, bonneted and shawled, carry- 
ing down with her own hands a portion of her chattels. 
She evidently contemplated an immediate departure. It was 
with the greatest difficulty that, without betrayihg my rea- 
sons, which, of course, was impossible, I could persuade her 
to change her determination. 

Poor girl ! last night's events had apparently shaken her 
from that indifference which she seemed to think the best 
armour of a helpless, proud governess against the world. 
She would scarcely listen to a word. She was in extreme 
agitation; half-a-dozen times she insisted on leaving, and 
then sat down again. 

I had not given her credit for so much wholesome irreso' 
lution — so much genuine feeling. Her manner almost cou- 
vinced me of a fact which everyone else seemed to hold as 
certain, but which I myself should have like to see proved ; 
namely, that Guy, in asking her love, would have — ^what in 
every right and happy marriage a man ought to have — ^the 
knowledge that the love was his before he asked for it. 

Seeing this, my heart warmed to the girl. I respected . 
her brave departure— I rejoiced that it was needless. Will- 
ingly I would have quieted her distress with some hopeful, 
ambiguous word, but that would have been trenching, as no 
one ever ought to trench, on the lover's sole right. So I 
held my tongue, watching with an amused pleasure the 
colour hovering to and fro over that usually impassive face. 
At last, at the opening of the study-door — we stood in the 
hall still — those blushes rose up to her forehead in one in- 
voluntary tide. 

But it was only Edwin, who had lately taken to a habit of 
getting up very early, — ^to study mathematics. He looked 
surprised at seeing me with Miss Silver. 

« What is that box T She is not going r 
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"No; I have been entreating her not Add your per- 
suasions, Edwin.** 

For Edwin, with all his quietness, was a lad of much wis- 
dom, great influence, and no little penetration. I felt in- 
clined to believe that though as yet he had not been let into 
the secret of last night, he guessed it pretty well already. 

He might have done, by the peculiar manner in which he 
went up to the governess and took her hand. 

" Pray stay ; I beg of you.** 

She made no more ado, but stayed. 

I left her with Edwin, and took my usual morning walk, 
up and down the garden, till break£EUSt-time. 

A strange and painM break£Eust it was, even though the 
most important element in its painfulness, Guy, was happily 
absent. The rest of us kept up a fragmentary, awkward 
conversation, every one round the room looking, as indeed 
one might have expected they would look, — with one 
exception. 

Miss Silver, who, from her behaviour last night, and her 
demeanour to me this morning, I had supposed would now 
have gathered up all her haughtiness to resist Guy's parents 
— as, ignorant both of his feelings and their intentions to- 
wards her, a young lady of her proud spirit might well resist 
—was, to my astonishment, as mild and meek as this soft 
spring morning. Nay, like it, seemed often on the very verge 
of the melting mood. More than once, her drooping eye- 
lashes were gemmed with tears. And when, the breakfast- 
table being quickly deserted— «-Edwin, indeed, had left it 
almost immediately — she, sitting absently in her place, was 
gently touched by Mrs. Halifax, she started up, with the 
same vivid rush of colour that I had before noticed. It com- 
pletely altered the expression of her face ; made her look ten 
years younger — ^ten years happier, and, being happier, ten 
times more amiable. 

This expression — ^I was not the only one to notice it — 
was, by some intuition, reflected pn the mother's. It made 
softer than any speech of hers to Miss Silver — ^the few 
words — 

" My dear, will you come with me into the study? " 

" To lessons ? Yes. I beg your pardon ! Maud — ^where 
is Maud?" 

« Never mind lessons just yet. We will have a little chat 
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with mj son. Uncle Phineas, you'll come? Will you come, 
too, my dear?" 

^' If you wish it." And with an air of unwonted obedi- 
ence, she followed Mrs. HaMuc 

Poor Guy !— confused young lover ! — ^meeting for the first 
time afler his confession the acknowledged object of hia 
preference — ^I really felt sorry for him ! And, except that 
women have generally twice as much self-control in such 
cases as men — ^and Miss Silver proved it — ^I might even have 
been sorry for her. But then her uncertainties would soon 
be over. She had not to make— all her £unily being aware 
she was then and there making it — that terrible ' offer of 
marriage,' which, 1 am given to understand, is, even under 
the most favourable circumstances, as formidable as going up 
to the cannon's mouth. 

I ^>eak of it jestingly,^. as we all jested uneasily that 
morning, save Mrs. Halifax, who scarcely spoke a word. At 
length, when Miss Silver, growing paii^ully restless, again 
referred to ' lessons,' she said— 

'' Not yet. I want Maud £or half an hour. Will you 
be so kind as to take my place, and sit with my son the 
while?" 

^' Oh, certainly!" 

I was vexed with her — ^really vexed — for that ready as- 
sent ; but then, who knows the ins and outs of women's 
ways ? At any rate, for Guy's sake this must be got over — 
the quicker the better. His naother rose. 

" My son, my dear boy I " She leant over him, whisper- 
ing — ^I think she kissed him — ^then slowly, quietly, she 
walked out of the study. I followed. Outside the door we 
parted, and I heard her go up-stairs to her own room. 

It might have been half an hour afterwards, when Maud 
and I, coming in from the garden, met her standing in the 
hall. No one was with her, and she was doing nothing ; 
two very remarkable facts in the daily life of the mother of 
the fEimily. 

Maud ran up to her with some primroses. 

" Very pretty, very pretty, my child." 

" But you don't look at them — ^you don't care for them — 
I'll go and shew them to Miss Silver." 

" No," was the hasty answer. " Come back, Maud — ^Misd 
Silver is occupied," 
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Making some excuse, I sent die cbild away, for I saw that 
even Maud's presence was intolerable to her mother. That 
po(^ mother, whose suspense was growing into positive agony! 

She waited — standing at the dining«room windows-glisten- 
ing — going in and out g£ the hall, — ^for another ten minutes. 

" It is very strange — very strange indeed. He promised 
to come to tell me ; surely at least he ought to come and tell 
me first— me, his mother — ^" 

She stopped at the word, oppressed by exceeding pain. 

" Hark I was that the study door ?'* 

^ I think so ; one minute more and you Will be quitd 
certain." 

Ay ! one minute more, and we were quite certain. The 
young lover entered — ^his bitter tidings written on his face. 

" She has refused me, mother. I never shall be happy 
more." 

Poor Guy ! — ^I slipped out of his sight and left the lad 
alone with his mother. 

Another hour passed of this strange, strange di^. TFie 
house seemed painfully quiet. Maud, disconsolate and cross, 
had taken herself away to the beech- wood with Walter; the 
father and Edwin were busy at the mills, and had sent word 
that neither would return to dinner. I wandered from room 
to room, always eitcepting that le^ut^up room where, as 1 
took care, no one should disturb the mother and son. 

At last, I heard them both going up-stairs — Guy was still 
too lame to walk without assistance. I heard the poor lad's 
fretful tones, and the soothing, cheerfril voice that answered 
them. " Verily," thought I, " if, Mnce he must fall in love, 
Guy had only fixed his ideal standard of womanhood a little 
nearer home — ^if he had only chosen for his wife a woman 
a little more like his mother ! " But I suppose that would 
have been expecting impossibilities. 

Well, he had been reftised I — our Guy, whom we all would 
have imagined irresistible-— our Guy, ' whom to look on was 
to love.' Some harsh folk might say this might be a good 
lesson for the lad — ^nay, for most lads ; but I deny it. — I 
doubt if any young man, meeting at the outset of life a re* 
jection like this, which either ignorance or heedlessness on 
the woman's part had made totally unexpected, ever is the 
better for it : perhaps, for many years, cruelly the worse. 
For, most women being quicksighted about love, and most 
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men— ^speciallj young men — ^blind enough in its betrayal,—- 
any woman who wil^Uy allows an offer only to refuse it, 
lowers not only herself but her whole sex, for a long, long time 
after, in the lover's eyes. At least; I think so'; — as I was 
thinking, in the way old bachelors are prone to moralize over 
such things, when, coming out of Guy's room, I met Mrs* 
Halifax. 

She crossed the passage, hastily but noiselessly, to a small 
ante-room which Miss Silver had for her own private study 
—out of which half-a-dozen stairs led to the chamber where 
she and her pupil sat. The ante -room was open, the bed- 
chamber door closed. 

"She is in there?'* 

" I believe she is." " , 

Guy's mother stood irresolute. Her knit brow and nervous 
manner betrayed some determination she had come to, which 
had cost her hard : suddenly she turned to me. 

" Keep the children out of the way, will you, Phineas ? 
Don't let them know — don't let anybody know — about Guy." 

"Of course not." 

"There is some mistake — ^there must be some mistake. 
Perhaps she is not sure of our consent — his father's and 
mine ; very right of her — ^very right I I honour her for her 
indecision. But she must be assured to the contrary — ^my 
boy's peace must not be sacrificed. You understand, 
Phineas?" 

Ay, perhaps better than she did herself, poor mother I 

Yet, when in answer to the hasty knock, I caught a 
glimpse of Miss Silver opening the door — ^Miss Silver, with 
hair all filing down dishevelled, and features swollen with 
crying, — I went away completely at fault, as the standers-by 
seemed doomed to be in all love affairs. I began to hope 
that this would settle itself somehow — ^in all parties under- 
standing one another after the good old romantic fashion, and 
' living very happy to the end of their lives.' 

I saw nothing more of anyone, until tea time : when Mrs. 
Halifax and the governess came in together. Something in 
their manner struck me — one being subdued and gentle, the 
other tender and kind. Both, however, were exceedingly 
grave — nay, sad ; but it appeared to be that sadness which 
Is received as inevitable, and is quite distinct from either 
anger or resentment. 
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Neither Guj nor Edwin, nor the fiEtther, were present. 
When John's voice was heard in the hall. Miss Silver had 
just risen to retire with Maud. 

^' Grood night," the mother answered in the same whisper 
—rose, kissed her kindlj, and let her go. 

When Edwin and his father i^peared, they too looked le- 
markablj grave— as grave as if thej had known bj intuidon 
all the trouble in the house. Of course, no one referred to 
it. The mother merely noticed how late they were, and how 
tired they both looked. Supper passed in silence, and then 
Edwin took up his candle to go to bed. 

His fiither called him back. << Edwin, yoii will re^ 
member ?** 

"I will, father.** 

^< Something is amiss with Edwin," said his mother, when 
the two younger boys had closed the door behind them. 
" What did you wish him to remember ?" 

Her husband's sole reply was to draw her to him with that 
peculiarily tender gase, which she knew well to be the fore- 
warning of trouble ; trouble he could not save her from— 
could only help her to bear. Ursula laid her head on his 
shoulder with one deep sob of long-emothered pain. 

"I suppose you know all. 1 thought you would soon 
guess. Oh, John, our happy days are over I Our children 
are children no more." 

" But ours still, love — always will be ours." 

<^ What of that, when we can no longer make them happy ? 
When they look for happiness to others and not to us ? My 
own poor boy ! To think that his mother can neither give 
him comfort, nor save him pain, any more." 

She wept bitterly. 

When she was somewhat soothed, John, making her sit 
down by him, but turning a little from her, bade her tell him 
all that had happened to-day. A ^ew words explained the 
history of Guy's rejection, and its cause. 

^' She loves someone else. When I — ^as his mother — ^went 
and asked her the question, she confessed this." 

" And what did you say I" 

<' What could I sayf I could not blame her. I was even 
sorry for her. She cried so bitterly, and begged me to 
forgive her. I said I did, freely, and hoped she would be 
happy." 
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" That was right. 1 am g!ad yon said so. Did she tell 
you who he — ^this lo^er, wad ?** 

" No, She said she could not, until he gave her permis- 
sion. That whether they would ever be married, she did not 
know. She knew nothmg, save that he was good and kind; 
and the only creature in the world who had ever cared for 
her.'' 

"Poor girl r 

** John," — startled by his manner^" you have something 
to tell me? You know who this is — this man who has stood 
between my son and his happiness t" 

« Yes, 1 do know.** 

I cannot say how far the mother saw — what, as If by Jk 
flash of lightning, / did ; but she looked up in her husband's 
fkce, with a sudden speechless dread. 

** Love, it is a great misfortune, but it is no one's blftme-*^ 
neither ours, nor theirs — ^they never thought of Guy's loving 
her. He says so — ^Edwin himself." 

** Is it Edwin t" — in a cry as if her heart was breaking. 
**His own brother — his very own brother! O my poor 
Guyr 

Well might the mother mourn f Well might the father 
look as if years of care had been added to his life that day ! 
For a disaster like this happening in any household — »espe- 
cially a household where love is recognized as a tangible 
truth, neither to be laughed at, passed carelessly over, nor 
lectured down — ^makes the ftimily cease to be a fkmily, in 
many things, from henceforward. The two strongest feelings 
of Hfe clash ; the bond of brotherly unity, in its perfectness, 
is broken for ever. 

For some minutes we sat, bewildered as it were, thinkmg 
of the tale as if it had been told of some other family than 
ours. Mechanically the mother raised her eyes ; the first 
object they chanced to meet was a rude water-colour draw- 
ing, kept, coarse daub as it wa^, because it was the onlf 
reminder we had of what never could be recalled— K)ne red- 
cheeked child with a hoop, staring at another red-cheeked 
child With a nosegay — supposed to represent little Edwin 
imd little Guy. 

" Guy taught Edwin to walk. Edwin made Guy leam 
his letters. How fond they were of one another — ^those 
two boys. Now — ^brother will be set against brother I They 
will never feel like brothers — never again." 
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"Love— - 

" Don't, JohD ! doD't speak to me just jet. It is so ter- 
rible to think of Both my boys — both my two noble boys ! 
to be made miserable for that girl's sake. Oh I that she had 
never darkened our doors. Oh ! that she had never been 
bom." 

"Nay, you must not speak thus. Remember — ^Edwin. 
loves her — she will be Edwin's wife." 

" Never !" cried the mother, desperately ; " I will not 
allow it. Guy is the eldest. His brother has acted meanly. 
So has she. No, John, I will not allow it." 

" You will not allow what has already happened — ^wfcat 
Providence has permitted to happen ? Ursulfs you forget — 
ihej love one another." > 

This one &ct — ^this solemn upholding of the pre-eminent 
right and law of love, — ^which law John believed in, they 
both believed in, so sacredly and firmly — ^appeared to force 
itself upon Mrs. Halifax's mind. Her passion subdued. 

"I cannot judge clearly. You can — always. Husband, 
help me I " 

" Poor wife ! — ^poor mother! " he mutteredi caressing her, 
and in that caress himself all but giving way — "Alas I that L 
should have brought thee into such a sea of trouble." 
. Perhaps he referred to the circumstance of his bringing 
Miss Silver into our house ; perhaps to his own blindness, 
or want of parental caution, in throwing the young people . 
continually together. However, John was not one to lament 
over things inevitable ; or by overweening blame of his'own 
want of foresight, to imply a doubt of the foreseeing of Pro- 
vidence. 

" Love," he said, " I fear we have been to anxious to play 
Deus ex machind with our children, forgetting in whose Hands 
are marrying and giving in marriage — ^life's crosses and life'§ . 
crowns. Trouble has come when we looked not for it. We 
can but try to see the right course, and seeing it, to act. 
upon it." 

Ursula assented — ^with a bursting heart it seemed — ^but> 
still she assented, believing even as in her young days, that 
her husband's will was wisest, best. 

He told her, in few words, all that Edwin had that day 
confeFsed to his father; how these two, being much together, 
had become attached to one another, as young folks will— . 

cc 
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couples whom no one would ever think suited each fot eiuih, 
—except Nature, and the instinct of their own hearts. Ab- 
sorbed in this lore — ^which, Edwin solemnly declared, was 
never openly declared till this morning — ^they neither of them 
thought of Guy. And thus things had befisdlen^— things 
which no earthly power could remove or obliterate*— things 
in which, whatever way we looked, all seemed darkneds. We 
could but walk blindly on, a step at a time, trusting to that' 
Faith, of which all our lives past had borne confirmation— « 
the firm fiuth that evil itself is to the simple and Gk>d-fearing 
but the disguised messenger of good. 

Something like this John said, talking as his wife loved to 
hear him tallLr— every quiet, low word dropping like balm 
upon her grieved heart ; not trying to deceive her into ther 
notioa that pain is not pain, but showing her how best to 
bear it. At length she looked up, as if with God's help*^ 
-^^-and her husband's comforting — she could bear it. 

" Only one thing — Guy does not know. He need not 
know just yet-r^ot tOl he is stronger. Surely, Edwin will 
not tell him!" 

"No; he promised me he would not. Do not start so. 
Indeed, there is no fear." 

But that very assurance seemed to rouse it. She begtoi 
straining her ears to catch the least noise in the rooms over-, 
head — ^^e boys' rooms. Guy and Walter shared one; 
Edwin had his to himself. 

" They surely will not meet. Yet Guy sometimes likes 
sitting over Edwin's fire. Harkl^was not that the creaking 
o( Guy's room-door V* 
" Love — " detaining her. 

*^ 1 knowy John. I am not thinking of going. Guy might 
suspect sompthing. No, indeed I am not afraid. They were 
always fond of one another — ^my boys." 

She sat down, violently forcing herself not to listen, not 
to fear. But the truth was too strong for her. 

<^Hark! I am sure they are talking. John, you said 
Edwin promised?" 

" Faithfully promised." 

"But if, by some accident, Guy found out the truth? 
Hark ! they are talking very loud. That is a chair fallen. 
Oh, John— don't keep me ! My boys — ^my boys." And she 
ran up^stairs in an agony. 
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What a sight for a mother's eyes. Two brothers — of 
whom it had been our boast that from babyhood they had 
never been known to lift a hand against each other — now 
struggling together like Cain and Abel. And from the fury 
in their faces, the quarrel might have had a similar ending. 

" Guy ! — Edwin I" But the mother might as well have 
shrieked to the winds. 

The fiither came and parted them. '^ Boys, are you gone 
madt tigh^g like lurutes in this way. Shsnne, Guy! 
Sdwin^ i frosted you." 

^ I oonld not hdp k, &ihfirr» He had bo right t6 sl6al 
kilo Buy room | no right to snatch her letter from mt.'^ 

«<I»was het letter, then?'' cried Guy, furiously. "She 
iwrkes to you ? Yott were writing back to her V* 

Edwin mad« no answer $ but held out his htod ibr t\ie 
letter, with that look of white passl<m iu him so na^ly seen 
<*'«<p^rhape not thrice sinoe his in6mcy» Guy took M heed. 

"Give it me back, Guy ^-*-I warn you*" 

" Not till i have read it^ I have a right'* 

** You Imve non6» She is mine»" 

** Yours t" Guy ku^d in his fac6. 

«*Y6S, anne» Atk my faith^-^«Bk toy m6thi»^ They 
know*" 

"Mother I"— the letter fell from the p6(ir lad's hand. 

" Mother, yon woiM iMyl deceive me^ He only i^ys it to 

TAX me» I was iia a passion, I kiiow* Mother, it isn't true ?" 

. fiis piteous^ tone^^^lM almost childish way in which he 

caught at her sleeve, a6 she turned from him-*^^, poor Guy I. 

"Edwia^ JB if my brother Edwin? Who wotdd have 
thovgfai k?" Half-b«wildered, he looked frt>m one to the 
ether of us all | but no tme spoke, no one contradicted him. 

Edwin, his passion quite gone, stooped in a sbrrowfrd and 
humble way to pick up his betrothed's letter. Then Guy 
flew at him, and caught him by the collar. 

"Yo« coward S— how dared you! — —No, I won*thurt 
him I she li fbnd ci him% G^ itway, everyone of you. Oh, 
mother, nether, mother i" 

He fell (m her neck, sobMng* She gathered him hi h^ 
arms, as ^e had used to do in his childhood i luotd so we 
left them. 

* As one whom his mother comfortethJ 

Ay, Prophet of Israel, thou wert Wise. 
€C2 
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CHAPTER XXXIV. 

John and I sat over the study fire till long aft^ midnight. . 

Many an anxious watch I had kept with him, but none 
sadder than this. Because now, for the first time, our house 
was divided against itself. A sorrow ^had entered it, not 
from without but from within — a sorrow which we could not 
meet and bear, as a family. Alas I darker and darker had 
the bitter truth forced itself upon us, that neither joy nor 
aMction would ever find us as a family again.' 

I think all parents must feel cruelly a pang like this — ihe^ 
first trouble in which they cannot help their children — the 
first time when those children must learn to stand alone, each 
for himself, compelled to carry his own burthen and work chit, 
well or ill, his individual life. When the utmost the wisest 
or tenderest father can do, is to keep near with outstretdied 
hand that the child may cling to, assured of finding sympathy^ 
counsel, and love. 

If this.father had stood aloof all his life, on some pinnacle 
of paternal ' pride,' paternal * dignity " — ^if he had not made 
himself his bojs' companion, counsellor, and friend, how 
great would have been his terrors now I t 

For, as we both knew well — ^too well to trust ourselves to 
say it — ^if there was one thing in the world that ruins a lad^ 
drives him to desperation, shuts the door upon him, and opena^ 
many another door, of which the entrance is the very gate of 
hell — ^it is such a disappointment as this which had happened 
to our Guy. - . 

His father saw it all. Saw it clearer, crueller, than even 
his mother could see. Yet when, very late, almost at dawn, 
she came in, with the tidings that Guy was himself agaia 
now — sleeping as quietly as a child-^her husband was able 
to join in her deep thankfulness, and give her hope for the 
days to come. 

" But what is to be done with Guy f " 

<< God knows," John answered. But his tone expressed a 
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ineaning different firom that generally conveyed in the words : 
a meaning which the mother caught at once, and rested on. 
' " Ay — you are right. He knows !" — And so they went 
away together, almost content. 

' Next morning I woke late ; the sunshine ftdling across my 
bed, and the sparrows chattering loud in the ivy. I had 
been dreaming with a curious pertinacity, of the old days at 
Rose Cottage, the days when John first fell in love with 
Ursula. 

- " Uncle Phineas." I heard myself called. 

It was John's son, who sat opposite, with wan, ¥rild eyes, 
fmd a settled anguish on his mouth — ^that merry, handsome 
inouth — the only really handsome mouth in the fi&mily. 
' " You are up early, my boy." 

"What was the good of lying in bed? I am not iU. 
Besides, I wish to go about as usual. I don't wish anybody 
to think that — ^that I care." 

He stopped — evidently fighting hard against himself. A 
new lesson, alas ! for our Guy. 

"Was I too violent last night! I did not mean it. I 
mean to be a man. Not the first man whom a lady has 
reused— -eh f And braving it out, he began to whistle ; 
but the lips fell — ^the frank brow grew knotted with pain. 
The lad broke into a passion of misery, 
■' The chief business was, that he had been deceived. Un- 
wittingly, we well believed — ^but still deceived. Many little 
ihings he told me — Guy's was a nature that at once spent and 
soothed itself, by talking — of Miss Silver's extreme gentle- 
ness and kindness towards him ; a kindness which seemed so 
like, so cruelly like love. 

" Love I — Oh. she loved me. She told me so. Of coiurse ! 
—I waa Edwin's brother." 

- Ay, there was the sting, which never could be removed ; 
which might rankle in the boy's heart for life. He had not 
only lost his love, but what is more precious than k)ve — ^faith 
in womankind. He began to make light of his losings — ^to 
think the prize was not so great after all. He sat on my 
bed, singing — Guy had a fine voice and ear — singing out of 
inockery, songs which I had an especial aversion to — flight 
songs written by an Irishman, Mr. Thomas Moore, about 
girls and wine, and being * far from the lips we love,' but 
always ready enough ' to make love to the lips we are near." 
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Then, laugbing f4 ido, be thirew ?ip the miidQW and loot^ 
out. 

I think it wae wrong of those two, wrong and ae^rii, as 
all loTers are — ^young lovers in tihe flush of their happiaeee t 
I think it was cruel of Edwin aiKt lyeo^e to walk «p ^d 
down there, in the elder brother's very eyee* 

For a nvoment he struggled against his passion^ 

^< Uncle Phineas, just look here. How ehanai*^) Ha» 
ha ! Did you ever see such a couple of fools f " 

Fools, may be, but happy ; hii^py to the very cor^— 
thorou^ly engrossed in their happiness^ The elder brctther 
was almost maddened by it« 

<< He must mind what he dekeft-^<^tril Vm so, Uncte Pbinettfl 
— ^it would be safer. He must mind, or I will iiot answer 
for myself. I was fond of Edwin-— I was indeed-^ut now 
it seems sometimes as if I hate4 him." 

"Guy!" 

" Oh, if it had been a stranger, and not he I If it bad 
been anyone in the world except my brother I " 

And in that bitter cry, the lad's heart melted again 9 it 
was such a tender heart — his mother's heart. 

After a time he recovered himself, and came down with 
me to breakfast, as he had insisted upon doing ; met them 
all, even Miss Silver — and Edwin, who had placed himself 
by her side with an air of right. These lovers, however 
deeply grieved they looked — and to do them justice, it was 
really so — ^needed not to be grieved over by any of us. 

Nor, looking at the father and mother, would we hav^ 
dared to grieve over them. Jn the silent watches of the night» 
heart to heart, husband and wife had taken counsel together i 
together had carried their sorrow to the only Lightener of 
burthens. It seemed that theirs was lightened ; that even 
in this strange entanglement of fate they were able to wait 
patiently — trusting unto the Almighty Mercy not only theinv 
selves hut the children He had given them. 

When, breakfast being over, John according to his custouft 
read the chapter and the prayer — no one rose up <wr weat 
out ; no one refused, even in this anguish of strife, jealousy, 
and disunion— to repeat after him the ' Our Father ' of their 
childhood. 

I believe every one of us remembered for years, with an 
awe that was not altogether pain, this morning's chapter and 
prayer. 
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When it was ended, worldlj troubles closed roimd as again* 

Nothing seemed natural. We hung about in twos and 
threes, uncertain what to do. Guy walked up and down, 
alone. His mother asked him if, seeing his foot was so well, 
he would like to go down to the mills as usaal ; but he de- 
clined. Miss Silver made some suggestion about ' lessons,* 
which Edwin jealously negatived immediately and proposed 
that she and Maud should take a drive somewhere. 

Mrs. Halifax eagerly assented. '^Lady Oldtower has 
been wanting them both for some time. You would like to 
go, would you not, for a day or two!" said she, addressing 
the governess. 

Guy caught at this. " Groing away, are you? When !** 

He put the question to Miss Silver direct-— his eyes blazing 
right into her own. She made some confused reply, about 
"leaving immediatety.** 

" In the carriage, of course f Shall I have the honour of 
driving you V 

" No," said Edwin, decisively. 

A fierce, vindictive look passed between the brothers^— a 
look terrible in itself — ^more terrible in its warning of days 
to come. No wonder the mother shuddered — no wonder the 
young betrothed, pcJe and alarmed, slipped out of the room. 
Edwin followed her. Then Guy, snaiiching up his sister, 
lifted her roughly on his knee. 

" Come along, Maud. Youll be my girl now. Nobody 
else W4wts you. Kiss me, child." 

But the Uttle lady drew back. 

" So, you hate me too ? Edwin has been teaching you ? 
Very well. Get away, you cheat I" 

He pushed her violentiy aside. Maud began to cry. 

Her father looked up from his book — the book he had not 
been reading — ^though he had seemingly thought it best to 
takeno notice of what w h passing around him. 

" Come here, Maud, my child. Guy, you should not be 
unkind to your little sister. Try and command yourself, my 
dear boy l" 

The words, though spoken gently, almost in a whisper, 
were more than the lad*s chafed spirit could brook. 

" Father, you insult me, I will not bear it. I will quit 
the room." 

He went out, shutting the door passionately after him 
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.His mother rose up to follow him — then sat down again. 
The eyes that she Hfled to her husband were deprecating, 
beseeching, heavy with a speechless pain. 

For John — ^he said nothing, ^ot though, as was plain to 
see, this, the first angry or disrespectful word he had ever 
received from any one of his children, struck him like an 
arrow ; for a moment stirred him even to wrath — ^holy wrath 
-—the just displeasure of a father who feels that the least 
portion of his child's sin is the sin against him. Perhaps this 
very feeling, distinct from, and far beyond, all personal indig- 
nation, all sense of offended dignity, made the anger strangely 
brief — so brief, that when the other children, awed ai^ 
startled, looked for some ebullition of it, — lol it was all 
gone. In its stead was something at which the children, 
more awed still, crept out of the room. 

Ursula even, alarmed, looked in his face as if for the first 
time she could not comprehend her husband. 

" John, you should forgive poor Guy ; he did not intend 
any harm." 

"No— no." 

*• And he is so very miserable. Never before did he fiail 
in his duty to you." 

" But what if I have failed in mine to him ? — What if-— 
you used to say I could not understand Guy — ^what if I have 
come short towards him I I, that am accountable to God for 
every one of my children." 

" John — John " — she knelt down and put her arms round 
his neck. " Husband, do not look unhappy. I did not mean 
to blame you — ^we may be wrong, both of us — all of us. But 
we will not be afraid. We know Who pities us, even as we 
pity our children." 

Thus she spoke, and more to the same pui'port ; but it 
was a long time before her words brought any consolation* 
Then the parents talked together, trying to arrange some , 
plan whereby Guy's mind might be occupied and soothed, or 
else Edwin removed out of his sight for a little while. Once 
I hinted at the advantage of Guy's leaving home ; but Mrs. 
Halifax seemed to shrink from this project as though it were 
a foreboding of perpetual exile. 

"No, no; anything but that. Beside, Guy would not 
wish it. He has never left me in his life. His going would 
seem like the general breaking up of the family." 
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Alas! she did not, would not see that the family was 
already ^ broken/ Broken, more than either absence, mar- 
riage, or death itself could have effected. 

One thing more we had to consider — ^a thing at once 
natural and right in any family, namely, how to hide its 
wounds from &e chattering, scandalous world. And so, 
when by a happy chance there came over that morning our 
good friend Lady OldCbwer and her carriage full of daugh- 
ters, Mrs. Hali^ communicated, with a simple dignity that 
quelled all comment,, the fact of ' my son Edwin's engage- 
ment,' and accepted the invitation for Maud and Miss Silver, 
which was willingly repeated and pressed. 

One thing I noticed, that in speaking of or to the girl who 
in a single day from merely the governess had become, and 
was sedulously treated as, our own, Mrs. Halifax invariably 
called her as heretofore, * Miss Silver,' or ' my dear ; ' never 
by any chance * Louise,' or * Mademoiselle D'Argent.' 

Before she left Beechwood, Edwin came in and iiurriedly 
spoke to his mother. What he said was evidently painful 
to both. 

^' I am not aware of it Edwin ; I had not the slightest 
intention of offending her. Is she already made your judge 
fmd referee as to the actions of your mother?" 

Edwin was a good lad, though perhaps a little less loving 
than the rest of the boys. His self-restraint, his exceeding 
patience, lulled the threatened storm. 

" But you will be kind to her, mother ? — ^I know you will." 

"Did I not say so?" 

" And may I bring her to you here f " 

" If you choose/* 

It was the first open recognition between the mother and 
her son's betrothed. Their other meeting had been in public, 
when, with a sedulous dread, both had behaved exactly as 
usual, and no word or manner had betrayed their altered 
relations. Now, when for the first time it was needful for 
Miss Silver to be received as a daughter elect, with all the 
natural sympathy due firom one woman to another under 
similar circumstances, all the warmth of kindness due from 
a mother to her son's chosen wife — then the want, the 
mournful want, made itself felt. 

Mrs. Halifax stood at the dining-room window, trying 
vainly to regain self-control. 
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" If I could only love h«r I If only she bad aafc me love 
Jxer r* she muttered, over and over agaisi. 

I hoped, from the bottom of my soui, that Edwin had not 
beard her — ^had not seen her involuntarily recoil, as he led 
(e his mother his handsome girl that he seemed so proud of, 
his happy, affianced wife« Happiness melts some natiiree, 
like spring and sunshine. Louise looked up wkh swinuning 
^yes. 

<< Oh I be kind to me I Nobody waa ev^er kind tt> me ^ 
I came here !'* 

The good heart gave way: Mrs. Halifax opened her arma. 

<< Be true to Edwinr<-love Edwin, and I shall love jo«t«- 
I am snre I shall." 

Kissing her once or twice, the mother let fall a &w tears ; 
then sat down, still keeping the girl's hand, and busying 
lierself with various little kindnesses about her. 

•'Are you sure you are well wrapped mp! Edwin » see 
that she has my fur cloak in the carriage. What cold 
fingers ! Have some wine before you start, my dear." 

Miss Silver altogether melted; sobbing, she murmured 
something about forgiveness. 

''Nay, did I say a word about forgiveness! Then, do 
not you. Let us be patient — ^we shall all be happy in time«" 

« And— Guy?" 

'' Guy will be himself soon," returned the mother, rath^ 
proudly. '* We will not mention himt if you please, my 
dear." 

At this moment, Guy must have heard the carriage- 
wheels and guessed Miss Silver was going ; for he appeared 
at the parlour door. He found his mother toying with Miss 
Silver's hand; — ^Edwin standing by, proud and glad« with 
his arm clasped round Louise. 

He did not remove it. In his brother's very &ce,-<- 
perhaps because of the expression of that £EU^^-the lover 
held fast his own. 

Mrs. Hali&x rose up, alarmed. ''She is just gcmgy 
Guy. Shake hands, and bid her good-bye." 

The girl's hand, which was sorrowfolly and kindly ex- 
tended, Guy snatched and held fast. 

" Let her pass," cried Edwin, angrily. 

^' Most certainly. I have not the least wish to detain her* 
Good-bye! A pleasant journey!" Ajud still keeping her 
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hand, be gazed with burning eyes on the features he had so 
loTed^^as boys do love*<-with a wild imaginative passion, 
kindled bj beauty alone. '^ I shall claim my right — just for 
once — may I, sister Louise V* 

With a glance of defiance at £dwin, Guy caught his 
brother's betrothed round the waist and Idssed her — onoe^-« 
twice-'-^avagely- 

It was done so suddenly and under such an ingenious 
disguise of ^ right/ that open vengeance was impossible. 
But as Edwin hurried Louise away, the look that passed be- 
tween the two young men was enough to blot out hence 
forward all friendship, all brotherhood. That insult would 
never be forgotten. 

She was gone — the house was free of her and Edwin too. 
Cray was lefl alone with me and his mother. 

Mrs. Halifax sat sewing. She seemed to take no note of 
his comings and goings — ^his restless starts — ^his fits of dark 
nmsing^ when his £Gtce grew like the £Etce of some stranger, 
some one whom he would have shrank firom — any one but 
^WJr own merry Guy. 

" Mother " — ^the voice startled me — such irritable^ intoler- 
able bitterness, marred its once pleasant tones. ^' When do 
they come back ?" 

" Do you mean ** 

'' I mean those people." 

"In a week or so. Tour brother returns to-night, of, 
course." 

" My hrotheTf eh I Better not say it — ^it's an ugly word." 

Mrs. Halifax attempted no reproof; she knew that itf 
would have been useless — ^worse dian useless — ^then. 

"Mother," Guy said at last, coming up and leaning 
against her chair, "you must let me go.." 

" Where, my son r " 

" Anywhere — out of their sight-^ihose two. You see, I 
cannot bear it. It maddens me— makes me wicked — makes 
me not myself. Or rather makes me truly myself^ which is 
altogether wicked/' 

" No, Guy — ^no, my own boy. Have patience — oU this 
will pass away." 

" It might, if I had anything to do. Mother," kneeling 
down by her with a piteous gaze — " mother* you need not 
look so wretched. I wouldn't harm Edwin — ^would not take 
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from him bis happiness ; but to live in sight of it day after 
day, hour after hour — ^I can't do it ! Do not ask me-*le« 
ine get away." 

"But where?" ' 

"Anywhere, as I said; only let me go for away from 
them, where no possible news of them can reach me. la 
some place, oh, mother darling ! where I can trouble no One 
and make no one miserable.'* 

The mother feebly shook her head. As if such a spot 
could be found on earth, while ehe lived 1 

But she saw that Guy was right. To expect him to re* 
main at home was cruelty. As he had said, he could not 
bear it — ^few could. Few even among women— of men much 
fewer. One great renunciation is possible, sometimes easy, 
aa death may be ; but to * die daily! ' In youth, too, wiA 
all the passions vehement, the self-knowledge and self-con- 
trol small ? No ; Nature herself, in that universal desire t6 
escape, which comes with such a trial, hints at the unnatural* 
ness of the ordeal ; in which, soon or late, the weak become 
paralyzed or callous ; the strong — God help them ! — are apt 
to turn wicked. 

Guy's instinct of flight was, his mother felt, wisest, safest, 
best. 

" My boy, you shall have your desire ; you shall go." 
, I had not expected it of her — ^at least, not so immediately. 
I had thought, bound up in him as she was, accustomed to 
his daily sight, his daily fondness — for he was more with her, 
and ' petted ' her more than any other of the children — I had 
thought to have seen some reluctance, some grieved entreaty 
—but no! Not even when, gaining her consent, the boy 
looked up as if her allowing him to quit her was the greatest 
kindness she had ever in his life bestowed. 

" And when shall I go ? " 

*' Whenever you choose." 

" To-day ; perhaps I might get away to-day ? " 

" You can, if you wish, my dear boy." 

But no sooner had she said it, than the full force and 
meaning of the renunciation seemed to burst upon her. Her 
fingers, which had been smoothing Guy's hand as it lay on 
her lap, tightly closed round it ; with the other hand she put 
back his hair, gazing — ^gazing, as if it were impossible to part 
with him. 
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" Guy — oh, Guy my heart is breaking! Promise that you 
will try to be yourself again — ^that you will never be any** 
thing other than my own good boy, if I agree to let you got ** 
What he answered, or what i^irther passed between them 
was not for me either to hear or to know* I left the rooni 
immediatdy. 

, When, some time after John's hour for returning from the 
mills, I also returned to the house, I found that everything 
was settled for Guy's immediate departure* 
- There was some business in Spain— something about 
Andalusian wool — ^which his father made the ostensible reasoQ 
for the journey. It would occupy him and distract hia 
mind, b^des giving his constant necessity of change. And, 
they say, travel in the best cure for the heart-ache. We 
hoped it might prove so. 

Perhaps the sorest point, and one that had been left un- 
decided till both parents saw that in Guy's present mood any 
opposition was hurtful, even dangerous, was the lad's obsti- 
nate determination to depart alone. He refused his mother's 
companionship to London, even his father's across the 
country to the nearest point where one of those new and 
dangerous things called railways tempted travellers to their 
destruction. But Guy would go by it — ^the maddest and 
strangest way of locomotion pleased him best. So it was 
settled he should go, as he pleaded, this very day. 

A strange day it seemed — ^long and yet how short I Mrs. 
Halifax was incessantly busy. I caught sight of her now 
and then, flitting from room to room, with Guy's books in 
her hand — Guy's linen thrown across her arm. Sometimes 
she stood a few minutes by the window, doing a few stitchea 
of necessary work, which, when even nurse Watkins oiiered 
to do — Jenny, who had been a rosy lass when Guy was bom 
— she refused abruptly, and went stitching on. 

There were no regular meals that day; better not, 
perhaps. I saw John come up to his wife as she stood 
sewing, and bring her a piece of bread and a glass of wine 
— ^but she could not touch either. 

" Mother, try," whispered Guy, mournfully. " What will 
become of me if I have made you ill !" 

^' Oh, no fear, no fear I" She smiled, took the wine and 
swallowed it — ^broke off a bit of the bread, — and went on 
with her work. . w 
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The last tour or two passed «o conftisedly th»xt I do ttot 
well remember them« I can onlj call to mind seeing Gki^ 
and his mother everywhere side by side, doing evei^rthii^ 
together, as if gradging each instant remaining tMl the finiS 
instant came. I have also a vivid impression of hef 
astonishing composure, of her calm voice when ttdking to 
Guy about ind^(nite tiifles, or, though that was Seldom, to 
any other of us. It never faltered — never lost its riieh, 
round, cheerfulness of tone ^ as if she wished him to carry it 
as such, and no other^-^^^he fistmitiid> mother's voice^«4n his 
memory across the seas. 

Once only it grew sh^^ when Waltei", Who hov^r^ 
about disconsolately, knelt down to €Mten his tooihe^'itf 
portmimteau. 

" No ! Let go I I can do everything mySelf." 

And now the time was fast flying — ^her boy must de|)Art, "^ 

All the household collected in the hall to bid Mr. €Nqr 
good-bye-*-Mr. Guy, whom everybody was so fond of. Tboy 
b^evt^dr^-which was all tiiat anyone, save ourselves, ev^ 
knew'-Hliat suddoa busineSB had called him away on a loi^ 
Mud amdons journey. They lingered about him, respeetfiilly, 
with eager, honest blessings, such as it was good l^e hk 
should have — good that he should bear away wil^ him %rom 
England and fix>m home. 

Finally, Guy, his £»1^er and his mother, went int6 tto 
study by themselves. Soon even his father came out and 
i^ut l^e door, that there should be not a single witness to 
the last few words between mother and son. These being 
over, they both came into the hall together, brave and cidm 
•-^which calmness was maintained even to the last good4>yi^ 

Thus we sent our Guy away, che^^uUy and widi bless** 
ings—^way into the wide, dangerous woiid ; alone, witii no 
guard or restraint, except (and in that except lay the whote 
mystery of our cheerllilness>^the fiiar of God, his Cither's 
counsels, and his motiier's prayers* 



CHAPTER XXXV. 

Two years rolled over Beechwood — ^two eventful years. The 
last of the children ceased to be achild ; and we prepared for 
that great era in all household history, the first marriage in 
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t)ie famSj** tt was to be celebrated very quietly, as Edwin 
and Louise both desired. Time bad healed over manjB 
pang^ and taught many a soothing lesson ; still it could not 
be supposed that this marriage was without its painfulness. 

Guy still remained abroad ; his going had produced the 
happy result intended. Month after month his letters came, 
each more hopeful than the last, each bringing balm to 
llie mother's heart. Then he wrote to others beside his 
mother: Mand and Walter replied to him in long home* 
Mstories ; and began to talk without hesitation — ^nay, with 
great pride and pleasure—* of my brother who is abnmd.* 

The family wound was closing, the family peace about to 
be restored ; Maud even fancied Guy ought to come home 
to * our wedding ;**— but then she had never been told the 
whole of past circumstances ; and, besides, she was still too 
youi^ to understand love matters. Yet so mercifully had 
time smoothed down all things, that it sometimes appeared 
even to us elders as if those three days of bitterness were a 
mere dream^-^-as if the year we dreaded had passed as calmly 
as any other year. Save that in this interval Ursula's haur 
had began to turn from brown to grey ; and John first men- 
tioned, so cursorily that I cannot even now remember when 
or whare, that slight pain, almost too slight to complain of, 
which he said warned him in climbing Enderley HiU that he 
could not climb so fast as when he was young. And I re- 
turned his smile, telling him we were evidently growing old 
men.; and must soon set our faces to descend the hiU of life. 
Easy enough I was in sa3ring this, thinking, as I often did, 
with great content, that there was not the faintest doubt 
which of us would reach the bottom first. 

Yet I was glad to have safely passed my half centory of 
life-^-'g^ to have seen many of John's cares laid to rest, 
more especially those external troubles which I have not 
lately referred to—- for, indeed, they were absorbed and for- 
gotten in the home-troubles that came after. He had lived 
down aU slanders, as he said he would. Far and near tra* 
veiled the story of the day when Jessop's bank was near 
breaking; far and near, though secretly — for we found it 
out chiefly by its results— poor people whispered the tale of 
a gentleman who had been attacked on the high roads, and 
whose only attempt at bringing the robbers to justice was to 
help the widow of one and send the others safe out of the 



Digitized 



by Google 



400 JOHN HALIFAX. 

country, at bis own expense, not GrovemmentV. I^one of 
these were notable or sbowy deeds — ecarcaly one of tbem got, 
even under tbe disguise of asterisks, into tbe newspaper; the 
^' Norton Bury Mercury," for its last dying sting, still com- 
plained, (aud very justly), tbat there was not a gentleman in 
tbe county whose name so seldom beaded a charity subscrip- 
tion as that of John Halifax, Esquire, of Beechwbod. But 
the right made its way, as, soon or late, the right always does ; 
he believed bis good name was able to defend itself, and it did 
defend itself; he bad faith in the only victory worth having^ 
— ^the universal victory of Truth; and truth conquered at 
last. 

To drive with him across the country — he never carried 
pistols now — or to walk with him, as one day before Edwin's 
wedding we walked, a goodly, through tbe familiar streets of 
Norton Bury, was a perpetual pleasure to tbe rest of tbe 
&imily. Everybody knew bim, everybody greeted him, every- " 
body smiled as be passed — as though bis presence and hia 
recognition were good things to have and to win. Hi^ wife 
often laughed, and said she doubted whether even Mr. 
O'Connell of Derrynane, who was just now making a com- 
motion in Ireland, lighting tbe fire of religious and political 
discord from one end to the other of County Clare ; — she 
doubted if even Daniel O'Connell bad more popularity among 
bis own people than John Halifax bad in tbe primitive 
neighbourhood where be bad lived so long. 

Mrs. Halifax herself was remarkably gay this morning. 
She had bad letters from Guy ; together with a lovely pre- 
sent, for which be said be bad ransacked all tbe magazins des 
modes in Paris — a white enbroidered China shawl. It bad, 
arrived this morning — ^Lord Ravenel being the bearer. This 
was not tbe first time by many tbat be bad brought us news 
of our Guy, and thereby made himself welcome at Beech- 
wood. JSIore welcome than be might have been otherwise ; 
for bis manner of life was so different from ours. Not that 
Lord Ravenel could be accused ot any likeness to bis father ; 
but blood is blood, and education and habits are not to be 
easily overcome. Tbe boys laughed at bim for bis aristo- , 
eratic, languid ways ; Maud teazed bim for bis mild cynicism . 
and tbe little interest be seemed to take in anything ; while 
the mother herself was somewhat restless about bis coming, 
wondering what possible good his acquaintance could do to ^ 
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mi or ours to him, seeing we moyed in totallj different 
spheres. But John himself was inyariablj kind, nay, tender 
•<nrer him-— we all guessed why. And perhaps eren had not 
the young man had so many good points, while his feuilts 
were more negations than positive ill qualities, we likewise 
should have been tender over him — ^for MurieFs sake. 

He had arrived at Beechwood this morning, and falling as 
usual into our &mily routine, had come with us to Norton 
Bury. He looked up with m<Mre interest than usual in his 
pensive eyes, as he crossed the threshold of our old house, 
iind told M:\ud how he had come there many years ago with 
his father. 

**That was the first time I ever met your father," I over- 
heard him say to Maud — ^not without feeling; as if he 
Jthonght he owed fate some gratitude for the meeting, 

Mrs. Halifax, in the casual civil enquiry which was all 
the old earl ever won in our house, asked after the health of 
Lord Luzm(»«. 

^^ He is still at Compiegne. Does not Guy mention him T 
Lord Luxmore takes the greatest pleasure in Guy's society." 

By her start, thi« was evidently new and not welcome 
tidings to Guy's mother. No wonder. Any mother in 
England would have shrank from the thought that her best- 
beloved son — especially a young man of Guy's temperament, 
and under Guy's present circumstances — was thrown into 
the society which now surrounded the debauched dotage of 
the too- notorious Earl of Luxmore. 

<^ My son did not mention it. He has been too much oc- 
cupied in business matters, to write home frequently, since 
he reached Paris. However, his stay there is limited ;" and 
this seemed to relieve her. '^I doubt if he will have much 
time left to visit Compiegne." 

She said no more than this, of course,* to Lord Lux- 
more's son ; but her disquiet was sufficiently apparent. 

"It was I who brought your son to Compiegne — ^where 
he is a universal favourite, from his wit and liveliness. I 
know no one who is a more pleasant companion than Guy." 

Guy's mother bowed — ^but coldly, 

"I think, Mrs. Hali&x, you are aware that the earl's 
tastes and mine differ widely — ^have always differed. But he 
is an old man, and I am^his only son. He likes to see me 

p p 
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sometimes, and I go : — ^thotigb, I must confess, I take little 
pleasure in the circle he has around him." 

*' In which circle, as I understand, my son is^ constantly 
included?" 

**Why nott It is a very brilliant circle. The whole 
court of Charles Dix can afford none more amusing. Foi' 
the rest, what matters ? One learns to take things as they 
seem, without peering below fhe surface. One wearies of 
impotent Quixotism against unconquerable evils." 

" That is not our creed at Beechwood," said Mrs. Halifax, 
abruptly, as she ceased the conversation. But ever and anoB 
it seemed to recur to her mind — ^ay, through all the mirth of 

*the young people, — all the graver pleasure which the ^Either 

'ix>ok in the happiness of his son Edwin ; his good son, who 
had never given him a single care. He declared, this set- 

. tling of Edwin had been to him almost like the days when 
he himself used to come of evenings^ hammer in hand, to pot 
up shelves in the house, or nail the currant-bushes against 

^the wall, doing everything con amore^ and with the utmost 
care, knowing it would come under the quick observant eyes 
of Ursula March. 

" That is, of Ursula Halifax— for I den't think I let her 
see a single one of my wonderful doings until she was Ursula 

'Halifax. — ^Do you remember, Phineas, when you came to 

; visit us the first time, and found us gardening I" 

" And she had on a white gown and a straw hat with 
blue ribbons. What a young thing she looked! — ^hardly 

"older than Mistress Maud here.*' 

John put his arm round his wife's waist — ^not so slender as 
it had been, but comely and graceful still, repeating^^— with 
something' of the musical cadence of his boyish readings of 
poetry — a line or two from the sweet old English song : 

" And when with envy Time transported 

Shall think to rob us of our joys, 
You'll in your girls again be courted, 

And I'll go wooing with my boys." 

Ursula laughed, and for the time being the shadow passed 
from her countenance. Her husband had happily not noticed 
it : and apparently she did not wish to tell him her trouble. She 
let him speml a happy day, even grew happy herself iti 
-response to his care to make her so, by the resolute putting 
away of all painful present thoughts, and calling back of sweet 
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ind sootlmig iDemories belonging to thd old married home. 
John seemed determined that if possible, the marrii^ thai 
Was to be should be as sacred and as hopeful as their own. 

So full of it 9<rere we all, that ttot until the day after, when 
Lord Ravenel had left us,-^onging apparently to be asked to 
Stay for the weddings but John did not ask him— 'I re- 
membered what he had «aid about Guy's association with 
Lord Luxmore's set. It was recalled to me by ^e mother's 
anxious face, as she gave me a foreign letter to post. 

" Post it youself, will you, Pliineas ? I would not have it 
iniscarry, or be late in its arrival, on any accounts" 

No, for I saw it was to her son, at Paris. 

'* It will be the last letter I shall need to write," she added, 
again lingering over it, to be certain that all was corpeot-^he 
address being somewhat illegible for that f^, firm hand of 
hers. " My boy is coming home." 

" Gruy coming home! To the marriage ? " 
'- ^' No ; but immediately after. He is quite lumis^f now. 
fie longs to come home/' 

"Andhismotiberl" 

His mother could not Speak. Like light to tier ^yes, Kke 
life to her heart, was the tiM>ught of Guy's coming home. 
All that week she looked ten yeara younger. With a step 
buoyant as any girl's, she w«nt about the marriage prepar* 
atious ; together with other preparations, perhaps dearer 
BtiU to the motherly heart, where, if any prefer^ice did lurk, 
it was for the one for whom— possibly from whom-nsbe had 
suffered most, of all her children. 

John too, though Uie father's joy was graver and not Un- 
mixed with some anxiety— anxiety which he always put aside 
in his wife's presence— seemed eager to have his son at home. 

" He is the eldest son," he repeated more than once, when 
talking to me of his hope that Guy would now settle 
permanently at Beechwood. " After myself^ Uie head of the 
family." 

' Alter John I It was almost ridiculous to peer so for into 
the future as <^at. . 

Of all the happy feces I saw the day before the marriage, 
I think the happiest was Mrs* HaUfax's, as I met her coming 
out of Guy's room, which ever since he left had been locked 
up, unoccupied. Now his mother threw open the door with 
a ch^r^ air. . . 

x>i>2 
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" You may go in if you like, Uncle FhineaSt Does it not 
Jqok nice?" 

It did indeed, with the fi*esh white curtains ; the bed laid 
all in order ; the book-shelve arranged, and even the fowling* 
piece and fishing-rod put in the right places. 

The room looked very neat, I said, with an amused doubt 
as to how long it was to remain so. 

" That is true, indeed. How he used to throw his things 
about! A sad untidy boy!" And his mother laughed f 
but I saw sdl her features were trembling with emotion, 

" He will not be exactly a boy now. I wonder if we shall 
find him much changed.^' 

" Very likely. Brown, with a great beard; he said so in 
one of his letters. I shall hardly know my boy again."-«t 
With a lighting-up of the eye that furnished a fiat contradict 
tion to the mother's statement. 

" Here are some of Mrs. Tod's roses, I see." 

^' She made me take them. She said. Master Guy always 
used to stop and pick a bunch as he rode past. She hopea 
she shall see him ride past on Sunday next. Guy must pay 
her one of his very first visits ; the good old soul ! " 

I hinted that Guy would have to pay visits half over the 
country, to judge by the number of invitations I had heard of, 

" Yes. Everybody wants to steal my boy. Every body- 
has a welcome for him. — How bright old Watkins has 
polished that gun 1 — Sir Herbert says, Guy must come over 
to the shooting next week. He used to be exceedingly fon4 
of going to the Manor-house." 

I smiled, to see the innocent smile of this good mother, 
who would have recoiled at the accusation of match-making. 
Yet I knew she was thinking of her great favourite, pretty 
Grace Oldtower ; who was Grace Oldtower still, and had 
refused, gossip said, half the brilliant matches in the country, 
to the amazement and strong disapprobation of all her friends 
•—excepting Mrs, Halifax. 

'' Come away, Phineas !" slightly sighing, as if her joy 
weighed her down, or as if conscious that she was letting 
fency carry her too far into the unknown future. " His room 
is quite r^dy now, whatever time the boy arrives. ComQ 
away." 

She shut and locked the door. To be opened — when ? 

Morning broke, and none could have desiired a bri^htec 
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fidarriage-morning. Sunshine out of doors — sunshine on all 
the faces within ; only family faces, — ^for no other guests had 
been invited, and we had kept the day as secret as we could ; 
there was nothing John disliked more than a show wedding. 
Therefore it was with some surprise that while they were idl 
tip-stairs adorning themselves for church, Maud and I, 
Standing at the hall-door, saw Lord RaveneFs travelling car- 
riage drive up to it, and Lord Ravenel himself, with a quicker 
and more decided gesture than was natural to him, spring 
out. 

Maud ran into the porch ; startling him much, apparently ; 
for indeed she was a sweet vision of youth, happiness, and 
grace, in her pretty bridesmaid's dress. 

** Is this the wedding-morning ? I did not know — ^I will 
come again to-morrow ;" and he seemed eager to escape back 
to his carriage. 

This action relieved me from a vague apprehension of ill 
tidings, and made less painful the first question which rose to 
pay lips, " Had he seen Guy f * 

«No." 

" We thought for the moment it might be Guy come home," 
Maud cried. " We are expecting him. Have you heard of 
him^ since we saw you ? Is he quite well V* 

"I believe so." 

I thought the answer brief; but then he was looking in- 
tently upon Guy's sister, who held his hands in her childish, 
affectioi;iate way ; she had not yet relinquished her privilege 
of being Lord Ravenel's * pet.' . When, hesitatingly, he pro- 
posed returning to Luxmore, unwilling to intrude upon the 
marriage, the little lady would not hear of it for a moment. 
She took the unexpected guest to the study, left him there 
with her father, .explained to her mother all about his arrival 
and his having missed seeing Guy — appearing entirely de- 
lighted. 

I came into the drawing-room, and sat watching the sun 
shining on marriage-garments and marriage-faces, all as 
bright as bright could be,^—including the mother's. It had 
clouded over for a few moments, when the postman's ring 
was heard ; but she said at once that it was most unlikely 
Guy would write — she had told him there was no need to 
write. So she stood content, smoothing down the soft folds 
of her beautiful shawl, which Guy meant her to wear to-day. 
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This, tt^ether wiib hig food remembrance of her, seemed 
almost as comfortable as the visil^ presence of her hoj: 
Her boy, who was sure to come to-morrow* 

"JoliB, is that you? How softly you eame in. And 
Lord Ravenel ! He knows we are glad to see him. Shalt 
we make him one of our own family for the time b^ng, and 
take him with us to see Edwin married f* 

Lord Rayenel bowed. 

" Maud tells us you haTc not seen Guy, I doul^ if he 
will be able to arrive to-day ; but we fully expect him 
to-^morrow.*' 

Lord RaTcnel bowed again. Mrs. Halifax said something 
about this unexpected arrival of his. 

^^He eame on business," John answered quickly, and 
Ursula made no mtore enquiries. 

She stood, talking with Lord Ravenel — as I could see he» 
stand BOW, playing with the deep firinge of her shawl ; the 
sun glancing on that rich silk dress of her favourite silv^-* 
grey; a picture of matronly grace and calm content, as 
charming as even the handsome, happy bride. 

I wlis still looking at her, wiien John called me aside. I 
followed him into the study. 

"Shut the door." 

By his tone and look, I knew in a moment that something' 
h£ld h£ippened. 
. " Yes. Ill tell you presently — ^if there's time." 

"While he was speaking, some violent pain — ^physical or 
mental, or both — seemed to seize him. I had my hand on 
the dqor to call Ursula, but he held me fast, with a kind of 
terror. 

" Call IK) one. I am used to it. Water I" 

He drank a glassful, which stood by, breathed once op 
twice heavily, and gradually recovered himself. The colour 
had scarcely come back into his face, when we heard Maud 
run laughing through the hall. 

" Father, where are you f We are waiting for you V* 

" I will come in two minutes, my child." 

Having said this, in his own natural voice, he closed the 
door again, and spoke to me rapidly. 

" Fhineas, I want you to stay away from church ; make 
some excuse, or I wHl for you. Write a letter for me to_ 
.this address in Paris. Say — Guy Halifax's father will be" 
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Hhere, witbout fail, within a week, to answer all demancb/' 

^^ All demands 1" I echoed, bewildered* 

He repeated the sentence word for word. ''Can you 
remember it ? literalty, mind ! And post it at once, before 
we return from church.'' 

Here the mother^s call was heard. ''John, are you 
coming?*' 

" In a moment, loTe," for her hand was on the door out* 
aide ; but her husband held the other handle fast He then 
went on, breathlessly. "You understand, PhineasT And 
you will be c^Mrefiil — very careful! She nmtt not kmw — not 
till to-night" 

" One word. Guy is alive and wellf" 

« Yes— yes." 

" Thank God I" 

But Guy's &ther was gone while I spoke. Heavy as^the 
news might be — thi^ ill news which had struck me with 
apprehension the moment I saw Lord Bavenel — ^it was still 
endurable. I coOld not conjure up any grief so bitter as the 
boy's dying. 

Ilierefore, with a quietness that came naturally under the 
compulsion of such a necessity as the present, I rejoined the 
rest>, made my excuses, and answered all objections. I 
watched the marriage party leave the house. A simple pro- 
cession — the mother first, leaning on Edwin ; then Maud, 
Walter, and Lord Ravenel ; John walked last, with Louise 
upon his arm. Thus I saw them move up the garden, 
and through the beech-wood, to the little church on the hill. 

I then wrote the letter and sent it off. That done, I went 
back' into the study. Knowing nothing — ^able to guess 
nothing-^a dull patience came over me, the patience with 
which we often wait for unknown, inevitable misfortunes^ 
Sometimes I almost forgot Guy in my startled remembrance 
of his father's look as he called me away, and sat down-^^r 
rather dropped down — into his chair. Was it illness I yet 
he had not complained ; he hardly ever complained, and 
scarcely had a day's sickness from year to year. And as I 
watched him and Louise up the garden, 1 had noticed hia 
^ free, firm gait, without the least sign of unsteadiness or weak- 
ness. . Besides, he was not one to keep any but a necessary 
secret from those who loved him. He could not be seriously 
ill, or we should have knpwn it. 
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Thus I pondered, until I heard the church bells ring out 
merrily. The marriage was over. 

I wa^ just in time to meet tiiem at the front gates, which 
they entered— our Edwin and his wife — ^through a living line 
of smiHng faces, treading upon a carpet of strewn flowers* 
Enderley would hot be defrauded of its welcome — all the 
\ illage escorted the young couple in triumph home. I have 
a misty recollection of how happy everybody looked, how the 
sun was shining, and the bells ringing, and the people cheer- 
ing — a mingled phantasmagoria of sights and sounds, in 
which I only saw one person distinctly, — John. 

He waited while the young folk passed in — stood on the 
hall-steps — in a few words thanked his people, and bade 
them to the general rejoicing. They, uproarious, answered 
in loud hurrahs, and one energetic voice cried out — 

" One cheer more for Master Guy ! *' 

Guy's mother turned delighted —her eyes shining vrith 
proud tears. 

^^ John — thank them ; tell them that Guy will thank them 
himself to-morrow." 

The master thanked them, but either he did not explain, 
or the honest rude voices drowned all mention of the lattei^ 
fact — that Guy would be home to-morrow. 

All this while, and at the marriage-breakfast likewise, Mr. 
Halifax kept the same calm demeanour. Once only, when 
the rest were all gathered round the bride and bridegroom, 
he said to me — 

"Phineas— is it done?** 

** What is done V\ asked Ursula, suddenly pausing. 

'* A letter I asked him to write for me this morning." 

Now I had all my life been proud of John's face — ^that it 
was a safe face to trust in — that it could not, or if it could, 
it would not, boast that stony calm under which some men 
are so proud of disguising themselves and their emotions from 
those nearest and dearest to them. If he were sad, we knew 
it ; if he were happy, we knew it too. It was his principle, 
that nothing but the strongest motive should make a man 
stoop to even the smallest hypocrisy. 

' Therefore, hearing him thus speak to his wife, I was struck 
with great alarm, Mrs. Halifax herself seemed uneasy. 
. '< A business letter, I suppose 1" 

^^ Partly on business. I will tell you all about it this 
evening." 
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" She looked re-assured. " Just as you like ; you know I 
am not curious." But passing on, she turned back^ ** John^ 
if it was anything important to be done — anything that I 
ought to know at once, you would not keep me in ignorance V^ 

" No— my dearest I No I" 

Then what had happened must be something in which no 
help availed? something altogether past and irremediable^ 
something which he rightly wished to keep concealed, for a 
few hours at least, from his other children, so as not to mar 
the happiness of this day, of which there could be no second, 
this crowning day of their lives — this wedding-day of Edwin 
and Louise. 

So, he sat at the marriage-table ; he drank the marriage 
health ; he gave them both a marriage-blessing. Finally, he 
sent them away, smiling and sorrowful — as is the bounden 
duty of young married couples to depart — Edwin pausing 
even on the carriage-step to embrace his mother with especifd 
tenderness, and whisper her to " give his love to Guy.** 

«*It reminds one of Guy's leaving," said the mother, 
hastily brushing back the tears that would spring and roll 
down her smiling face. She had never, until this moment, 
reverted to that miserable day. '' John, do you think it 
possible Ihe boy can be at home to-night? " 

John answered emphatically, but very softly, " No." 

"Why not? My letter would reach him in full time. 
Lord Ravenel has been to Paris and back since then. But — " 
turning full upon the young nobleman — " I think you said 
you had not seen Guy ? " 

"5^0." 

** Did you hear anything of him ? ** 

«I— Mrs. HaKfax— " 

Exceedingly distressed, almost beyond his power of self- 
restraint, the young man looked appealingly to John, who re- 
plied for him : 

" Lord Ravenel brought me a letter from Guy this morning." 

" A letter from Guy — and you never told me. How very 
strange!" 

Still, she seemed only to think it ' strange.* Some difficulty 
or folly, perhaps — ^you could see by the sudden flushing of 
her cheek and her quick, distrustful glance at Lord Ravenel, 
what she imagined it was — ^that the boy had confessed to 
his &.ther. With an instinct of concealment — ^the mother'3 
instinct — ^for the moment she asked uo questions* 
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We we all still staoding at the hall-door. Unremstrng^ she 
suffered her husband to take her arm in his and bring her 
into the study, 

*^ Now — the letter, please 1 Children, go away ; I want 
to speak to your father. — ^The letter, John f ** 

Her hand, which she held out, shook much. She tried to 
ttnfold the paper^-HStopped, and lodged up piteonsly. 

" It is not to tell me he is not coming home ? I can 
bear anything, you know — ^but he mtut come home." 

John only answered, * Read,' — and took firm hold of her 
hand while she read — as we hold the hand of one undergoing 
great torture, — ^which must be undergone, and which na 
human love can either prepare for, or remore, or aUeiriate. 

The letter, which I saw afterwards, was thus — 

**Dear Father and Mother, 

"I have disgraced you all. I have been drunk — ^in a 
gaming-house. A man insulted me — ^it was about my father 
— ^but you will hear — all the world will hear presently. . I 
struck him — there was something in my hand, and — ^the man 
was hurt. 

" He may be dead by this time. I don't know. 

" I am away to America to-night. I shall never come 
home any more. God bless you all. 

"Gut Halifax. 

" P.S. I got my mother's letter to-day. Mother — ^I waa 
not in my right senses, or I should not have done it. Mother, 
darling ! forget me. Don^t let me have broken your heart.'* 

Alas, he had broken it ! - 

*' Never come home any more ! — ^Never come hom^ any 
more ! " 

. She repeated this over and over again, vacantly : nothing 
but these five words. 

Nature refused to bear it ; or rather. Nature mercifully 
helped her to bear it. When John took his wife in his arms, 
ahe was insensible; and remained so, v^th intervals, - for 
hours. 

This was the end of Edwin's wedding-day. 



CHAPTER XXXVL 

Lord Rayembl knew — as all Paris did by this time — ^the 
whole storyv Thoi^h, a& he truly said, he had not seen 
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Guy. The lad was Irarried off immediAtdj, for fear of 
justice : but he had written from shipboard to Lord RayeneV 
begging him himself to take the letter and break the news to 
US at Beechwood. 

The man he had struck was not one of Lord Luxmore^ 
set — ^though it was through some of his * noble * friends Guy 
had fallen into his company. He was an Englishman, latelji 
succeeded to a baronetcy and estate ; his name — ^how we 
started to hear it, though by L^d Ravenel and by us for his 
sake, it was both pronounced and listened to, as if none of 
us had ever heard it before — Sir Grerard Vermilye. 

As soon as Ursula recovered, Mr. Halifia and Lord 
Ravenel went to Paris together. This was necessary, not 
only to meet justice, but to track the boy — to whose destina- 
tion we had no clue but the wide word, America. Guy's 
mother hurried them away — his mother, who rose from her 
bed, and moved about the house like a ghost — oip-stairs and 
down-stairs— every where — excepting in that room, which 
was now once more locked, and the outer l^ind drawn down, 
as if Death himself had taken possession there. 

Alas ! we learned now, that there may be sorrows bit-* 
terer even than death. 

Mr. Halifiax went away. Then followed a long season of 
torpid gloom — days or weeks, I hardly remember— during 
which we, living shut up at Beechwood, knew that our 
name-John's stainless, honourable name — ^was in every-* 
body's mouth — ^parrotted abroad in every society — canvassed 
in every newspaper. We tried, Walter and I, to stop them 
at first, dreading lest the mother might read in some foul 
print or other scurrilous tales about her boy ; c»r, as long re- 
mained doubtful, learn that he was proclaimed through 
France and England as a homicide — an assassin. But coup 
ceahnents were idle — she would read everything — hear every- 
thing — 'meet everything— even those neighbours who out of 
curiosity or sympathy, called at Beechwood. Not many 
times, though ; they said they could not understand Mrs. 
Hali^. ^, after a while, they all left her alone, except 
good little Grace Oldtower. 

" Gome often," I heard her say to this girl, whom she was 
fond of: they had sat talking a whole morning — ^idly and 
.pensively ; of little things around them, never once referring 
to things outside. '* Come often, though the house is dull. 
Does it not feel strange, with Mr. Halifax away ?" 
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Ay, this wad the change — ^stranger at first than what had 
befaUen Guy — ^for that long seemed a thing we could not 
realize ; like a story told of some other family than ours. 
The present tangible blank was the house with its head and 
master away. ' 

Curiously enough, but from his domestic habits easily ac- 
tountable, he had scarcely ever been more than a few days 
absent from home before. We missed him continually ; in 
his place at the head of the table; in his chair by the fire ; 
bis quick ring at the hall bell, when he came up from the 
mills— his step — ^his voice — ^his laugh. The life wid soul of 
the house seemed to have gone out of it, from the hour the 
father went away. 

I think in the wonderM workings of things — ^as we know 
all things do work together for good — ^this fact was good for 
Ursula. It taught her that, in losing Guy, she had not lost 
idl her blessings. It showed her what in the passion of her 
mother-love she might have been tempted to forget — many 
mothers do — that beyond all maternal duty, is the duty that 
a woman owes to her husband; beyond all loves, is the 
love that was hers before any of them were bom. 

So, gradually, as every day John's letters came, — and she 
Used to watch for them and seize them as if thej had been 
love-letters ; as every day she seemed to miss him more, and 
count more upon his return ; referring all decisions, and all 
little pleasures planned for her, to the time * when your father 
comes home ;' — >hope and comfort began to dawn in the heart 
of the mourning mother. 

And when at last John fixed the day of his coming back, 
I saw Ursula tying up the small bundle of his letters — ^his 
letters, of which in all her happy life she had had so few 
tender, comforting, comfortable letters. 

** I hope I shall never need to have any more," she saidy 
half-smiling — the faint smile which began to dawn in her 
poor face, as if she must accustom it to look bright again in 
jtime for her husband's coming. 

And when the day arrived, she put all the house in trim 
order, dressed herself in her prettiest gown, sat patient while 
Maud brushed and curled her hair — ^how white it had turned 
of late ! — and then waited, with a flush on her cheek — ^like 
that of a young girl waiting for her lover — ^for the sound of 
jCarriage-wheels* 
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All that bad to be told about Ouj— and it was better 
new? tban anyone of us had hoped for — John had already 
told in bis letters. When he came back, therefore, he wa« 
burthened with no trouble undisclosed — greeted with no 
anguish of fear or bitter remembrance. As he sprang out of 
the post-chaise, it was to find his wife standing at the door, 
and his home smiling for him its brightest welcome. No 
blessing on earth could be like the blessing of the £itther*9 
return. 

John looked pale, but not paler than might have been 
expected. Grave, too— -but it was a soft seriousness alto- 
gether free frt>m the restlessness of keen anxiety. The first 
shock of this hea,yj misfortune was over. He paid all his 
son's debts ; he had, as far as was possiMe, saved his good 
name ; he had made a safe home for the lad, and heard of 
his safely reaching it, in the New World. Nothing more 
was left but to cover over the inevitable grie^ and hope that 
time would blot out the intolerable shame. That since 
Guy's hand was clear of blood — and, since his recovery, Sir 
Gerard Yermilye had risen into a positive hero of iociety— 
men's minds would gradually lose the impression of a deed 
committed in heat of youth, and repented of with such bitter 
atonement. 

So the father took his old place, and looked round on the 
remnant of his children, grave indeed, but not weighed down 
by incurable suffering. Something, deeper even than the 
hard time he had recently passed through, seemed to have 
made his home more than ever dear to him. He sat in his 
arm-chair, never weary of noticing everything pleasant about 
him, of saying how pretty Beechwood looked, and how de- 
licious it was to be at home. And perpetually, if any chance 
unlinked it, his hand would return to its clasp of Ursula's ; 
— ihe minute she left her place by his side, his restless 
^ Love, where are you going ? ' would call her back again^ 
And once, when the chUdren were out of the room, and I, 
sitting in a dark comer, was probably thought absent like- 
wise, I saw John take his wife's £^ce between his two hands, 
and look in it — ^the fondest, most lingering, saddest look !— « 
then fold her tightly to his breast. . 

'^ I must never be away from her again. Mine-— for a9 
long as I live, mine — my wife, iwy Ursula !" 

She took it all naturally, as she had taken every expressioi) 
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of his love these ninesand-twenty years. I left them, etahd- 
Sng e3re to eye^ heart to heart, ae if nothing in this w(»id 
eould ever part them* 

Next morning was as gay as any of oor mornings used to 
1>e, for, before breakfast, came Edwin and Louise, And 
after breakfast, the father and mother and I walked up and 
down the garden fyt an hour, talking over the prospects of 
the young couple. Then the post came — ^but we had no 
need to watch for it now. It only brought a letter fix>]ii 
Lord Ravenel. 

■ John read it, somewhat more seriously than he had been 
lised to read these letters— ^which for the last year or so had 
Come often enough-^^the boys usually quizzing, and Mistress 
Maud vehemently defending, the delicate small handwritings 
the exquisite paper, the coron^tted seal and the ^:ank in the 
comer. John liked to have them, and his wifo also— alio 
being not indifferent to the fact, confirmed by many other 
fects, that if there was one man in ther worid whom Lord 
Ravenel honoured and admired, it was John Haii&x of 
Beechwoodk But . this time her pleasure was apparently 
damped; and when Maud, claimmg the letter as usual^ 
Spread . abroad, delightedly, the news that ' her ' Lord Ra« 
venel was coming shortly, I imagined this visit was not so 
welcome as usual to the parents. 

Yet still, as many a time before, when Mr. Hali&x closed 
thelettw, he sighed, looked sorrowful, saying only, "Poor 
Lord Rave,nel I " 

*' John," asked his wife, speaking in a whisper, for by 
tacit consent all public allusion to his doings at Paris was 
avoided in the family—" did you, by any chance, hear any* 
thing of you know whom I mean ?" 

" Not one syllable." 
^ "Yeu inquired?" He assented. "I knew you would. 
She must be almost an old woman now, or perhaps she is 
dead. Poor Caroline ! " 

- It was the first time for yeai's and years that this name 
had been breathed in our household. Involuntarily it carried 
me back — perhaps others besides me-^^4o the day at Long^ 
field when fittle Guy had devoted himself to his ' pretty lady 5? 
tvhen we first heard that other name, which by a curious 
conjuncture of circumstances had since become so fatally 
fanuliai:, and which would hencefor\vard be like the sound of 
a dead-bell in our family — Gerard Vermilye. 
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Chi L<^ RaveneFs re-appearance at Beediwood— an 1 he 
eeemed eag^ and glad to come— I was tempted to wish him 
away- He never crossed the threshold hut his prebence 
hrought a shadow over the parents' looks — and no wonden 
The young people were gay and firiendly as ever ; made him 
always welcome with us ; and he rode over daily from deso* , 
late^ k>ng*uninhabited Luxmore, where, in all its desolation^ 
he ttppeared so fond of abiding. 

> He wanted to take Maud and Walter over there one day, 
to see some magnificent firs that were being cut down in a 
wholesale massacre, leaving the grand old hall as bare as a 
workhouse £ront. But the &ther objected; he was clearly 
-determined that aU the hospitalities between Luxmore and 
Beechwood should be on the Beechwood side. 

Lord Ravenel apparently perceived this. ''Luxmore is 
-not Compiegne," he said to me, with his dreary^ smile, hal& 
•sad, half-cynical. '' Mr. Hali^Ea might indulge me with the 
jiociety of his children." 

And as he lay on the grass — ^it was fM summer now-^ 
watching Maud's white dress flit about under the trees, I 
saw, or fancied I saw, something different to any former 
expression that had ever lighted up the soft languid mien of 
William Lord Ravenel. 

''How tall that child has grown lately! She is about 
nineteen, I think V 

" Not seventeen till December." 

" Ah, so young I — ^Well, it is pleasant to be young ! — Dear 
little Maud I 

He turned on one side, hiding the sun from his eyes with 
those delicate ringed hands — ^which many a time our boys 
had laughed at, saying they were mere lady's hands, fit for 
no work at all. 

Perhaps Lord Ravenel felt the cloud that had come over 
our intercourse with him ; a cloud which, considering late 
•events, was scarcely unnatund : for when evening came, b^ 
leave-taking, always a regret, seemed now as painM as his 
blase indifierence to all emotions, pleasant or unpleasant, 
could allow. He lingered — ^he hesitated — he repeated many 
limes how glad he should be to see Beechwood again ; how 
tJl the world was to him ' flat, stale, and unprofitable,' except 
Beeohwood. j 

"^ John made no spedal answer ; except that frank smile 
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*liot without a certain kindlj satire, under which the joung 
nobleman's Bjronic affectations generally melted away like 
mists in the morning. He kindled up into warmth and 
manliness. 

" I thank you, Mr, Halifax — ^I thank you heartily for all 
you and your household haTc been to me. I trust I shall 
enjoy your friendship for many years. And if, in |tny way, 
I might offer mine, or any small influence in the world — ** 

*< ITonr influence is not small," John returned earnestly, 
^< I have often told you so. I know no man who has wider 
opportunities than you have." 

*' But 1 have let them slip— for ever." 
. " No, not for ever. You are young still ; you have half n 
lifetime before you." 

^'Have I ?" And for the moment one would hardly have 
Tecognised the sallow, spiritless £Eice, that with all the deli- 
-cacy of boyhood still, at times looked so exceedingly old* 
^^ No, no, Mr. Halifax, who ever heard of a man beginning 
4ife at seven-and- thirty I" 

" Are you really seven-and-thirty ?" asked Maud, 

" Yes — ^yes, my girL Is it so very old ?" 

He patted her on the shoulder, took her hand, gazed at it 
—the round, rosy, girlish hand — with a melancholy tender- 
ness ; — then bade * Grood-bye ' to us all generally, and rode 
off. 

It struck me then, though I hurried the thought away — ^it 
struck me afterwards, and does now with renewed surprise 
— how strange it was that the mother never noticed or took 
into account certain possibilities that would have occurred 
naturally to any worldly mother. I can only explain it by 
remembering the unworldliness of our lives at Beechwood, 
the heavy cares which now pressed upon us from without, 
and the notable fact — ^which our own &mily experience ought 
to have taught us, yet did not — that in cases like this, often 
those whom one would have expected to be most quick- 
sighted, are the most strangely, irretrievably, mournfully 
bHnd, 

When, the very next day. Lord Bavenel, not on horse- 
back but in his rarely-used luxurious coronetted carriage, 
drove up to Beechwood, every one in the house except my* 
self was inconceivably astonished to see him back again, 

Jle said that he had delayed his journey to Paris, butgavQ 
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no explanation of that delay. He joined as usual in our mid- 
day dinner ; and after dinner, still as usual, took a walk with 
me and Maud. It happened to be through the beech-wood, 
aknost the identical path that I remembered taking, years and 
years ago, with John and Ursula. I was surprised, to hear 
Lord Bavenel allude to the fact, a well-known fact in our 
&mily ; for I think all Others and mothers like to relate, and 
all children to hear, the slightest incidents of the parents' 
courting days. 

" You did not know father and mother when they were 
young? " said Maud, catching our conversation and flashing 
.back her innocent, merry face upon us. 

''No, scarcely likely." And he smiled. " Oh, yes — ^it might 
have been — ^I forget,.! am not a young man now. How old 
were Mr. and Mrs. Halifax when they married T " 

'' Father was twenty-one and mother was eighteen— only 
a year younger than I." Aud Maud, half ashamed of this 
suggestive remark, ran away. Her gay candour proved to me 
—perhaps to others besides me — ^the girl's entire free-heart- 
edness. The frank innocence of childhood was still hers. 

Lord Ravenel looked after her and sighed. '' It is good 
to marry early ; do you not think so, Mr. Fletcher ?" 

I told him--(I was rather sorry after I had said it, if one 
ought to be sorry for haying, when questioned, given one's 
honest opinion)-;-! told him that I thought those happiest 
who found their happiness early, but that I did not see why 
happiness should be rejected because it was the will of Pro- 
vidence that it should not be found till late. 

'' I wonder," he said, dreamily, ''I wonder whether I shall 
ever find it." 

I asked him — ^it was by an impulse irresistible — ^why he 
had never married ? 

'' Because I never found any woman either to love or to 
believe in. Worse," he added, bitterly, '' I did no^ think 
there lived the woman who could be believed in." 

We had come out of the beech-wood and were standing 
by the low churchyard wall ; the sun glittered on the white 
marble headstone on which was inscribed, '' Muriel Joy 
Halifax." 

Lord Bavenel leaned over the wall, his eyes fixed upon 
that little grave. After a while, he said, sighing,—- 

'' Do you know, I have thought sometimes that, had she 
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lived, I could have loved — ^I might have married — that 
child I'* 

Here Maud sprang towards us. In her playful tjrannj, 
which she loved to exercise and he to submit to, she insisted 
on knoTving what Lord Ravenel was talking about. 

^* I was saying,''' he answered, taking both her hands and 
looking down into her bright, unshrinking eyes, "I was 
iBaying, how dearly I loved your sister Muriel.** 

"I know that," and Maud became grave at oncfe. "I 
know you care for me because I am like my sister Muriel." 

"Kit were so, would you be sorry or glad?" 

** Glad, and proud too. But you said, or you were going 
to say, something more. What was it ?** 

He hesitated long, then answered — 

" I will tell you another time." 

Maud went away rather cross and dissatisfied, but evi- 
dently suspecting nothing. For me, I began to be seriously 
uneasy about her and Lord Ravenel. 

Of all kinds of love, there is one which common sense and 
romance have often combined to hold obnoxious, improbable, 
or ridiculous, but which has always seemed to me the most 
real and pathetic form that the passion ever takes; — I mean, 
love in spite of great disparity of age. Even when this is 
on the woman's side, I can imagine circumstances that would 
make it far less ludicrous and pitiful ; and there are few 
things to me more touching, more full of sad earnest, than 
to see an old man in love with a young girl. 

Lord Ravenel's case would hardly come under this cate- 
gory ^ yet the difference between seventeen and thirty -seven 
was sufficient to warrant in him a trembling uncertainty, an 
eager catching at the skirts of that vanishing youth whose 
preciousness he never seemed to have recognized till now. 
It was with a mournful interest that all day I watched him 
follow the child about, gather her posies, help her to water 
her flowers, and accommodate himself to those whims and 
fancies, of which, as the pet and the youngest, Mistress 
Maud had her full share. 

When, at her usual hour of half-past nine, the little lady 
was summoned away to bed, ' to keep up her roses,' he 
looked half resentful of the mother's interference. 

'^ Maud is not a child now ; and this may be my last 
night — '* he stopped, sensitively, at the involuntary fore- 
boding. 
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*' Your last night ? Nonsense ! you will come back soon 
again. You must-— you shall f said Maud, decisively. 

" I hope I may — ^I trust in Heaven I may 1" 

He spoke low, holding her hand distantly and reverently, 
not attempting to kiss it, as in aU his former &rewells he 
liad invariably done. 

^' Maud, remember me ! However or whenever I come 
back, dearest child, be faithful, and remember me !" 

Maud fled away with a sob of childish pain — -partly anger, 
the mother thought — and slightly apdlogized to the guest 
for her daughter's ^ naughtiness.' 

Xiord Bavenel sat silent for a long, long time. 

Just when we thought he proposed leaving, be said, 
abruptly, " Mr. Halifax, may I have five minutes' speedi 
wdth you in the study ?" 

The five minutes extended to half an hour. Mn, Halifax 
wondered what on earth they were ticking about* I held 
my peace. At last the father came in alone. 

" John, is Lord Ravenel gone I" 

** Not yet." 

" What could he have wanted to say to you ?" 

John sat down by his wife, (ucked up the ball of her 
knitting, rolled and unrolled it. She saw at once that some- 
thing had grieved and perplexed him exceedingly. Her 
heart shruak back— that still sore heart! — recoiled with », 
not unnatural fear. 

** Oh, husband, is it any new misfortune T" 

"No, love," cheering her with a smile; ^'nothing that 
fathers and mothers in genenJ would consider as such. He 
has asked me for our M[aud." 

"What for?" was the mother's first exceedingly simple 
question — and then she guessed its answer. " Impossible ! 
Ridiculous — absolutely ridiculous 1 She is only a child." 

" Nevertheless, Lord Ravenel wishes to marry our little 
Jifaud." 

" Lord Ravenel wishes to marry our Maud !" 

Mrs. Halifax repeated this to herself more than once, be- 
fore she was able to entertain it as a reality. When she did, the 
first impression it made upon her mind was altogether pain. 

"Oh, John! I hoped we had done with these sort of 
things ; I thought we should have been left in peace with 
the rest of our children." 

£ B 2 
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John smiled again ; for, indeed, there was a comical side 
to her view of Uie subject; but its serious phase soon re- 
turned ; doubly so, when, looking up, they both saw Lord 
Bavenc^ standing before Uiem. Firm his attitude was, firmer 
than usual ; and it was with something of his father's stately 
air, mingled with a more chivalric and sincerer grace, that 
he stooped forward and kissed the hand of Maud's motiier. 

"Mr. Halifex has told you all, I believe? '* 

« He has." 

" May I then, with entire trust in you both, await my 
answer?" 

He waited it, patiently enough, with little apparent doubt 
as to what it would be. Besides, it was only the prior ques- 
tion of parental consent, not the vital point of Maud's pre- 
ference. And, with all his natural humility. Lord Ravenel 
might be forgiven if, brought up in the world, he was aware 
of his position therein ; — ^nor quite unconscious that it was 
not merely William Bavenel, but the only son and heir of 
the Earl of Luxmore, who came a wooing. 

Not till after a long pause, and even a whispered word or 
two between the husband and wife, who knew each other's 
minds so well that no more consultation was needed— did 
the suitor again, with a more formal air, ask for an answer. 

" It is difficult to give. 1 find that my wife, like myself, 
had no idea of your feelings. The extreme suddenness — " 

" Pardon me ; my intention has not been sudden. It is 
the growth of many months — ^years, I might almost say.** 

" We are the more grieved." 

"Grieved?" 

Lord Ravenel's extreme surprise startled him from the 
mere, suitor into the lover ; he glanced from one to the other 
in undisguised alarm. John hesitated; the mother said 
something about the ^ great difference between them.* 

" In age, do you mean ? I am aware of that," he answer- 
ed, with some sadnesss. " But twenty years is not an insu- 
perable bar in marriage." 

" No," said Mrs. Halifax, thoughtfully. 

" And for any other disparity — ^in fortune— or rank *' 

" I think. Lord Ravenel," — ^and the mother spoke with her 
' dignified ' air — " you know enough of my husband's cha- 
racter and opinions to be assured how lightly he would hold 
such a disparity — ^if you allude to that supposed to exist be- 
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tween the son of the Earl of Luxmore and tbe daughter of 
John HalifiEkx." 

The joung nobleman coloured, as if with ingenuous shame 
at what he hiad been implying. ^^ I am glad of it. Let me 
assure you there will be no impediments on the side of my 
family. The earl has long wished me to marry. He knows 
well enough that I can marry whom I please — and shall 
marry for love only. Give me your leave to win your little 
Maud." 

A dead silence. 

"Again pardon me," Lord Ravenel aaid with some hauteur ; 
" I cannot have clearly explained myself. Let me repeat, Mr. 
Halifax, that I ask your permission to win your daughter's 
affection, and, in due time, her hand." 

" I would that you had asked of me anything that it could 
be less impossible to give you." 

"Impossible! What do you mean? — Mrs. Halifax — ^" 
He turned instinctively to the woman — the mother. 

Ursula's eyes were full of a sad kindness — ^the kindness 
any mother must feel towards one who worthily woos her 
daughter — ^but she replied distinctly — 

"I feel, with my husband, that such a marriage would be 
impossible." 

Lord Ravenel grew scarlet — sat down — ^rose again, and 
stood facing them, pale and haughty. 

" If I may ask — ^your reasons ?" 

"Since you ask — certainly," John replied. "Though, 
believe me, I give them with the deepest pain. Lord Rave- 
nel, do you not yourself see that our Maud " 

"Wait one moment," he interrupted. "There is not, 
there cannot be, any previous attachment ?" 

The supposition made the parents smile. "Indeed, no- 
thing of the kind : she is a mere child." 

" You think her too young for marriage, then ? " was the 
eager answer. "Be it so. I will wait, though my youth, 
alas ! is slipping from me ; but I will wait — ^two years, three 
— any time you choose to name." 

John needed not to reply. The very sorrow of his deci- 
sion showed how inevitable and irrevocable it was. 

Lord Ravenel's pride rose against it. 

" I fear in this my novel position I am somewhat slow of 
comprehension. Would it be so great a misfortune to your 
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dangKter if I made her Yiscoimtess Bavenel, and in course 
of time Countess of Luxmore ?** 

" I believe it would. Her mother and I would rather see 
our little Maud lying beskie her sister Muriel, than see her 
Countess of Luxmore. 

These words, hard as they were, John uttered so softly and 
with such infinite grief and pain, that they struck the young 
man I not with anger, but with an indefinite awe, as if a ghost 
from his youth — ^his wasted youth — had risen up to point out 
that truth, and show him that what seemed insult or ven- 
geance was only a bitter necessity. 

All he did was to repeat, in a subdued manner — " Your 
reasons?'* 

" Ah, Lord Eavenel ! " John answered sadly, " do you 
not see yourself that the distance between us and you is wide 
as the poles ? Not in worldly things, but in things far deeper; 
— ^personal things, which strike at the root of love, home — 
nay, honour." 

Lord Ravenel started. " Would you imply that anything 
in my past life, aimless and useless as it may have been, is 
unworthy of my honour — the honour of our housed" 

Saying this he stopped — ^recoiled — as if suddenly made 
aware by the very words himself had uttered, what — 
contrasted with the unsullied dignity of the tradesman's life, 
the spotless innocence of the tradesman's daughter — ^what a 
foul tattered rag, fit to be torn down by an honest gust, 
was that flaunting emblazonment, the so-called 'honour' of 
Luxmore 1 

"I understand you now. ' The sins of the fathers shall be 
visited upon the children,' as your Bible says — ^your Bible, 
that I had half begun to believe in, — ^Be it so. Mr. Halifax,' 
I will detain you no longer," 

John intercepted the young man's departure. 

"No, you do not understand me. I hold no man account- 
able for any errors, any shortcomings, except bis own." 

" I am to conclude, then, that it is to myself you refuse 
j'our daughter I " 

"It is." 

Lord Ravenel once more bowed, with sarcastic emphasis. 

" I entreat you not to mistake me," John continued, most 
earnestly. "I know nothing of you that the world would 
condemn, much that it would even admire; but your world is 
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not our world, nor joar aims our aims. If I gare you mj 
little Maud, it would confer on jou no lasting happiness, and 
it would be thrusting my child, my own flesh and blood, to 
the brink of that whirlpool where, soon or late, every misera- 
able life must go down." 

Lord Ravenel made no answer. His new-bom energy, 
his pride, his sarcasm, had successively vanished ; dead, 
passive melancholy resumed its empire over him. Mr% 
Halifax regarded him with mournful compassion. 

" O that I had foreseen this ! I would have placed the 
breadth of all England between you and my child." 

" Would you ?" 

" Understand me. Not because you do not possess our 
warm interest, our friendship : botfh will always be yours. But 
these are external ties, which may exist through many differ- 
ences. In marriage there must be perfect unity ;— one aim, 
one faith, one love, or the marriage is incomplete, unholy — a 
mere civil contract and no more." 

Lord Ravenel looked up amazed at this doctrine, then sat 
awhile, pondering drearily. 

" Yes, you may be right," at last he said. " Your Maud 
is not for me, nor those like me. Between us and you is that 
' great gulf fixed ;' — ^what did the old fable say ? I forget. 
— Che sard sard ! I am but as others : I am but what I was 
bom to be." 

" Do you recognize what you were bom to be ? Not only 
a nobleman, but a gentleman ; not only a gentleman, but a 
man — man, made in the image of Gol. How can you, how 
dare you, give the lie to your Creator f " 

" What has He given me I What have I to thank Him 
for?" 

" First, manhood ; the manhood His Son disdained not to 
wear ; worldly gifts, such as rank, riches, influence, things 
which others have to spend half an existence in earning ; 
life in its best prime, with much of youth yet remaining — 
— ^with grief endured, wisdom learnt, experience won. 
Would to Heaven, that by any poor word of mine I could 
make you feel all that you are — ^all that you might be !" 

A gleam, bright as a boy's hope, wild as a boy's daring, 
flashed from those listless eyes — then faded. 

" You mean, Mr. Halifax, what I might have been. Now, 
it is too late." 
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" There is no such word as * too late,' in the wide world — 
nay, not in the universe. What ! shall we, whose atom of 
time 18 but a fragment out of an ever-present eternity — shall 
we, so long as we live, or even at our life's ending, dare to 
cry out to the Eternal One, < It is too late !' " 

As John spoke, in much more excitement than was usual 
to him, a sudden flush or rather spasm of colour flushed his 
face, then faded away, leaving him pallid to the very lips. 
He sat down hastily, in his frequent attitude, with the left 
arm passed across his breast. 

*' Lord Ravenel." His voice was faint, as though speech 
was painful to him. 

The other looked up, the old look of reverent attention, 
which I remembered in the boy-lord who came to see us at 
Norton Bury ; in the young * Anselmo,' whose enthusiastic 
hero-worship had fixed itself, with an almost unreasoning 
trust, on Muriel's father. 

"Lord Bavenel, forgive anything I have said that may 
have hurt you. It would grieve me inexpressibly if we did 
not part as friends." 

"Part?" 

"For a time, we must. I dare not risk further either 
your happiness or my child's." 

" No, not hers. Guard it. I blame you not. The lovely, 
innocent child ! God forbid she should ever have a life like 
mine !" 

He sat silent, his clasped hands listlessly dropping, his 
countenance dreamy ; yet, it seemed to me, less hopelessly 
sad : then with a sudden effort rose. 

" I must go now." 

Crossing over to Mrs. Halifex, he thanked her, with much 
emotion, for all her kindness. 

" For your husband, I owe him more than kindness, as 
perhaps I ;may prove some day. K not try to believe the 
best of me you can. Good-bye." 

They both said good-bye, and bade God bless him ; with 
scarcely less tenderness than if things had ended as he 
desired, and, instead of this farewell, sad and indefinite 
beyond most farewells, they were giving the parental wel- 
come to a newly-chosen son. 

Ere ^ally quitting us. Lord Bavenel turned back to speak 
to John once more, hesitatingly and moumfuUy. 
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'" If she — ^if the child should ask or wonder about my ab- 
sence — she likes me in her innocent way you know — ^you 
will tell her— What shall you tell her ?** 

« Nothing. It is best not." 

"Ay, it is, it is." 

He shook hands with us all three, without saying anything 
else ; then the carriage rolled away, and we saw his £Eice — 
that pale, gentle, melancholy face — ^no more. 

It was years and years before any one beyond ourselves 
knew what a near escape our little Maud had had of be* 
coming Viscountess Ravenel — ^future Countess of Luxmore. 



CHAPTER XXXVn. 

It was not many weeks after this departure of Lord Rave- 
nel's — the pain of which was almost forgotten in the comfort 
of Guy's first long home letter, which came about this time 
— that John one morning, suddenly dropping his newspaper, 
exclaimed, 

" Lord Luxmore is dead.** 

Yes, he had returned to his dust, this old bad man ; so 
old, that people had begun to think he would never die. He 
was gone ; the man who, if we owned an enemy in the 
world, had certainly proved himself that enemy. Some- 
thing peculiar is there in a decease like this — of one whom, 
living, we have almost felt ourselves justified in condemning, 
avoiding — ^perhaps hating. Until Death stepping in between, 
removes him to another tribunal than this petty justice of 
ours, and laying a solemn finger on our mouths, forbids us 
either to think or utter a word of hatred against that which 
is now — ^what? — a disembodied spirit — & handful of cor- 
rupting clay. 

Lord Luxmore was dead. He had gone to his account; 
it was not ours to judge him. We never knew — ^l believe 
no one except his son ever fully knew — the history of his 
death-bed. 

John sat in silence, the paper before him, long after we 
had passed the news and (^cussed it, not without awe, all 
round the breakfast-table. 

Maud stole up— hesitatingly, and asked to see the an- 
nouncement of the Earl's decease. 
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*<No, mj chOd; but 70a shall hear it read abud, if 7011 
choose.'' 

I guessed the reason of his refusal ; when, looking over 
him as he read, I saw, after the long Hst of titles owned hy 
the new Earl of Luxmore, one bitter line ; how it must have 
cat to the heart of him whom we first heard of as < poor 
William !' 

^^Had Uketvise iBSue^ CaroUney married in 17 — , to Richard 
Brithwoody Esquire^ cfierwards divorcedJ* 

And b7 a curious coincidence^ about twent7 lines further 
down I read among the fa^iionable marriages — 

^^ At the British Embassi/y Parisy Sir Gerard Vermilyey Bart., 
to the youthful and beautiful daughter of " 

I forget who. I onl7 saw that the name was not her 
name, of whom the ^ youthful and beautiful ' bride had most 
likely never heard. He had not married Lady Caroline. 

This morning's intelligence brought the Luxmore family 
so much to our thoughts, that driving out aflter breakfast, 
John and I involuntarily recurred to the subJ3Ct. Nay, 
talking on, in the solitude of our front seat — ^for Mrs. 
Halifax, Miss Halifax, and Mrs. Edwin Halifax, in the 
carriage behind, were deep in some other subject — we fell 
upon a topic which by tacit consent had been laid aside, as 
in our household we held it good to lay aside, any inevitable 
regret. 

" Poor Maud ! how eager she was to hear the news to-day. 
She little thinks how vitally it might have concerned her." 

'^ No," John answered thoughtfully ; then asked me with 
some abruptness : " Why did you say *poor Maud V " 

I really could not tell ; it was a mere accident, the unwit- 
ting indication of some crotchets of mine, which had often 
come into my mind lately. Crotchets, perhaps peculiar to 
one, who, never having known a certain possession, found 
himself rather prone to over -rate its value. But it sometimes 
struck me as hard, considering how little honest and sincere 
love there is in the world, that Maud should never have 
known of Lord Ravenel's. 

Possibly, against my will, my answer implied something 
of this ; for John was a long time silent. Then he began to 
talk of various matters ; telling me of many improvements he 
was planning and executing, on his property, and among his 
people. In all his plans, and in the carrying out of them, I 
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noticed one peculiarity, strong in him througbont Itis life, but 
latterly grown stronger than ever — ^namely, that whatever he 
found to do, he did immediately. Procrastination had never 
been one of his faults ; now, he seemed to have a horror of 
putting anything off even for a single hour. Nothing that 
could be done, did he lay asid^ until it was done ; his busi- 
ness affairs were kept in perfect order; each day's work 
being completed with the day. And in the thqusand-and- 
one little things that were constantly arising, from his posi- 
tion as magistrate and land-owner, and his general interest 
in the movements of the time, the same system was invariably 
pursued. In his relations with the world outside, as in his 
own little valley, he seemed determined to * work while it 
was day.' If he could possibly avoid it, no application was 
ever unattended to ; no duty left unfinished ; no good un- 
acknowledged 'y no evil unremedied, or at least unforgiven. 

^' John," I said, as to-day this peculiarity of his struck me 
more than usual; "thou art certainly one of the faithful 
servants whom the Master when He cometh will find 
watching?' 

"I hope so. It ought to be thus with all men — ^but 
especially with me.** 

I imagined, firom his tone, that he was thinking of his 
responsibility as father, master, owner of large wealth. How 
could I know — how could I guess — ^beyond this ! 

" Do you think she looks palie, Phineas ?" he asked sud- 
denly. 

"Who— your wife?" 

" No— Maud. My little Maud. 

"It was but lately that he called her ^ his ' little Maud ; 
since with that extreme tenacity of attachment which was a 
part of his nature — refusing to put any one love in another 
love's place — his second daughter had never been to him like 
the first. Now, however, I -had noticed that he took Maud 
nearer to his heart, made her more often his companion, 
watching her with a sedulous tenderness — it was easy to 
guess why. 

" She may have looked a little paler of late, a little more 
thoughtful. But I am sure she is not unhappy." 

" I believe not— thank God ! " 

"Surely," I said anxiously," you have never repented what 
you did about Lord Ravenel I" 
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^^No — ^not once. It cost me so much, that I know it was 
right to be done." 

^^But if things had been otherwise — ^if 70a had not been 
so sure of Maad's feelings — ^ 

He started, painfbllj ; then answered — ^^ I think I shoold 
have done it sdll." 

I was silent. The paramonnt right, the high prerogative 
of love, which he held as strongly as I did, seemed attacked- 
in its liberty divine. For the moment, it was as if he too 
had in his middle-age gone over to the cold-blooded ranks of 
harsh parental prudence, despotic paternal role ; as if Ursula 
March's lover and Maud's ^Either were two distinct beings. 
One finds it so, often enough, with men. 

" John," I said, " could you have done it? could you have 
broken the child's heart?" 

^^ Yes, if it was to save her peace — perhaps her soul, I 
could have broken my child's heart" 

He spoke solemnly, with an accent of inexpressible pain, 
as if this were not the first time by many that he had pon- 
dered over such a possibility. 

" I wish, Fhineas, to make clear to you, in case of — of any 
fiiture misconceptions — my mind on this matter. One right 
alone I hold superior to ^e right of love, — duty. It is a 
Other's duty, at all risks, at all costs, to save his child from 
anything which he believes would peril her duty — so long as 
she is too young to understand fiilly how beyond the claim of 
any human being, be it father or lover, is God's claim to her- 
self and her immortal soul. Anything which would en- 
danger that, should be cut off — though it be the right hand — 
the right eye. But, thank God, it was not thus with my little 
Maud." 

''Nor with him either. He bore his disappointment 
welL" 

"Nobly. It may make a true nobleman of him yet. But, 
being what he is, and for as long as he remains so, he must 
not be trusted with my little Maud. I must take care of her 
while I live : afterwards — ^" 

His smile faded, or rather was transmuted into that grave 
thoughtfulness which I had lately noticed in him, when, as 
now, he fell into one of his long silences. There was nothing 
sad about it ; rather a serenity which reminded me of that 
sweet look of his boyhood, which had vanished during the 
manifold cares of his middle life. The expression of the ' 
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moutb, as I saw it in profile— close and calm— almost in- 
clined me to go4>ack to the fistnciful follies of our youth, and 
call him ^ David.' 

We drove through Norton Bury, and left Mrs. Edwin 
there. Then on, along the fanuliar road, towards the 
Manor-house : past the white gate, -mthin sight ^of little 
Longfield. 

<^It looks just the same — ^the tenant takes good care of 
it.** And John's eyes turned fondly to his old home. 

" Ay, just the same. Do you know your wife was saying 
to me tlds morning, that when Guy comes hack, when all 
the young folk are married, and you retire from business and 
settle into the otium cum digtUtate^ the learned leisure you used 
to plan — she would like to give up Beechwood. She said, 
she hopes you and she will end your days together at little 
Longfield.** 

"Did she?" Yes, I know that haa been always her 
dream." 

Scarcely a dream, or one that is not unlikely to be ful- 
filled. I like to fimcy you both two old people, sitting on 
either side the fire — or on the same side, if you like it best ; 
very cheerful — ^yon will make such a merry old man, John, 
with all your children round you, and indefinite grand- 
children about the house continually. Or else you two will 
sit alone together, just as in your early married days — ^you 
' and your old wife — ^tlie dearest and handsomest old lady that 
ever was seen." 

"Phineas— don't— don't." I was startled by the tone in 
which he answered the lightness of mine. "I mean — don't 
be planning out the future. It is foolish — ^it is almost wrong. 
God's will is not as our will ; and He knows best." 

I would have spoken; but just then we reached the 
Manor-house gate, and plunged at emce into present life, and 
into the hospitable circle of the Oldtowers. 

They were all in the excitement of a wonderful piece of 
gossip : gossip so strange, sudden, and unprecedented, that 
it absorbed dl lesser matters. It burst out before we had 
been in the house five minutes. 

*' Have you heard this extraordinary report about the 
Luxmore &mily ? " 

I could see Maud turn with eager attention — fixing hc^ 
eyes wistfully on Lady Oldtower. 
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*' About the earl's death? Yes, we saw it in the news- 
paper." And John passed on to some other point of con- 
versation. In vain. 

^' This news relates to the present earL I never heard of 
such a thing — ^never. In £bu^ if true, his conduct is some- 
thing which in its self-denial approaches absolute insanity. 
Is it possible that, being so great a friend of jour fiunilj, he 
has not informed 70U of the circumstances ? " 

These circumstances, with some patience, we extracted 
from the voluble Lady Oldtower. I^e had learnt them — I 
foi^et how : but ill news never wants a tongue to carry it. 

It seemed that on the Earl's death it was discovered, what 
had already been long suspected, that his liabilities, like his 
extravagances, were enormous. That he was obliged to live 
abroad, to escape in some degree the clamorous haunting of 
the hundreds he had ruined : poor tradespeople, who knew 
that their only chance of payment was during the old man's 
lifetime, for his whole property was entailed on the son. 

Whether Lord Bavenel had ev^ been acquainted with 
this state of things, or whether, being in ignorance of it, his 
own style of living had in degree imitated his father's, 
rumour did not say, nor indeed was it of much consequence. 
The facts subsequently becoming known immediately after 
Lord Luxmore's death, made all former coigectures ne- 



Not a week before he died, the late JEIarl and his son— 
chiefly it was believed on the latter's instigation — had cut off 
the entail, thereby making the whole property saleable, and 
available for the payment of creditors. Thus by his own 
act, and — as some one had told somebody that somebody else 
had heard Lord Ravenel say — '' for the honour of the family," 
the present Earl had succeeded to an empty title, and — 
beggary. 

" Or," Lady Oldtower added, " what to a man of rank wfll 
be the same as beggary — a paltxy two hundred a-year or so 
— which he has reserved, they say, just to keep him from 
destitution. Ah — here comes Mr. Jessop ; I thought he 
would. He can tell us all about it." 

Old Mr. Jessop was as much excited as any one present. 

" Ay — ^it's all. true— only too true, Mr. Halifax. He was 
at my house last night." 

" Last night !" I do not think anybody caught the child's 
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eicclamation but me ; I could not help watching little Maud, 
noticing what strong emotion, still perfectlj child-like and 
unguai^d in its demonstration, was shaking her innocent 
bosom, and overflowing at her eyes. However, as she sat 
still in her comer, nobodj observed her. 

^' Yes, he slept at mj house — ^Lord Ravenel, the Earl of 
Luxmore I mean. Much good will his title do him ! My 
head clerk is bettw off than he. He has stripped himself of 
every penny, except — ^bless me, I forget ; — Mr. Halifax, he 
gave me a letter for yon.'* 

John walked to the window, to read it ; but having read 
it, passed it openly round the circle ; as indeed was best. 

"My dear Friend, 
" You will have heard that my father is no more.** 

(" He used always to say * the Earl,' " whispered Maud, 
as she looked over my shoulder.) 

"I write this merely to say, what I feel sure yen will already 
hAve believed — that anything which you may learn con* 
ceming his affairs, I was myself unaware of, except in a very 
-sHght degree, when I last visited Beechwood. 

" Will you likewise believe that in all I have d<me or 
intend doing, your interests as my tenant — ^which I hope yoa 
will remain — have been, and shall be, sedulously guarded ? 

^My grateful remembrance to all your household. 
Faithfully yours, and theirs, 

" Luxmore." 

" Give me back the letter, Maud my child." 

She had been taking possession of it, as in right of being 
his " pet" she generally did of all Lord Ravenel's letters. 
But now, without a word of objection, she surrendered it to 
her father. 

"IVTiat does he mean, Mr. Jessop, about my interests as 
his tenant ? " 

" Bless me— I am so grieved about the matter, that every 
thing goes astray in my head. He wished me to explain to 
you, that he has reserved one portion of the Luxmore pro- 
perty intact — Enderley mills. The rent you pay will, he 
says, be a sufficient income for him ; and then while your 
lease lasts no other landlord can injure you. Very thoughtful 
of him — very thoughtful indeed, Mr. Halifax." 

John made no answer. 
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*< I never saw a man so altered. He went over some mat- 
ters with me — ^private charities, in which I have been his 
agent, 70U know — grave, clear-headed, bosiness-like ; my 
clerk himself could not have done better. Afterwards we 
sat and talked, and I tried — ^foolishly enough, when the thing 
' was done ! — ^to show him what a frantic act it was both to- 
wards himself and his heirs. But he could not see it. He 
said, cutting off the entail would harm nobody — ^for that he 
did not intend ever to many. Poor fellow 1" 

'' Is he with you still ? " John asked, in a low tone. 
' '< No ; he left this morning for Paris ; his father is to be 
buried there. Afterwards, he said, his movements were 
quite uncertain. He bade me good bye — ^I — ^I didn't like it, 
I can assure you.'* 

And the old man, blowing his nose with his yellow pocket- 
iianderkerchief, and twitching his features into all manner of 
shapes, seemed determined to put aside the melancholy subject, 
and dilated on the earl and his affairs no more. 

Nor did any one. Something in this young nobleman's 
noble act— it has since been not without a parallel among 
our aristocracy — ^silenced the tongue of gossip itself. The 
deed was so new — so unlike anything that had been conceived 
possible, especially in a man like Lord Bavenel, who had 
always borne the character of a harmless, idle, misanthropic 
nonentity — that society was really nonplussed concerning it 
Of the many loquacious visitors who came that morning to 
pour upon Lady Oldtower all the curiosity of Coltham — 
fashionable Coltham, famous for all the scandal of kaut ton,-^ 
there was none who did not speak of Lord Luxmore and his 
affairs with an uncomfortable, wondering awe. Some sug- 
gested he was going mad— others, raking up stories current 
of his early youth, thought he had turned Catholic again, 
and was about to enter a monastery. On^ or two honest 
hearts protested that he was a noble fellow, and it was a pity 
he had determined to be the last of the Luxmores. 

For ourselves— Mr. and Mrs. Halifax, Maud and I — ^we 
never spoke to one another on the subject all morning. Not 
until after luncheon, when John and I had somehow stolen 
out of the way of the visitors, and were walking to and firo 
in the garden. The sunny ftruit garden — ancient, Dutch, and 
square — ^with its barricade of a high hedge, a stone wall, and 
between it and the house a shining fence of great laurel 
trees. 



Digitized 



by Google 



^OWX HAUFAlf; 433 

Maud appeared suddenly before us from among tlies^ 
laurels, breathless. 

" I got away after you, father. I — ^I wanted to find some 
strawberries — and — ^T wanted to speak to you." 

" Speak on, little lady." 

He linked her arm in his, and she paced between us up 
and down the broad walk — ^but without diverging to the 
strawberry beds. She was grave, and paler than ordinary. 
Her father asked if she were tired ? 

" No, but my head aches. Those Coltham people do talk 
so. Father, I want you to explain to me, for I can't well 
understand it, all this that they have been saying about I^rd 
Eavenel." 

John explained, as simply and briefly as he could. 

" I understand. Then, though he is Earl of Luxmore, he 
is quite poor — ^poorer than any of us ? And he has made 
himself poor, in order to pay his own and his father's debts, 
and keep other people from suffering from any fault of his f 
Isitso!" 

"Yes, my child." 

" Is it not a very noble act, father ? " 

"Very noble." 

"I think it is the tfioblest act 1 ever heard of. I should 
like to tell him so. When is he coming to Beech wood !" 

Maud spoke quickly, with flushed cheeks, in the impetuous 
manner she inherited from her mother. Her question 
not being immediately answered, she repeated it still more 
eagerly. 

Her father replied — " I do not know." 

" How very strange ! I thought he would come at once 
— to-night, probably." 

I reminded her that Lord Kavenel had left for Paris, 
bidding good-bye to Mr. Jessop. 

" He ought to have come to us instead of to Mr. Jessop. 
Write and tell him so, father. Tell him how glad we shall 
be to see him. And perhaps you can help him : you who 
help everybody. He always said you were his best friend." ' 

"Did he?" 

" Ah now, do write, father dear — ^I am sure you will." 

John looked down on the little maid who hung on hi$ 
arm so persuasively, then looked sorrowftiUy away. 

" My child— I cannot" 
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^^What, not write to him?. When he is poor and in 
trouble? That is not like you^ £either/' and Maud hal^ 
loosed her arm. 

Her £either quietly pat the little rebellious hand back agmn 
to its place. He was evidently debating within himself 
whether he should tell her the whole truth, or how much of 
it. Not that the debate was new, for he must already have 
foreseen this possible, nay, certain, conjuncture. Especially 
as all his dealings with his family had hitherto been open as 
dayli^t. He held that to prevaricate, or wilfully to give 
the impression of a falsehood, is almost as mean as a direct 
lie. When anything occurred that he could not tell hifl 
children, he always said plainly, '' I cannot tell you," and 
they asked no more. 

I wondered exceedingly how he would deal with Maud. 

She walked with him, submissive yet not satisfied, glanc- 
ing at him from time to time, waiting for him to speak. At 
last she could wait no longer. 

'^ I am sure there is something wrong. You do not eare 
for Lord Ravenel as much as you used to do." 

" More, if possible.^' 

" Then write to him. Say, we want to see him — ^I want 
' to see him. Ask him to come and f tay a long while at 
Beeehwood." 

^I cannot, Maud. It would be impossible for him to 
come. I do not think he is likely to visit Beechwood for 
^ome time." 

" How long ? Six months ? A year, perhaps ? " 

" It may he several years." 

<' Then, I was right. Something has happened ; you are 
hot friends with him any longer. And he is poor-— in trou" 
1,1^— oh^ father I " 

She snatched her hand away, and flashed upon him re- 
proachful eyes. John took her gently by the arm, and made 
her sit down upon the wall of a little stone bridge, under 
which the moat slipped with a quiet murmur. Maud's tears 
dropped into it fast and free. 

That very outburst, brief and thundery as a child's pas- 
sion^ gave consolation both to her father and me. When it 
lessened, John spoke. 

^* Now has my little Maud ceased to be angry with her 
father?" ' 
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^ I did not meaii to be angry—- only I was so starded— eo 
grieved. Tell me what has happened, please, father V 

<'I will tell you — so fi&r as I can. Lord Ravenel and 
myself had some conversation, of a very painful kind, the 
Jast night he was with us. After it, we both considered it 
.advisable he should not visit us again for the present." 

" Why not ? Had you quarrelled ? or if you had, I 
thought my £either was always the first, to forgive eveiy* 
body.*' 

'* No, Maud, we had not quarrelled.** 

"Then, what was it?" 

*' My child, you must not ask, for indeed I cannot tell 
you." 

Maud sprang up— ^e rebellious spirit flashing out again* 
*^ Not tell me — me, his pet — me, that cared for him more 
than any of you did. I think you ought to tell me, ^Either/' 

" You must allow me to decide that, if you please." 

After this answer Maude paused, and said 4iumbly, *^ Doe0 
any one else know 1 " 

*^ Your mother, and your uncle Phineas, who lu4>pened to 
be present at the time. No one else : and no one else shall 
know." 

John spoke with that slight quivering and blueness of the 
lips which any mental excitement usually produced in him. 
Ue sat down by his daughter's side and took her hand. 

'' I knew this would grieve you, and I kept it from you as 
long as I could. Now you must only be patient, and like a 
good child trust your father." 

Something in his manner quieted her. She only sighed 
and said, ^' Sh6 could not understand it." 

" Neither can I — oftentimes, my poor little Maud. There 
are so many sad things in life that we have to take upon trusty 
and bear, and be patient with — ^yet never understand. I 
suppose we shall some day." 

His eyes wandered upward to the wide- arched blue sky, 
which in its calm beauty makes us fancy that Paradise is 
there, even though we know that '' the kingdom of Heaven is 
within U8,'' and that the kingdom of spirits may be around us 
and about us, everywhere. 

MaudJooked at her ^ther, and crept closer to him — ^into, 
his arms. 

*' I did not mean to be naughty. I will try not to mind 
p F 2 
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losing him. But I liked Lord Ravenel so much — ^and he was 
80 fond of me." 

*' Child " — and her father himself could not help smiling at 
the simplicity of her speech — " it is often easiest to lose those 
we are fond of and who are fond of us, because, in one 
sense, we never can really lose them. Nothing in this 
world, nor, I believe, in any other, can part those who truly 
and faithfully love. 

I think he was hardly aware how much he was implying, 
at least not in its relation to her, else he would not have said 
it. And he would surely have noticed, as I did, that the 
word " love," which had not been mentioned before — it was 
" liking," " fond of," " care for," or some such round-about, 
childish phrase — the word " love," made Maud start. She 
darted from one to the other of us a keen glance of inquiry, 
and then turned the colour of a July rose. ' 

Her attitude, her blushes, the shy tremble about her mouth, 
reminded me vividly, too vividly of her mother twenty-eight 
years ago. 

Alarmed, I tried to hasten the end of our conversation, 
lest, voluntarily or involuntarily, it might produce the very 
results which, though they might not have altered John's 
determination, would almost have broken his heart. 

So, begging her to " kiss and make friends," which Maud 
did, timidly, and without attempting further questions, I 
hurried the father and daughter into the house; deferring 
for mature consideration, the question whether or not I 
should trouble John with any too-anxious doubts of mine 
cqncerning her. 

As we drove back through Norton Bury, I 'saw that while 
her mother and Lady Oidtower conversed, Maud sat opposite 
rather more silent than her wont ; but when the ladies dis- 
mounted for shopping, she was again the lively independent 
Miss Halifax, 

— " Standing with reluctant feet, 
Where womanhood and childhood meet ;" 

and assuming at once the prerogatives and immunities of 
both. 

Her girlish ladyship at last got tired of silks and ribbons, 
and stood with me at the shop-door, amusing herself with 
commenting on the passers-by. 

These were jiot so plentiful as I once remembered, though 
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Still the old town wore its old face — appearing fairer than 
ever, as I myself grew older. The same Coltham coach 
stopped at the Lamb Inn, and the same group of idle loun- 
gers took an interest in its disemboguing of its contents. 
But railways had done an ill turn to the coach and to poor 
Norton Bury : where there used to be six inside passengers, 
to-day was turned out only one. 

"What a queer-looking little woman! Uncle Phineas, 
people shouldn't dress so fine as that when they are old." 

Maud's criticism was scarcely just. The light-coloured, 
flimsy gown, shorter than even Coltham fashionables would 
have esteemed decent, the fluttering bonnet, the abundance 
of flaunting curls — ^no wonder that the stranger attracted 
considerable notice in quiet Norton Bury. As she tripped 
mincingly along, in her silk stockings and light shoes, a 
smothered jeer arose. 

" People should not laugh at an old woman, however con- 
ceited she may be," said Maud, indignantly. 

"Is she old!" 

"Just look." 

And surely when, as she turned from side to side, I caught 
her ftiU face — what a face it was! withered, thin, sallow 
almost to deathliness, with a bright rouge-spot on each cheek, 
a broad smile on the ghastly mouth. 

" Is she crazy. Uncle Phineas I" 

"Possibly. Do not look at her." For I was sure this 
must be the wreck of such a life as womanhood does some- 
times sink to— a life, the mere knowledge of which had 
never yet entered our Maud's pure world. 

She seemed surprised, but obeyed me and went in. I 
stood at the shop-door, watchinpj the increasing crowd, and 
pitying, with that pity mixed with shame that every honest 
man must feel towards a degraded woman, the wretched 
object of their jeers. Half-frightened, she still kept up that 
set smile, skipping daintily from side to side of the pavement, 
darting at and peering into every carriage that passed. 
Miserable creature as she looked, there was a certain grace 
and ease in her movements, as if she had fallen from some 
far higher estate. 

At the moment, the Mythe carriage, with Mr. Brithwood 
in it, dozing his daily drive away, his gouty foot propped up 
before him— slowly lumbered up the street. The woman 
made a dart at it, but was held back. 
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" Canaille r I always hated your Norton Bury ! Oall my 
carriage. I will go home.'* 

Through its coarse discordance, its insane rage, I thought 
I knew the voice. Especially when, assuming a tone of 
command, she addre9sed the old coachman : 

" Draw up, Peter ; you are very late. People, give way I 
Don't you see my carriage ?** 

There was a roar of laughter, so loud that even Mr. 
Brithwood opened his duU, drunken eyes and stared ahout 
him. 

^ Canaille !" — ^and the scream was more of terror than 
anger, as she almost flung herself under the horses' heads in 
her eagerness to escape from the moh. ** Let me go ! My 
carriage is waiting. I am Lady Caroline Brithwood !" 

The 'squire heard her. For a single instant they gazed at 
one another — besotted husband, dishonoured, divorced wife 
-^gazed with horror and fear, as two sinners who had been 
each other's undoing, might meet in the poetic torments of 
Dante's " Lifemo," or the tangible fire and brimstone of many 
a blind but honest Christian's hell. One single instant, — ^and 
then Richard Brithwood made up his mind. 

" Coachman, drive on !" 

But the man — he was an old man — seemed to hesitate at 
urging his horses right over " my lady." He eve» looked 
down on her with a sort of compassion — ^I remembered 
having heard say that she was always kind and a^ble to her 
servants. 

" Drive on, you fool ! Here " — and Mr. Brithwood threw 
some coin amongst the mob — ^" Fetch the constable — some of 
you ; take the woman to the watch-house !" 

And the carriage rolled on, leaving her there, crouched on 
the kerbstone, gazing after it with something between a laugh 
and a moan. 

Nobody touched her. Perhaps some had heard of her; a 
few might even have seen her — <iriving through Norton Bury 
in her pristine state, as the young 'squires handsome wife— 
the charming Lady Caroline. 

I was so absorbed in the sickening sight, that I did not 
perceive how John and Ursula, standing behind me, had seen 
it likewise — evidently seen and understood it all. 

•* What is to be done ?" she whispered to him, 

" What ought we to do V 
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* Here Maud came running out to see what was amiss in the 
street. 

"Go in, child," said Mrs. Halifex sharply. "Stay till I 
fetch you.'' 

Lady Oldtower also advanced to the door; but catching 
some notion of what the disturbance was, shocked and scan- 
dalized, retired into the shop again. 

John looked earnestly at his wife, but for once she did 
not or would not understand his meaning; she drew back 
uneasily. 

** What must be done f — ^I mean, what do you want me to 
do?" 

" What only a woman can do — a woman like you, and in 
your position." 

" Yes, if it were only myself. But think of the household 
—think of Maud. People will talk so. It is hard to know 
how to act." 

Nay ; how did One act — ^how would He act now, if He 
stood in the street this day ? If we take care of aught of His, 
will He not take care of us and of our children T" 

Mrs. Halifax paused, thought a moment, hesitated — 
yielded. 

" John, you are right ; you are always right. I will do 
an3rthing you please." 

And then I saw, through the astonished crowd, in face of 
scores of window-gazers, fdl of whom knew them, and a great 
number of whom they also' knew, Mr. Halifax and his wife 
Walk up to where the miserable woman lay. 

John touched her lightly on the shoulder — she screamed 
and cowered down. 

"Are you the constable! He said he would send the 
constable." 

" Hush ! — do not be afraid. Cousin — Cousin Caroline." 

God knows how long it was since any woman had spoken 
to her in that tone. It seemed to startle back her shatt^ed 
wits. She rose to her feet, smiling airily. 

"Madam, you are very kind. I believe I have had the 
pleasure of seeing you somewhere. Your name is " 

" Ursula Halifkx. Do you remember ?" — speaking gently, 
as she would have done to a child. 

Lady Caroline bowed — a ghastly mockery of her former 
sprightly grace. " Not exactly j but I dare say I shall 
presently — au revoir^ madame l" 
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, She was going away, kissing her hand — ^that jellow 
wrinkled, old woman's hand, — but John stopped her. 

" My wife wants to speak to you, Lady Caroline. She 
wishes you to come home with us." 

*' Plait U ?— oh yes ; I understand. I shall be happy — ^most 
tappy." 

John offered her his arm with an air of grave deference ; 
Mrs. Halifax supported her on the other side. Without 
more ado, they put her in the carriage and drove home, 
leaving Maud in my charge, and leaving astounded Norton 
Pury to think and say— exactly what it pleased. 



CHAPTER XXXVni. 

Fob nearly three years Lady Caroline lived in our house — • 
if that miserable existence of hers could be called living — 
bed-ridden, fallen into second childhood : 

" Pleased with a rattle, tickled with a straw ;" 
oblivious to both past and present, recognising none of us, 
and taking no notice of anybody, except now and then of 
Edwin's little daughter, baby Louise. 

We knew that all our neighbours talked us over, making 
far more than a nine days' wonder of the " very extraordinary 
conduct" of Mr. and Mrs. Halifax. That even good Lady 
Oldtower hesitated a little before she suffered her tribe of fair 
daughters to visit under the same roof where lay, quite out 
of the way, that poor wreck of womanhood, which would 
hardly have tainted any woman now. But in process of time 
the gossip ceased of itself; and when, one summer day, a 
small decent funeral moved out of our garden gate to Enderley 
churchyard, all the comment was — 

" Oh ! is she dead I — ^What a relief it must be I How very 
IfAnd of Mr. and Mrs. Halifax I" 

Yes, she was dead, and had " made no sign," either of 
repentance, grief, or gratitude. Unless one could consider 
as such a moment's lightening before death, which Maud de- 
clared she saw in her — Maud, who had tended her with a 
devotedness which neither father nor mother forbade, be- 
lieving that a woman cannot too soon learn womanhood's 
best "mission" — -usefulness, tenderness and charity. Miss 
Halifax was certain that a few minutes before the last mi-* 
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note, she saw a gleam of sense in the filmy eyes, and stooping 
down, had caaght some feeble murmur about '^ William—* 
poor William!" 

She did not tell me this ; she spoke of it to no one but her 
mother, and to her briefly. So the wretched life once beau- 
tiful and loveful, was now ended, or perhaps bom into some 
new sphere to begin again its struggle after the highest 
beauty, the only perfect love. What are we that we should 
place limits to the infinite mercy of the Lord and Giver of 
Life, unto whom all life returns ? 

We buried her and left her ; — 'poor Lady Caroline I 

No one interfered with us, and we appealed to no one. 
In truth, there was no one unto whom we could appeal. 
Lord Luxmore, immediately after his father's funeral, had 
disappeared, whither, no one knew except his solicitor ; who 
treated with and entirely satisfied the host of creditors, and 
into whose hands the sole debtor, John Halifax, paid hict 
yearly rent: Therewith, he wrote several times to Lord 
Luxmore ; but the letters were simply acknowledged through 
the lawyer : never answered. Whether in any of them John 
alluded to Lady Caroline, I do not know ; but I rather think 
not, as it would have served no purpose and only inflicted 
pain. No doubt, her brother hstd long since beUeved her 
dead, as we and the world had done. 

In that same world, one man, even a nobleman, is of little 
account. Lord Ravenel sank in its wide waste of waters, 
and they closed over him. Whether he were drowned or 
saved, was of small moment to any one. He was soon for- 
gotten, — everywhere except at Beechwood ; and sometimes 
it seemed as if he were even forgotten there. Save that in 
our family we found it hard to learn this easy, convenient 
habit — to forget. 

Hard,Hhough seven years had passed since we saw Guy's 
merry face, to avoid missing it keenly still. The mother, as 
her years crept on, oftentimes wearied for him with a 
yearning that could not be told. The father, as Edwin be- 
came engrossed in his own aflairs, and Walter's undecided 
temperament kept him a boy long after boyhood, often seemed 
to look round vaguely for an eldest son's young strength to 
lean upon; often said anxiously, "I wish Guy were at 
home." 
. Yet still there was no hint of his coming ; better he nevet 
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came at all than came against ho will^ or came to meet tber 
least pain, the shadow of disgrace* And he was contented- 
and prosperous in the western world, leading an active and 
nBefol life, earning an honourable name. He had taken a 
partner, he told us ; there was real friendship between them^ 
and thej were doing well ; perhaps might make, in a few 
years, one of those rapid fortunes which clever men of bH8i<*> 
ness do make in America, and did especially at that time. 

He was also eager and earnest upon other and higher 
cares than mere business ; entered warmly into his fatber^a 
sympathy about many political measures now occupying 
men's minds. A great number of comparative &cts con- 
oeming the &ctory children in England and America; a 
mass of evidence used by Mr. Fowdl Buxton in his arga« 
menta for the abolition of slavery ; and many other things, 
<Miginated in the impulsive activity, now settled into mature 
manty energy, of Mr. Guy Halifax, of Boston, U. S.— " our 
Guy." 

^' The lad is making a stir in the world," said his father 
one day, when we had read his last letter. " I shaU not 
wonder if when he comes home, a deputation from his native 
Norton Bury were to appear, requesting him to accept the 
honour of representing them in Parliament. He would suit 
them — at least, as regards the canvassing and the ladies— -« 
great deal better than his old father— eh, love ? " 

Mrs. Halifax smiled, rather unwillingly, for her husband 
referred to a subject which had cost her some pain at the 
time. After the Reform Bill passed, many of our neigh* 
hours, who had long desired that one of John's high eharac* 
ter, practical knowledge, and influence in the town, should 
he its M.P., and were aware that his sole objection to enter* 
ing the House was the said question of Reform, urged him 
very earnestly to stand for Norton Bury. 

To everbody's surprise, and none more than our own, he 
refused. 

Publicly he assigned no reason for this, except his con* 
vicdon that he could not disdiarge aa he ought and as he 
would ODce have done, duties which he held so sacred and 
indi^>ensable. His letter, brief and simple, thanking his 
^' good neighbours," and wishing them " a younger and wor- 
thier" member, might be found in some old file of the Norton 
Bury Herald still. Even the Nortcm Bury Mercury, in re- 
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pnating it, commented on its touching honesty and iNrevi^, 
and— concluding his political career was ended with it,— 
condescended to bestow on Mr. Halifax the usual obituary 

" We could have better spared a better man.** 
. When his family, and even his wife, reasoned with him, 
knowing that to enter parliament had long been his thought, 
nay, his desire, and perhaps herself talcing a natural pride in 
the idea of seeing M.P. — M.P. of a new and unbribed House 
of Commons — after his well-beloved name; — to us and to 
her he gave no clearer motive for his refusal than to the 
electors of Norton Bury, 

" But you are not old, John,** I argued with him one day? 
you possess to the ftill the mens sana in corpore sano. No man 
can be more fitted than yourself to serve his country, as yoa 
used to say it might be served, and you yourself might serve 
it. after Reform was gained.** 

He smiled, and jocularly thanked me for my good 
opinion. 

"Nay, such service is almost your duty; you yourself 
once thought so too. Why have you changed your mind V* 

"I have not changed my mind, but circumstances have 
changed my actions. As for duty — duty begins at home. 
Believe me, I have thought well over the subject. Brother, 
we will not refer to it again.'* 

I saw that something in the matter pained him, and 
obeyed his wish. Even when, a few days after, perhaps 
as some compensation for the mother*s disappointment, he 
gave this hint of Guy's taking his place and entering Parlia- 
ment in his room. 

For any one — ^nay, his own son — to take John's place, to 
stand in John's room, was not a pleasant thought, even in 
jest ; we let it pass by unanswered, and John himself did not 
recur to it. 

Thus time went on, placidly enough ; the father and 
mother changed into grandfather and grandmother, and 
little Maud into Auntie Maud. She bore her new honours 
and fulfilled her new duties with great delight and success. 
She had altered much of late years : at twenty, was as old 
as many a woman of thirty — ^in all the advantages of age. 
She was sensible, active, resolute, and wise; sometimes 
thoughtful, or troubled with fits of what in any less whole- 
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some temperament would have been melancholy ; but as it- 
was her humours only betrayed, themselves in some slight 
restlessness or irritability, easily soothed by a few tender 
words or a rush out to Edwin's, and a peaceful coming back 
to that happy home, whose principal happiness she knew 
that she, the only daughter, made. 

She more than once had unexceptionable chances of- 
quitting it ; for Miss Halifax possessed plenty of attractions, 
both outwardly and inwardly, to say nothing of her not in- 
considerable fortune. But she refused all offers, and to the 
best of our knowledge was a free-hearted damsel still. 

Her father and mother seemed rather glad of this than 
otherwise. They would not have denied her any happiness 
she wished for ; still it was evidently a relief to them that 
she was slow in choosing it ; slow in quitting their arms of 
love to risk a love untried. Sometimes, such is the weakness 
of parental humanity, I verily believe they looked forward 
with complacency to the possibility of her remaining always 
Miss Halifax. I remember one day, when Lady Oldtower 
was suggesting — ^half jest, half earnest, "better any marriage 
than no marriage at all;" Maud's father replied, very 
seriously — 

'< Better no marriage, than any marriage that is less than 
the best." 

" How do you mean f " 

"I believe," he said, smiling, "that somewhere in the 
world every man has his right wife, every woman her right 
husband. If my Maud's comes he shall have her. If not, I 
shall be well content to see her a happy old maid." 

Thus after many storms, came this lull in our lives; 
a season of busy yet monotonous calm. — I have heard say 
that peace itself, to be perfect, ought to be monotonous. We 
had enough of it to satisfy our daily need ; we looked for- 
ward to more of it in time to come, when Guy should be at 
home, when we should see safely secured the futures of all 
the children, and for ourselves a green old age, 
** Journeying in long serenity away." 

A time of heavenly calm — which as I look back upon it, 
grows heavenlier still! — Soft summer days and autumn 
afternoons, spent under the beech-wood, or on the Flat. 
Quiet winter evenings, all to ourselves — ^Maud and her 
mother working, Walter drawing. The father sitting with 
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his back to the lamp— its light making a radiance over his 
l^row and white bald crown, and as it thrilled through the 
curls behind, restoring somewhat of the youthful colour to 
his fading hair. Nay, the old youthful ring of his Toice I 
caught at times, when he found something funny in his book 
and read it out loud to us ; or laying it down, sat talking, as 
he liked to talk, about things, speculative, philosophical, or 
poetical — things which he had necessarily let slip in the 
hurry and press of his business life, in the burthen and heat 
of the day ; but which now as the cool shadows of evening 
were drawing on, assumed a beauty and a nearness, and 
were again caught up by him — precious as the dreams of his 
youth. 

Happy, happy time — sunshiny summer, peacefu winter — 
we marked neither as they passed ; but now we hold both— - 
in a sacredness inexpressible — ^a foretaste of that Land where 
there is neither summer nor winter, neither days nor years. 

The first break in our repose came early in the new year. 
There had been no Christmas letter from Guy, and he never 
once in all his wanderings had missed writing home at Christ- 
mas time. When the usual monthly mail came in, and no 
word from him — a second month, and yet nothing, we begaq 
to wonder about his omission less openly — to cease scolding 
him for his carelessness. Though over and over again we 
still eagerly brought up instances of the latter — " Guy is such 
a thoughtless boy about his correspondence." 

Gradually, as his mother's chSek grew paler, and his father 
more anxious- eyed, more compulsorily cheerful, we gave up 
discussing publicly the many excellent reasons why no letters 
should come from Guy. We had written as usual, by every 
mail. By the last — ^by the March mail, I saw that in addi-f 
tion to the usual packet for Mr. Guy Halifax — his father, 
taking another precautionary measure, had written in business 
form to " Messrs. Guy Halifax and Co.*' Guy had always, 
^^ just like his carelessness ! " omitted to give the name of his 
partner ; but addressed thus, in case of any sudden journey 
or illness of Guy's, the partner, whoever he was, wouli} be 
sure to write. 

In May — ^nay, it was on May-day, I remember, for we 
were down in the mill-meadows with Jjouise, and her little 
ones, going a-maying — there came in the American mail. 

It brought a large packet — ^all our letters of this year sent 
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back again, directed in a strange hand, to ~'' John Halifax, 
Esqaire, Beechwood,'' with the annotation, '' By Mr. Qwy 
Halifax's desire/' 

Among the rest — though the sickening sight of them had 
blinded even his motlier at first, so that her eje did not catch 
it, was one that explained — most satisfactorily explained, wo 
said — ^the reason they were thus returned. It was a few lines 
£rom Guy himself, stating that unexpected good fortune had 
made him determine to come home at once. If circumstances 
thwarted this intention, he would write without &il ; other* 
wise he should most likely sail by an American merchanUnaa 
* — ^the Stars-and-Stripes. 

" Then he is coming home. On his way home ! '* 

And the mother, as with one shaking Imnd she hdld fast 
the letter, with the other steadied herself by the rail of John's 
desk — ^I guessed now why he had ordered all the letters to be 
brought first to his counting-house. " When do you think 
we shall see — Guy I " 

At thought of that happy sight, her bravery broke down. 
She wept heartily and long. 

John sat still, leaning over the front of his desk. By his 
sigh, deep and glad, one could tell what a load was lifted off 
the Other's heart, at prospect of his son's return. 

^' The liners are only a month in sailing ; but this is a 
barque most likely, which takes longer time. Love, show 
me the date of the boy's letter." 

She looked for it herself 'It was in January ! 

The sudden fall from certainty to uncertainty — ^the wild 
clutch at that which hardly seemed a real joy until seen 
fading down to a mere hope, a chance, a possibility — ^who 
has not known all this ? 

I remember how we all stood — ^mute and panic-struck, in 
the dark little counting-house. I remember seeing Louise, 
with her children in the door-way, trying to hush their 
laughing, and whispering to them something about ^'poor 
Uncle Guy." 

John was the first to grasp the unspoken dread, and show* 
that it was less than at first appeared. 

^' We ought to have had this letter two months ago ; this 
shows how often delays occur — we ought not to be surprised 
or uneasy at anything. Guy does not say when the ship 
was to sail — she may be on her voyage still. If he had but 
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fe^ven ibe'name of ber owners I But I can write to Lloyd's; 
and find out everything. Cheer up, mother. — ^Please 6od« 
you shall have that wandering, heedless boy of yours back 
before long." 

He replaced the letters in their enclosure — held a ginenl 
consultation, into which he threw a passing gleam of &dnt 
gaiety, as to whether being ours, we had a right to bum 
them, or whether having passed through the post-office thejr 
were not the writer's but the owner's property, and Guy 
coukl dium them with all their useless news, on his arrival 
in England. This was finally decided, and the mother, with 
a faint smile, declared that nobody should touch them ; she 
would put tbem^under lock and key '^ till Guy came home." 

Then she took her husband's arm; and the rest of ns 
fc^owed them, as they walked slowly up the hill to Beech- 
wood. 

But afler that day Mrs. Halifax's strength decayed. Not 
suddenly, scarcely perceptibly ; not with any outward com^ 
plaint, except what she jested over as '^ the natund weakness 
of old age ;" but there was an evident change. Week by 
week, her long walks shortened; she gave up her village 
school to me ; and though she went about the house Btill and 
insisted on keeping the keys, gradually, '^ just for the sake of 
practice," the domestic surveillance fell into the hands of 
Maud. 

An answer arrived from Lloyd's: the Stars-and-Stripes 
was an American vessel, probably of small tonnage and 
importance, for the under- writers knew nothing of it. 
, More delay — more suspense. The summer days came— 
but not Guy. No news of him — ^not a word — not a line. 

His father wrote to America — pursuing enquiries in all 
directions. At last, some tangible clue was caught. The 
Stars-and'Stripea had sailed, had been spoken with about the 
Windward Isles — and never heard of afterwards. 

Still, there was a hope — John told the hope first, before 
he ventured to speak of the missing ship, and even then had 
to break the news gently, for the mother had grown frail and 
weak, and could not bear things as she used to do. She 
clung as if they had been words of life or death, to the ship- 
owner's postscript — *' that they had no recollection of the 
name of Halifax ; there might have been such a gentleman 
on board — they could not say. But it was not probable ; for 
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the Stars-and-Stripes was a trading vessel, and had not good 
accomodation for passengers." 

Then came week after week — ^I knew not how they went 
by — one never does, afterwards. At the time, they were 
finghtftiUy vivid, hour by hour ; we rose each morning, sure 
that some hope would come in the course of the day ; we 
went to bed at night, heavily, as if there were no such thing 
as hope in the world. Gradually, and I think that was the 
worst consciousness of all— our life of suspense became 
perfectly natural ; and everything in and about the house 
went on as usual, just as though we knew quite well — ^what 
the Almighty Father alone knew ! — where our poor lad was, 
and what had become of him. Or rather, as if we had 
settled in the certainty which perhaps the end of our own 
lives alone would bring us, that he had slipped out of life 
altogether, and there was no such being as Guy Halifax 
under this pitiless sun. 

The mother's heart was breaking. She made no moan^ 
but we saw it in her face. One morning — ^it was the morn- 
ing aft«r John's birth-day, which we had made a feint of 
keeping, with Grace Oldtower, the two little grand-children, 
Edwin and Louise — she was absent at breakfast and dinner ; 
she had not slept well, and was too tired to rise.* Many days 
following it happened the same ; with the same faint excuse, 
or with no excuse at all. How we missed her about the 
house 1-^ay, change i as she had been. How her husband 
wandered about, ghost-like, from room to room !— could not 
rest anywhere, or do anything. Finally, he left our com«> 
pany altogether, and during the hours that he was at home 
rarely quitted for more than a few minutes the quiet bed^ 
chamber, where, every time his foot entered it, the poor pale 
face looked up and smiled. 

Ay, smiled; for I noticed, as many another may have 
done in similar cases, that when her physical health defi- 
nitely gave way, her mental health returned. The heavy 
burthen was lighter ; she grew more cheerful, more patient ; 
seemed to submit herself to the Almighty will, whatever it 
might be ; as she lay on her sofa in the study, where one or 
two evenings John carried her down, almost as easily as he 
used to carry little Muriel, his wife would rest content with 
her hand in his, listening to his reading, or quietly looking 
at him, as though her lost son's face which a few weeks since 
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she said haunted her continnaUy, were now forgotten in his 
fether's. Perhaps she thought the one she should soon see 
— ^while the other — 

•* Phineas," she whispered one day, when I was putting a 
shawl over her feet, or doing some other trifle that she 
thanked me for — " Phineas, — ^if anything happens to me,; 
you will comfort John ? ** 

Then first I began seriously to contemplate a possibility, 
hitherto as impossible and undreamed of as that the moon 
should drop out of the height of heaven — ^What would the 
house be without the mother ? 

Her children never suspected this, I saw : but they were 
young — for her husband — 

I could not understand John. He, so quick-sighted ; he 
who meeting any sorrow looked steadily up at the Hand 
that smote him, knowing neither the coward's dread, nor the 
unbeliever's disguise of pain — surely he must see what wa^ 
impending. Tet he was as calm as if he saw it not. Calm, 
as no man could be, contemplating the supreme parting 
between two who nearly all their lives had been not two, but 
one flesh. 

Yet I had once heard him say that a great love, and only 
that, makes parting easy. Could it be that this love of his, 
which had clasped his wife so firmly, faithfully, and long, 
fearlessly clasped her still, by its own perfectness assured of 
its immortality I 

But all the while his human love clung about her, showing 
itself in a thousand forms of watchful tenderness. And hers^ 
clung to him, closely, dependently ; she let herself be taken 
care of, ruled and guided, as if with him she found helpless- 
ness restful and submission sweet. Many a little outward 
fondness, that when people have been long married naturally 
drops into disuse, was revived again ; he would bring her 
flowers out of the garden, or new books from the town ; and 
many a time, when no one noticed, I have seen him stoop 
and press his lips upon the faded hand, where the wedding- 
ring hung so loosely ; — his own for so many years, his own 
till the dust claimed it, that well-beloved hand ! 

Ay, he was right. Loss, affliction, death itself, are power- 
less in the presence of such a love as theirs. 

It was already the middle of July. From January to July 
months! Our neighbours without — and there were 

6G 
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many who felt for us — ^never asked now, " Is there any news 
of ]^^. Guy I " Even pretty Grace OWtower — pretty still, 
but youthful no longer— only lifted her eyes enquiringly as 
she crossed our doorway, and dropped them again with a 
hopeless sigh. She had loved us all, faithfully and well, for 
a great many years. 

One night, when Miss Old tower had just gone home after 
staying with us the whole day — Maud and I sat, in the study^ 
by ourselves, where we^ generally sat now. The father spent 
all his evenings up stairs. We could hear his step over- 
head as he crossed the room or opened the window, then 
drew his chair back to its constant place by his wife's bed- 
side. Sometimes there was a faint murmur of reading or 
talk ; then long silence. 

Maud and I sat in silence too. She had her own thoughts 
—I mine. Perhaps they were often one and the same : per- 
haps — for youth is youth after all— they may have diverged 
widely. Hers were deep, absorbed thoughts, at any rate, 
travelling fast — ^feist as her needle travelled ; for she had im- 
perceptibly fallen into her mother's ways and her mother's 
work. 

We had the lamp lit, but the windows were wide open ; 
and thi*ough the sultry summer night we could hear the 
trickle of the stream and the rustle of the leaves in the beech- 
wood. We sat very still, waiting for nothing, expecting 
nothing; in the dull patience which always fell upon us 
about this hour — the hour before bed-time, when nothing more 
was to be looked for but how best to meet another dreary 
day. 

" Maud, was that the click of the frbnt gate swinging ?" 

" No, I told Walter to lock it before he went . to bed. 
Last night it disturbed my mother." 

Again silence. So deep that the maid's opening the door 
made us both start. 

" Miss Halifax — ^there's a gentleman wanting to see Miss 
Halifax." 

Maud sprung up in her chair, breathless. 

" Any one you know, is it ?" 

« No, Miss." 

" Show the gentleman in.** 

He stood already in tlie doorway, — tall, brown, bearded. 
Maud just glanced at him, then rose, bending stiffly, aft^r the 
manner of Miss Halifax of Beechwood. 
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" Will you be seated? My father—** 
*' Maud, don't you know me ? Where's my mother ? I 
am Guy." 



CHAPTER XXXIX. 

6ur and his mother were together. She lay on a sofa in 
her dressing-room ; he sat on a stool beside her, so that her 
arm could rest on his neck and she could now and then turn 
his face towards her and loot at it ; — oh, what a look I 

She had had him with her for two whole days — two days 
to be set against eight years ! Yet the eight years seemed 
already to have collapsed into a span of time, and the two 
days to have risen up a great mountain of happiness, making 
a barrier complete n^ainst the woful past, as happiness can 
do— thanks to the AU-merciful for His mercies. Most 
especially for that mercy — true as His truth to the experi- 
ence of all pure hearts, — that one bright, brief season of joy 
can outweigh, in reality and even in remembrance, whole 
years of apparently interminable pain. 

Two days only since the night Guy came home, and yet it 
seemed months ago ! Already we had grown familiar to the 
tall bearded figure; the strange step and voice about the 
house ; all except Maud, who was rather shy and reserved 
still. We had ceased the endeavour to reconcile this our 
Guy — this tall, grave man of nearly thirty, looking thirty- 
five and more— with Guy, the boy that left us, the boy that 
in all our lives we never should find again. Nevertheless, 
we took him, just as he was, to our hearts, i^joicing in him 
one Mid all with inexpressible joy. 

He was much altered, certainly. It was natural, nay, 
right, that he should be. He had sufiered much ; a great 
d^ more than he ever told us — at least, not liil long afiter ; 
had gone through poverty, labour, sickness, i^ipwreck. He 
had written home by the Stm*s-and-Stripes — sailed a fort- 
ni^t later by another vessel — ^been cast away — picked up 
by an outward bound ship, — ^and finally landed in England, 
he and his partner, as penniless as they left it. 

*' Was your partner an Englishman then ?" said Maud, 
who sat at tiie foot of the sofa, listening. *' You have not 
told us anything about him yet." 

gg2 
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Guy half smiled. " I will, by-and-by. It's a long story. 
Just now I don't want to think of anybody or anything 
except my mother." 

He turned, as he did twenty times a-day, to press his 
rough cheek upon her hand and look up into her thin face, 
his eyes overflowing with love. 

"You must get well now, mother. Promise !" 

Her smile promised — and even began the fulfilment of the 
same. 

" I think she looks stronger already ;— does she, Maud t 
You know her looks better than I ; I don't ever remember 
her being ill in old times. Oh, mother, I will never leave 
you again — ^never!" 

"No, my boy." - 

" No, Guy, no." — John came in, and stood watching them 
both contentedly. " No, my son, you must never leave your 
mother." 

" I will not leave either of you, father," said Guy, with a 
reverent affection that must have gladdened the mother's 
heart to the very core. Resigning his place by her, Guj 
took Maud's, facing them ; and father and son began to talk 
of various matters concerning their home and business ar- 
rangements; taking counsel together, as &ther and son ought 
to do. These eight years of separation seemed to have brought 
them nearer together ; the difference between them — in age, 
far less than between most fathers and sons, had narrowed 
into a meeting point. Never in all his life had Guy been so 
deferent, so loving to his father. And with a peculiar trust 
and tenderness, John's heart turned to his eldest son, the 
heir of his name, his successor at Enderley Mills. For, in 
order that Guy might at once take his natural place and 
feel no longer a waif and stray upon the world, already a 
plan had been started, that the firm of Halifax and Sons 
should become Halifax Brothers. Perhaps, ere very long — 
only the mother said privately, rather anxiously too, that she 
did not wish this part of the scheme to be mentioned to Guy 
just now — ^perhaps, ere long it would be "Guy Hali&x, 
Esquire, of Beechwood ;" and " the old people " at happy 
little Longfield. 

As yet, Guy had seen nobody but ourselves, and nobody 
had seen Guy. Though his mother gave various good 
reasons why he should not make his public appearance as a 
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" shipwrecked mariner **— costume and all, yet it was easy 
to perceive that she looked forward not without apprehension 
to some meetings which must necessarily soon occur, but to 
which Guy made not the smallest allusion. He had asked, 
cursorily and generally, after " all my brothers and sisters," 
and been answered in the same tone ; but neither he nor we 
had as yet mentioned the names of Edwin or Louise. 

They knew he was come home ; but how and where the 
first momentous meeting should take place, we left entirely 
to chance, or, more rightly speaking, to Providence. 

So it happened thus. Guy was sitting quietly on the sofa 
at his mother's feet, and his father and he were planning to- 
gether in what way could best be celebrated, by our school- 
children, tenants, and work-people, an event which we took 
a great interest in, though not greater than in this year was 
taken by all classes throughout the kingdom — ^the day fixed 
for the abolition of Negro Slavery in our Colonies — the 1st 
of August, 1834.. He sat in an attitude that reminded me 
of his boyish lounging ways ; the picture of content ; though 
a. stream of sunshine pouring in upon his head through the 
closed Venetian blind, showed many a deep line of care on 
his forehead, and more than one silver thread among his 
brown hair. 

In a pause — during which no one exactly liked to ask 
what we were all thinking about — ^there came a little tap at 
the door, and a little voice outside. 

^^ Please, me want to come in.'' 

Maud jumped up, to refuse admission ; but Mr. Halifax 
forbade her, and himself went and opened the door. A little 
child stood there — a little girl of three years old. 

Apparently guessing who she was, Guy rose up hastily, 
and sat down in his place again. 

^^ Come in, little maid," said the father ; '^ come in, and 
tell us what you want." 

" Me want to see Grannie and Uncle Guy." 

Guy started, but still he kept his seat. The mother took 
her grandchild in her feeble arms, and kissed her, saying 
softly, 

" There — ^that is Uncle Guy. Go and speak to him." 

And then, touching his knees, Guy felt the tiny, fearless 
hand. He turned round, and looked at the little thing, 
reluctantly, inquisitively. Still he did not speak to or touch 
her. 



Digitized 



by Google 



454 JOHK HALIFAX. 

" Are you Uncle Guy 1 '* 

"Yes/' 

" Why don't you kiss me 1 Everybody kisses me," said 
everybody's pet; neither frightened nor shy; never dreaming 
of a repulse. 

Nor did she find it Her little fingers were suffered to 
cling round the tightly-closed hand. 

" What is your name, my dear I " 

** Louise — mamma's little Louise." 

Guy put back the curls, and gazed long and wistfully into 
the childish face, where the inherited beauty was repeated 
line for line. But softened, spiritualized, as, years after its 
burial, some ghost of a man's old sorrows may rise up and 
meet him, the very spirit of peace shining out of its celestial 
eyes. 

" Little Louise, you are very like — ^" 

He stopped — and bending down, kissed her. Li that kiss 
vanished for ever the last shadow of his boyhood's love. Not 
that he forgot it — God forbid that any good man should ever 
either forget or be ashamed of his first love ! But it and all 
its pain fled far away, back into the sacred eternities of 
dream-land. 

When, looking up at last, he saw a large, fair, matronly 
lady sitting by his mother's sofa, Guy neither started nor 
turned pale. It was another and not his lost Louise. He 
rose and offered her his hand. 

^< You see, your little daughter has made friends with me 
already. She is very like you ; only she has Edwin's hair. 
Where is my brother Edwin 1 " 

" Here, old fellow. Welcome home." 

The two brothers met warmly, nay, affectionately. Edwin 
was not given to demonstration ; but I saw how his features 
twitched, and how he busied himself over the knots in his 
little girl's pinafore for a minute or more. When he spoke 
again, it was as if nothing had happened and Guy had never 
been away. 

For the mother, she lay with her arms folded, looking from 
one to the other mutely, or closing her eyes with a faint stir- 
ring of the lips, like prayer. It seemed as if she dared only 
thus to meet her exceeding joy. 

Soon, Edwin and Louise left us for an hour or two, and 
Guy went on with the history of his life in America and his 



Digitized 



by Google 



JOHN HALIFAX. 455 

!>artBer who had come home with him, and, like himself, had 
ost his all. 

^^ Harder for him than for me ; he is older than I am. Hq 
knew nothing whatever of business when he offered himself 
as my clerk ; since then he has worked like a slave. In a 
fever I had, he nursed me ; he has been to me these threq 
years the best, truest friend. He is the noblest fellow. 
Father, if you only knew — " 

" Well, my son, let me know him. Invite the gentleman 
to Beechwood ; or shall I write and ask him ? Maud, fetch 
me your mother's desk. Now then, Guy — ^you are a very 
forgetful fellow still ; you have never yet told us your friend's 
name." 

Guy looked steadily at his father, in his own straightfor- 
ward way ; hesitated — then apparently made up his mind. 

" I did not tell you, because he wished me not ; not till 
you understood him as well a§ I do. You knew him your-» 
self once — ^but he has wisely dropped his title. Since he 
came over to me in America, he has been only Mr. William 
Ravenel." 

This discovery — ^natural enough when one began to think 
pver it, but incredible at first, astounded us all. For Maud 
—-well was it that the little Louise seated in her lap hid and 
controlled in some measure the violent agitation of poor 
Auntie Maud. 

Ay — Maud loved him. Perhaps she had guessed the 
secret cause of his departure, and love creates love, often - 
times- Then his brave renunciation of rank, fortune, even 
of herself — women glory in a mo]*al hero— one who haa 
strength to lose even love, and bear its loss, for the sake of 
duty or of honour. His absence, too, might have done 
much : — absence which smothers into decay a rootless fancy, 
but oflen nourishes the least seed of a true affection into full- 
flowering love. Ay- — ^Maud loved him. How, or why, or 
when, at first, no one could tell — ^perhaps not even herself; 
but so it was, and her parents saw it. 

Both were deeply moved — her brother likewise. 

"Father," he whispered, "have I done wrong! I did 
not know — how could I guess ? " 

"No, no— my son. It is very strange — all things just 
now seem so strange. Maud, my child," — and John roused 
himself out of a long silence into which he was falling, — 
" go, and take Louise to her mother." 
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The girl rose, eager to get away, ^s she crossed the 
room — the little creature clinging round her neck, and she 
clasping it close, in the sweet motherliness of character 
which had come to her so early — ^I thought — I hoped — 

'' Maud ! " said John, catching her hand as she passed him 
by — " Maud is not afraid of her father? " 

"No," — ^in troubled uncertainty — then with a passionate 
decision, as if ashamed of herself — 

"No!" . 

She leaned over his chair-back and kissed him — then went 
out. 

"Now— Guy." 

Guy told, in his own frank way, all the history of himdelf 
and William Havenel ; how the latter had come to America, 
determined to throw his lot for good or ill, to sink or swim, 
with Maud's brother— chiefly, as Guy had slowly discovered, 
because he was Maud's brother. At last — ^in the open boat, 
on the Atlantic, with death the great Revealer of all things 
staring them in the face — ^the whole secret came out. It 
made them better than friends— brothers. 

This was Guy's story, told with a certsdn spice of deter- 
mination too, as if — ^let his father's will be what it might, his 
own, which had now also settled into the strong " family " 
will, was resolute on his friend's behalf. Yet when he saw 
bow grave, nay sad, the father sat, he became humble again, 
and ended his tale even as he had begun, with the entreaty 
-^ — " Father, if you only knew — " 

" My knowing and my judging seem to have been of little 
value, my son. Be it so. There is One wiser than I^One 
in whose hands are the issues of all things." 

The sort of contrition with which he spoke — ^thus retract- 
ing, as it costs most men so much to retract, a decision given 
however justly at the time, but which fate has afterwards 
pronounced unjust, affected his son deeply. 

" Father, your decision was right, — ^WiUiam says it was. 
He says also, that it could not have been otherwise ; that 
whatever he has become since, he owes it all to you, and to 
what passed that day. Though he loves her still, will never 
love any one else ; yet he declares his loss of her has proved 
his salvation." 

"He is right," said Mrs. Halifax. "Love is wortb 
nothing that will not stand trial — a fiery trial, if needs be* 
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And as I have heard John say manj and many a time — as 
he said that very night — in this world there is not, ought not 
to be, any such words as *too late.' " 

John made no answer. He sat, his chin propped on his 
right hand, the other pressed against his bosom — ^his favourite 
attitude. Once or twice, with a deep-drawn, painful breath, 
he sighed. 

Guy's eagerness could not rest. '^ Father, I told him I 
would either write to or see him to-day." 

** Where is he?" 

^'At Norton Bury. Nothing would induce him to come 
here, unless certain that you desired it." 

"I do desire it." 

Guy started up with great joy. " Shall I write t c 

" I will write myself." 

But John's hand shook so much, that instead of his custo- 
mary free bold writing, he left only blots upon the page. He 
leant back in his chair, and said faintly : 

^' I am getting an old man, I see. Guy, it was high time 
you came home." 

Mrs. Halifax thought he was tired and made a place for 
his head on her pillow, where he rested some minutes, ^' just 
to please her," he said. . Then he rose, and declared he 
would himself drive over to Norton Bury for our old friend. 

" Nay, let me write, father. To-morrow will do just as 
weU." 

The father shook his head. " No — ^it must be to-day." 

Bidding good-bye to his wife — he never by any chance 
quitted her for an hour without a special tender leave-taking 
—John went away. 

V Guy was, he avouched, "as happy as a king." His 
old liveliness returned; he declared that in this matter, 
which had long weighed heavily on his mind, he had acted 
like a great diplomatist, or like the gods themselves, whom 
some unexacting, humble youth calls upon to 

'* Annihilate both time and space, 
And make two lovers happy ! " 

"And I'm sure I shall be happy too, in seeing them. 
They shall be married immediately. And we'll take William 
into partnership — that was a whim of his, mother — ^we call 
one another 'Guy' and * William,' just like brothers. 
Heigho I I'm very glad. Are not you t " 
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The mother smiled. 

" You will soon have nobody left but me. No matter. I 
shall have you all to myself, and be at once a spoiled child 
and an uncommonly merry old bachelor." 

Again the mother smiled, without reply. She too, doubt 
less thought herself a great diplomatist. 

William Ravenel — he was henceforward never anything to 
us but William — came home with Mr. Halifax. First, the 
mother saw him ; then I heard the ^Either go to the maideu 
bower where Maud had shut herself up all day — ^poor child I 
— and fetch his daughter down. Lastly, I watched the two 
— Mr. Havenel and Miss Halifax — walk together down the 
garden and into the beech-wood, where the leaves were 
whispering and the stock-doves cooing ; and where, I sup- 
pose, they told and listened to the old tale — old as Adam-^ 
yet for ever beautiful and new. 

" That day was a wonderful day. That night we gathered, 
as we never thought we should gather again in this world, 
round the family table — Guy, Edwin, Wsdter, Maud, Louise, 
and William Ravenel — all changed, yet not one lost. A. 
true love-feast it was : a renewed celebration of the family 
bond, which had lasted through so much sorrow, now knitted 
up once more, never to be broken. 

When we came quietly to examine one another and fall 
into one another's old ways, there was less than one might 
have expected even of outward change. The table appeared 
the same ; all took instinctively their old places, except that 
the mother lay on her sofa, and Maud presided at the urn. 

It did one's heart good to look at Maud, as she busied 
herself about, in her capacity as vice-reine of the household ; 
perhaps, with a natur^d feeling, liking to show some one 
present how mature and sedate she was — ^not so very young 
after all. You could see she felt deeply how much he loved 
her— how her love was to him like the restoring of his youth. 
The responsibility, sweet as it was, made her womanly, made 
her grave. She would be to him at once wife and child, 
plaything and comforter, sustainer and sustained. Ay, love 
levels all things. They were not ill-matched, in spite of 
those twenty years. 

And so 1 left them, and went and sat with John and 
Ursula— we, the generation passing away, or ready to pass, 
in heaven's good time, to make room for these. We talked 
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but little, our hearts were too iulL Early, before anybody 
thought of moving, John carried his wife up-^tairs again, 
saying that, well as she looked, she must be compell^ to 
economise both her good looks and her happiness. 

When he came down again, he stood talking for some 
time with Mr. Havenel. While he talked, I thought he 
looked wearied — pallid even to exhaustion ; a minute or two 
aflerward she silently left the room. 

I followed him, and found him leaning against the chimney- 
piece in his study. 

" Who's that f " He spoke feebly ; he looked— ghastly ! 

I called him by his name. 

" Come in. Fetch no one. Shut the door.*' 

The words were hoarse and abrupt, and I obeyed. 

" Phineas," he said, again holding out a hand, as if he 
thought he had grieved me ; " don't mind. I shalt be better 
presently. 1 know quite well what it is— oh, my God— my 
Godl" 

Sharp, horrible pain — such as human nature shrinks from 
— such as makes poor mortal flesh cry out in its agony to its 
Maker, as if, for the time being, life itself were worthless at 
such a price. I know now what it must have been ; I know 
now what he must have endured. 

He held me fbst, half unconscious as he was, lest I should 
sunmion help ; and when a step was heard in the passage, as 
once before — the day Edwin was married — how, on a sudden, 
I remembered all ! — he tottered forward and locked, double- 
locked the door. 

After a few minutes the worst suffering apparently abated, 
and he sat down again in his chair. I got some water ; he 
drank, and let me bathe his face with it — his face, grey and 
death -like — John's face I 

But I am telling the bare facts — nothing more. 

A few heavy sighs, gasped as it were for life, and he was 
himself again. 

" Thank God, it is over now ! Phineas, you must try and 
forget all you have seen. I wish you had not come to the 
door." 

He said this, not in any tone that could wound me, but 
tenderly, as if he were very sorry for me. 

"What is it?" 

"There is no need for alarm; — no more than that day- 
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you recollect ? — ^in this room. I had an attack once before 
then — a few times since. It is horrible pain while it lasts, 
you see ; I can hardly bear it. But it goes away again, as 
you also see. It would be a pity to tell my wife, or any- 
body ; in fact, I had rather not. Tou understand ? " 

He spoke thus in a matter-of-fact way, as if he thought 
the explanation would satisfy me and prevent my asking 
further. He was mistaken. 

"John, what is it I" 

" What is it I Why, something like what I had then ; but 
it comes rarely, and I am well again directly. I had much 
rather not talk about it. Pray, forget if 

But I could not ; nor, I thought, could he. He took up a 
book and sat still ; though oftentimes I caught his eyes fixed 
On my face with a pecuUar earnestness, as if he would fain 
test my strength — ^fain find out how much I loved him ; and 
loving, how much I could bear. 

" You are not reading, John ; you are thinking — ^what 
about?" 

He paused a little, as if undetermined whether or not to 
tell me ; then said : " About your father. Do you remember 
him ?" 

I looked surprised at the question. 

" I mean, do you remember how he died?" 

Somehow — though, God knows, not at that dear and 
sacred remembrance — ^I shuddered. " Yes ; but why should 
we talk of it no'wf 

" Why not f I have often thought what a happy death it 
was — ^painless, instantaneous, without any wasting sickness 
beforehand — his sudden passing from life present to life 
eternal. Fhineas, your father's was the happiest death I 
ever knew." 

** It may be— I am not sure, — John," for again something 
in his look and manner struck me—" why do you say this 
tomef" 

•* I scarcely know. — ^Yes, I do know." 

"Tell me, then." 

He looked at me across the table — steadily, eye to eye, as 
if he would fain impart to my spirit the calmness that was in 
his own. " I believe, Fhineas, that when I die, my death 
will be not unlike your father's." 

Something came wildly to my lips about " impossibility," 
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the ntter impossibility, of any man's thus settling the manner 
of his death, or the time. 

^' I know that. I know that I may liye ten or twenty 
years, and die of another disease after all.'' 

"Disease I" 

" Nay — ^it is nothing to be afitud of. You see I am not 
afraid. I have guessed it for many years. I have known it 
for a certainty ever since I was in Paris." 

" Were you ill in Paris f — ^You never said so.** 

** No — ^because — ^Phineas, do you think you could bear the 
truth ? You know it makes no real difference. I shall not 
die an hour sooner for being aware of it." 

"Aware of— what? Say quickly." 

" Dr. K told me — ^I was determined to be told — ^that 

I had the disease I suspected ; beyond medical power to cure. 
It is not immediately &tal ; he said I might live many years, 
even to old age ; and I might die, suddenly, at any moment, 
just as your father died." 

He said this gently and quietly — more quietly than I am 
writing the words down now ; and I listened — ^I listened. 

"PhineasI" 

I felt the pressure of his warm hand on my shoulder — ^the 
hand which had led me like a brother's all my life. 

" Phineas, we have known one another these forty years. 
Is our love, our faith, so small, that either of us, for himself 
or his brother, need be afraid of death ? — " 

"PhineasI" — and the second time he spoke there was 
some faint reproach in the tone ; " no one knows this but 
you. I see I was right to hesitate ; I almost wish I had not 
told you at all." 

Then— I rose. ♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ 

At my urgent request, he explained to me fully and clearly 
the whole truth. It was, as most truths are, less terrible 
when wholly known. It had involved little suffering as yet, 
the paroxysms being few and rare. They had always 
occurred when he was alone, or when feeling them coming 
on, he could go away and bear them in solitude. 

" I have always been able to do so until to-night. She 
has not the least idea — ^my wife, I mean." 

His voice failed. 

" It has been terrible to me at times, the thought of my 
wife. Perhaps I ou^ht to have told her. Often I resolved 
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I would, and dien changed mj mind. Latterly, since she 
has been ill, I have believed, almost hoped, that she would 
not need to be told at all." 

" Would you rather, then, that she—" 

John calmly took up the word I shrank from uttering. 
" Yes ; I would rather of the two that she went away first. 
She would suffer less, and it would be such a short parting." 

He spoke as one would speak of a new abode, an impend- 
ing journey. To him the great change, the last terror of 
humanity, was a thought — ^solemn indeed, but long famiHar 
and altogether without fear. And, as we sat there, some- 
thing of his spirit passed into mine : I felt how narrow is the 
span between the life mortal and the life immortsd — how, in 
truth, both are one with God. 

*'Ay," he said, " that is exactly what I mean. To me 
there is always something impious in the ^preparing for 
death ' that people talk about ; as if we were not continually, 
whether in the flesh or out of -it, living in the Father's pre- 
sence ; as if, come when He will, the Master should not find 
all of us watching. Do you remember sanng so to me, one 
day?" 

Ah, that day ! 

"Does it pain you, my talking thusf Because if so, we 
will cease." 
, " No— go on." 

*' That is right. I thought, this attack having been some- 
what worse than my last, some one ought to be told. It has 
been a comfort to me to teli you — ^a great comfort, Phineas. 
Always remember that." 

I have remembered it. 

"Now, one thing more, and my mind is at ease. You 
see, though I may have years of life— I hope I shall — msaij 
busy years — I am never sure of a day, and I have to take 
many precautions. At home 1 shall be quite safe now." 
He smiled again, with evident relief, "And I rarely go any- 
where without having one of my boys with me. Still, for 
fear — look here." 

He showed me his pocket-book; on a card bearing his 
name and address, was written in his own legible hand, 
" Home, and tell my wife carefully'' 

I returned the book. As I did so, there dropped Mit a 
little note — all yellow and faded — his wife's only "love- 
letter,— signed, " Yoms sincerely, Ursula March." 
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John picked it up, looked at it, and put it back in its place. 

" Poor darling ! poor darling I " He sighed, and was silent 
for awhile. " I am very glad Guy has come home ; very 
glad that my little Maud is so happily settled — Hark ! how 
those children are laughing I " 

For the moment a natural shade of regret crossed the 
father's face, the father to whom all the delights of home had 
been so dear. But it soon vanished. 

" How merry they, are ! — how strangely things have come 
about for us and ours I As Ursula was saying to-night, at 
this moment we have not a single care." 

I grasped at that, for Dr. K had declared that if 

John had a quiet life,— a life without any anxieties, — he 
might, humanly speaking, attain a good old age. 

" Ay, your father did. Who knows f we may both be old 
men yet, Phineas." 

And as he rose, he looked strong in body and mind, full of 
health and cheer — scarcely even on the verge of that old age 
of which he spoke. And I was older than he. 

" Now, will you come with me to say good night to the . 
children ? ** 

At first I thought I could not — then, I could. After the 
rest had merrily dispersed, John and I stood for a long time 
in the empty parlour, his hand on my shoulder, as he used to 
stand when we were boys, talking. 

What we said 1 shall not write, but I remember it, every 
word. And he — ^I know he remembers it still. 

Then we clasped hands. 

" Good night, Phineas." 

"Good night, John." 



CHAPTER XL. 



Friday, the first of August, 1834. 

Many may remember that day ; what a soft, grey, summer 
morning it was, and how it broke out into brightness ; how 
everywhere bells were ringing, club fraternities walking with 
bands and banners, school children having feasts and work- 
people holidays ; how, in town and country, there was spread 
abroad a general sense of benevolent rejoicing — because 
honest old England had lifted up her generous voice, nay, 



Digitized 



by Google 



464 JOHN HALIFAX. 

had paid down clieerfullj lier twenty millions, and in all her 
colonies the negro was free. 

Manj may still find, in some forgotten drawer, the medal — 
bought bj thousands and tens of thousands, of all classes, in 
copper, silver, or gold — distributed in charity-schools, and 
given by old people to their grandchildren. I saw Ikfrs. 
Halifax tying one with a piece of blue ribbon round little 
Louise's neck, in remembrance of this day. The pretty 
medal, with the slave standing upright, stretching out to 
heaven free hands, {com which the fetters are dropping — as 
I overheard John say to his wife, he could &ncy the freeman 
Paul would stand in the Roman prison, when he answered to 
those that loved him, " / have fought the good fight. I havt 
finiahed my course, I have kept the faith.** 

Now, with my quickened ears, I often heard John talking 
quietly to his wife on this wise. 

He remained by her side the whole forenoon — wheeling 
her about in her garden chair ; taking her to see her school- 
children in their glory on our lawn — to hear the shouts rising 
up from the people at the mill-yard below. For all Enderleyi 
following the master's example, took an interest, hearty 
even among hearty hard-working England, in the Emancipa- 
tion of the Slaves. 

We had our own young people round us, and the day was 
a glorious day, they declared one and all. 

John was happy too — ^infinitely happy. After dinner. Be 
carried his wife to her chair beside the weeping ash, where 
she could smell the late hay in the meadow, and hear the 
ripple of the stream in the beech-wood — faint, for it was 
almost dried up now, but pleasant still. Her husband sat on 
the grass, making her laugh with his quaint sayings — 
admiring her in her new bonnet, and in the lovely white 
shawl — Guy 8 shawl — which Mr. Guy himself had really no 
dme for admiring. He had gone off to the school tea-drink- 
ing, escorting his sister and sister-in-law, and another lady, 
whose eyes brightened with most " sisterly " joy whenever 
she glanced at her old playfellow. Guy's "sister" she 
nevertheless was not, nor was ever likely to be — ^and I 
questioned whether, in his secret heart, he had not begun 
already to feel particularly thankful for that circumstance. 

" Ah, mother," cried the father, smiling, " youll see how 
it will end : all our young birds will soon be flown — ^there 
will be nobody left but you and me.'' 
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^' Never mind, John ;" and stooping over him, she gave 
him one of her quiet, soft kisses, precious now she was an 
old woman as thej had been in the days of her blocnn. 
** Never mind. Once there were only our two selves — ^now 
there will be only our two selves again. We shall be very 
happy. "We only need one another.*' 

<* Only one another, my darling." 

This last word, and the manner of his saying it I can hear 
if I listen in silence, clear as if yet I heard its sound. This 
last sight— of them sitting under the ash-tree, the sun making 
still whiter Ursula's white shawl, brightening the marriage 
ring on her bare hand, and throwing, instead of silver, some 
of their boyish gold-colour into the edges of John's curls — 
this picture I see with my shut eyes, vivid as yesterday. 

I sat for some time in my room — Uien John came to fetch 
me for our customary walk along his favourite ^^ terrace " on 
the Flat. He rarely liked to miss it;— he said the day 
hardly seemed complete or perfect unless one had seen the 
sun set. Thus, almost every evening, we used to spend an 
hota* or more, pacing up and down, or sitting in that little 
hoUow under the bow of the Flat, where as from the top- 
most seat of a natural amphitheatre, one could see Rose 
Cottage and the old well-head where the cattle drank ; our 
own green garden-gate, the dark mass of the beech-wood, 
and far away beyond that, Nunneley Hill, where the sun 
went down. 

There, having walked somewhat less time than usual, for 
the evening was warm and it had been a fatiguing day, John 
and I sat down together. We talked a little, rambUngly — 
chiefly of Longfield : — ^how I was to have my old room 
again — and how a new nursery was to be planned for the 
grandchildren. 

" We can't get out of the way of children, I see clearly," 
he said, laughing. ^' We shall have Longfield just as full as 
ever it was, all summ^ time. But in winter well be quiet, 
and sit by the chimney-comer^ and plunge into my dusty 
desert of books— eh, Phineas ? Tou shall help me to make 
notes for those lectures I have intended giving at Norton 
Bury, these ten years past. And we'll rub up our old Latin, 
and dip into modem poetry — great mbbish, I fear I Nobody 
like our old Mend Will of Avon, or even your namesake, 
worthy Phineas Fletcher." 
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I reminded him of the << Shepherd's life and fate," which 
he always liked so much, and used to say was his ideal of 
peaceful happiness. 

'^ Well, and I think so stilL ^ Keep true to the dreams 
of ihy youth,' saith the old Grerman ; I have not been fisdse 
to mine. I have had a happy life, thank Grod; ay, and 
what few men can say, it has been the yery sort of happiness 
I myself would have chosen. I think most lives, if, while 
fidthfiilly doing our little/ best, day by day, we were content 
to leave their thread in wiser hands than ours, would thus 
weave themselves out ; until, looked back upon as a whole, 
they would seem as bright a web as mine." 

He sat, talking thus, resting his chin on his hands — ^his 
eyes, calm and sweet, looking out westward — ^where the sun 
was about an hour from the horizon. 

" Do you remember how we used to lie on the grass in 
your Other's garden, and how we never could catch the 
sunset except in fragments between the abbey trees? I 
wonder if ihey keep the yew-hedge clipped as round as ever." 

I told him, Edwin had said to-day that some strange 
tenants were going to make an inn of the old house, and turn 
the lawn into a bowling-green. 

" What a shame I I wish I could prevent it. And yet, 
perhaps not," he added, after a silence. ^' Ought we not 
rather to recognise and submit to the universal law of change? 
how each in his place is fulfilling his day, and passing away, 
just as that sun is passing. Only we know not whither he 
passes; while whither we go we know, and the Way we 
know — the same yesterday, to-day, and for ever." 

Almost before he had done speaking — (God grant that in 
the Kingdom I may hear that voice, not a tone altered — I 
would not wish it altered even there) — ^a whole troop of our 
young people came out of Mrs. Tod's cottage, and nodded to 
us from below. 

There was Mrs. Edwin, standing talking to the good old 
soul, who admired her baby-boy very much, but wouldn't 
allow there could be atiy children like Mrs. Halifax's chil- 
dren. 

There was Edwin, deep in converse with his brother Guy, 
while beside them — ^prettier and younger-looking than ever 
—Grace Oldtower was making a posy for little Louise. 
Further down the slope, walking slowly, side by side. 
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evidently seeing nobody but one another, were another 
couple. 

"I think, sometimes, John, that those two, William and 
Maud, will be the happiest of all the children.'* 

He smiled, looked after them for a minute, and then laid 
himself quieUy down on his back along the slope, his eyes 
still directed towards the sunset. When, brightening as it 
descended, the sun shone level upon the place where we 
were sitting, I saw John pull his broad straw hat over his 
£Eice, and compose himself with both hands clasped upon his 
breast, in the attitude of sleep. 

I knew he was very tired, so I spoke no more, but threw 
my cloak over him. He looked up, thanked me silently, 
with his old familiar smile. — One day — one day I shall 
know him by that smile ! I sat for half an hour or more 
watching the sun, which sank steadily, slowly, round, and 
red, without a single cloud. Beautiful, as I had never before 
seen it ; so clear, that one could note the very instant its disc 
touched the horizon's grey. 

Maud and Mr. Raven el were coming up the slope. I 
beckoned them to come softly, not to disturb the father. 
They and I sat in silence, facing the west. The sun jour- 
neyed down to his setting — lower — lower; there was a cres- 
cent, a line, a dim sparkle of light; then — he was gone. 
And still we sat — grave, but not sad — looking into the 
brightness he had left behind ; believing, yea, knowing, we 
should see his glorious face again to-morrow. 

"How cold it has grown," said Maud. "I think we 
ought to wake my father." 

She went up to him, laid her hand upon his, that were 
folded together over the cloak — drew back startled — 
alarmed. 

"Father!" 

I put the child aside. It was I who moved the hat from 
John's face — the face — for John himself was far, far away. 
Gone from us unto Him whose faithful servant he was. 
While he was sleeping thus, the Master had called him. 

His two sons carried him down the slope. They laid him 
in the upper room in Mrs. Tod's cottage. Then I went home 
to tell his wife. 
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She was at last composed, as we tboaght, lying on her 
bed, death-like almost, but calm. It was ten o'clock at 
night. I left her with all her children watching round her. 

I went out, up to Rose Cottage, to sit an hour by myself 
alone, looking at him whom I should not see again for — as 
he had said — " a little while." 

" A little while — a little while." I comforted myself with 
those words. I fancied J could almost hear John saying 
them, standing near me, with his hand on my shoulder. — 
John himself, quite distinct from that which lay so still be- 
fore me ; beautiful as nothing but death can be, younger 
much than he had looked this very morning — ^younger by 
twenty years. 

Farewell, John ! Farewell, my more than brother I It 
is but for a little while. 

As I sat, thinking how peaceftdly the hands lay, clasped 
together still, how sweet was the expression of the close 
mouth, and what a strange shadowy likeness the whole h^ce 
bore to Muriels little face, which I had seen resting in the 
same deep rest on the same pillow ; some one touched me. 
It was Mrs. Halifax. 

How she came, I do not know ; nor how she had managed 
to steal out from among her children. Nor how she, who 
had not walked for weeks, had found her way up hither, in 
the dark, all alone. Nor what strength, almost more than 
mortal, helped her to stand there, as she did stand, upright 
and calm — ^garing — gazing as I had done. 

" It is very like him ; don't you think so, Phineas ? " The 
voice low and soft, unbroken by any sob. " He once told 
me, in case of— this, he would rather I did not come and 
look at him ; but I can, you see.'* 

I gave her my place, and she sat down by the bed. It 
might have been ten minutes or more that she and I remained 
thus, without exchanging a word. 

" I think I hear some one at the door. Brother, will you 
call in the children ? " 

" Guy, altogether overcome, knelt down beside his mother, 
and besought her to let him take her home. 

"Presently — presently, my son. You are very good to 
me ; but — ^your father. Children, come in and look at your 
Either." 

They all gathered round her — weeping; but she spoke 
without a single tear. 
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'^ I was a girl, younger than any of jou, when first I met 
jour £Either. Next month, we shall have been married 
thirty-three years. Thirty-three years.*' 

Her eyes grew dreamy, as if fancy had led her back all 
that space of time ; her fingers moved to and fro, mechanic 
cidly, over her wedding-ring. 

" Children, we were so happy, you cannot tell. He was 
so good ; he loved me so. Better than that, he made me 
good ; that was why I loved him. Oh, what his love was 
to me from the first I strength, hope, peace ; comfort and 
help in trouble, sweetness in prosperity. How my life 
became happy and complete — how I grew worthier to myself 
because he had taken me for his own ! And what he was — 
Children, no one but me ever knew all his goodness, no one 
but himself ever knew how dearly I loved your father. W"e 
were more precious each to each than anything on earth ; 
except His service, who gave us to one anotiier." 

Her voice dropped all but inaudible ; but she roused her- 
self, and made it once more clear and firm, the mother's 
natural voice. 

" Guy, Edwin, all of you, must never forget your father. 
You must do as he wishes, and live as he lived — in all ways. 
You must love him, and love one another. Children, you 
will never do anything that need make you ashamed to meet 
your father.'' 

As they hung round her, she kissed them all — her three 
sons and her daughter, ' one by one ; then, her mind being 
perhaps led astray by the room we were in, looked feebly 
round for one more child — remembered — smiled — 

" How glad her father will be to have her again — ^his own 
little Muriel." 

" Mother ! mother darling ! come home," whispered Guy, 
almost in a sob. 

His mother stooped over him, gave him one kiss more — ^him 
her favourite of all her children — and repeated the old 
phrase, 

" Presently, presently ! Now go away all of you ; I want 
to be left for a little, alone with my husband." 

As we went out, I saw her turn toward the bed — " John, 
John !" — The same tone ; almost the same words with which 
she had crept up to him years before, the day they were be- 
trothed. Just a low, low murmur, like a tired child creep- 
ing to fond protecting arms. " John, John !" 
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We closed the door. We all sat on the stairs outside ; it 
might have heen for minutes, it might have been for hours. 
Within or without — no one spoke — ^nothing stirred. 

At last Guy softly went in. 

She was still in the same place by the bed-side, but half 
lying on the bed, as I had seen her turn when I was shutting 
the door. Her arm was round her husband's neck; her fece, 
pressed inwards to the pillow, was nestled close to his hair. 
They might have been asleep — both of them. 

One of her children called her, but she neither answered 
nor stirred. 

Guy lifted her up, very tenderly ; his mother, who had no 
stay left but him — ^his mother — ^a widow — 

No, thank God ! she was not a widow now. 



THE END. 



CniULBS BETAN AND SON, FRTNTBBS, CBAPU. ITRBBT, OROSTBMOa saVARS. 
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